Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


3  6105   118 


898  969 


J 

1 

SMffOlD-VIWaJSlTif-UBRffl 

1 

4 

THE  WORKS 


OF 


HENRY  FIELDING,  ESQ 


Mitb  an  Eseai?  on  bis  Xfte  anb  Genius 

BY 

ARTHUR  MURPHY,  ESQ. 


A    NEW    EDITION 


EDITED    BY 

.JAMES   P.  BROWNE,  M.D.  (EinNu.) 


IN    ELEVEN    VOLUMES 

VOL.  II. 


LONDON 
BICKERS    AND    SON 

1902 


228170 


raivrm  by 
rroTTisirooDB  akd  co.  ltd.,  NKW-smEET  %rAnF 

LOXDOm 


CONTENTS 

OP 

THE  SECOND  VOLUME 


PAOI 


TiiE  Letter  Writers;  or,  A  New  Way  to  keep  a 

Wife  at  Home,  a  Farce 1 

The  Grub-street  Opera 58 

The  Lottery,  a  Farce 127 

The  Modern  Husband,  a  Comedy     ....  163 
The   Mock-Doctor;    or.    The    Dumb    Lady    Cured, 

a  Comedy 271 

The  Covent-Garden  Tragedy  ....  321 

The    Debauchees;     or.    The    Jesuit    Caught,    a 

Comedy 345 

The  Miser,  a  Comedy .393 


LETTEB    WEITEES: 


OB, 

A    NEW    WAY 

TO 


A  WIFE   AT  HOME. 

A    FABGE 
IN    THBEB    ACTS. 

FIB8T  ACTED  IS  1781. 


VOL.  II.  B 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


MEN. 

RoJcelj MB.   LACT. 

Commons,  /  ,     .     .     .     .     .    '/:  .     .  me.  mullaet. 

Mr.  Wisdom, me.  jones. 

Mr.  Softii/j ME.   HALLAM. 

Risque, me.  eetnhold. 

John, ME.   WATHAN. 

Sneaksby, me.  davenpoet. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  Wisdom, mes.  lacy. 

Mrs.  SofUy, mes.  mullaet. 

Betty, MES.   STOKES. 

CONSTABLES,   WHOEES,   FIDDLEES,  SEEYANTS,   &C. 

SCENE,  THE  STEEET. 


NEW    WAY 


A  WIFE    AT    HOME. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 

HA£EL,   RISQUE. 

RAKEL  [Reading  a  letter] 


'  Tour  late  behaviour  hath  determined  me  never  to 
'  see  you  more ;  if  you  get  entrance  into  this  house  for 
'  the  future,  it  will  not  be  by  my  consent ;  for  I  desire 
*  you  would  henceforth  imagine  there  never  was  any 
'  acquaintance  between  you  and 

'  LUCRETIA  SOFTLY.' 

So  1  the  letter  was  thrown  out  of  the  window,  was  it  ? 

Risq.  Ay,  Sir,  I  am  sure  there  is  no  good  news  in  it 
by  the  face  of  that  jade  Susan.  I  know  by  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  maid  when  the  mistress  is  in  good 
humonr. 

Rak.  Well,  may  you  meet  with  better  succesB  in  the 
next  expedition.  Here,  carry  this  letter  to  Mrs.  Wisdom, 
ni  wait  here  till  you  return  with  an  answer. 
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S,  a^" 


Risg.  But,  Sir-—: 

Rak.  WeU,  Sir  ? 

Riaq.  This  affair,  Sir,  may  end  in  a  blanketing, 
that  is  4  "danger  I  never  love  to   run  with  an  empty 
Btomach./.  * 

.  Rak'/ Sirrah ;  if  I  were  to  be  tossed  myself  I  would 
.wish  to  be  as  empty  as  possible ;  but  thou  art  such  an 
;  ■.«prcure,  thou  art  continually  thinking  on  thy  belly. 
■*''  Risq.  The  reason  of  that  is  very  plain,  Sir;  for  I  am 
continually  hungr}'.  Whilst  I  followed  your  honour's 
heels  as  a  soldier  I  expected  no  better  fare  ;  but,  since  I 
have  been  promoted  to  the  office  of  pimp,  I  ought  to 
live  in  another  manner.  Would  it  not  vex  a  man  to 
the  heart  to  run  about  pnawing  his  nails  like  a  starv'd 
skeleton,  and  see  every  day  so  many  plump  brethren  of 
the  same  profession  riding  in  their  coaches  ? 

Rak.  Bring  me  but  an  answer  to  my  wish,  and 
then 

Risq.  Don't    promise    me,    Sir for   then  I  shall  be 

sure  of  having  nothing. If  you  were  but  as  like  a 

great  man  in  your  riches  as  you  are  in  your  promises, 
I  should  dine  oftener  by  two  or  three  days  a  week  than 
I  do  now. 

Rak.  To  your  business.  It  is  happy  for  the  nation 
that  this  fellow  ran  away  from  his  master ;  for,  had  he 
become  an  authorised  attorney,  he  would  have  been  a 
greater  burden  to  the  town  he  was  quartered  on  than. 
our  whole  regiment. 


SCENE  n. 

BAKEL,  COMMONS. 

Com.  Captain  Eakel,  your  servant. 
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Rak.  Jack  Commons ! My  dear  rake,  welcome  to 

town :  how  do  all  our  friends  at  quarters  ? 

Com.  All  in  the  old  way.  I  left  your  two  brother 
officers  with  two  parsons  and  the  mayor  of  the  town  aa 
drunk  aa  your  drums. 

Rak.  Mr.  Mayor,  indeed,  is  a  thorough  honest  fellow ; 
and  hath  not,  I  beUeve,  been  sober  since  he  was  in  the 
chair;  he  encourages  that  virtue  as  a  magistrate,  which 
ie  lives  by  as  a  publican. 

Com.  Very  fine,  faith !  and  if  the  mayor  was  a 
glazier,  I  suppose  he  would  encourage  breaking  win- 
dows too. 

Rak.  But  prithee,  what  hath  brought  thee  to  town  ? 

Com.  My  own  incHnations  chiefly.  I  resolved  to 
take  one  swing  in  the  charming  plains  of  iniquity ;  so 
I  am  come  to  take  my  leave  of  this  delicious  lewd  place, 

of  all  the  rakes  and  whores  of  ray  acquaintance, to 

spend  one  happy  month  in  the  joys  of  wine  and  women, 
and  then  sneak  down  into  the  country,  and  go  into 
orders. 

Rak.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  hast  thou  the  impudence  to 
pretend  to  a  call  ? 

Com.  Ay,  Sir ;  the  usual  call ;  I  have  the  promise  ot ' 
a  good  living.  Lookee,  captain,  my  call  of  piety  is 
much  the  same  as  yours  of  honour. — You  will  fight,  and 
I  shall  pray,  for  the  same  reasons,  I  assure  you. 

Rak.  If  thy  gown  doth  not  rob  thee  of  sincerity, 
thou  wilt  have  one  virtue  under  it  at  least. 

Com.  Ay,  ay,  sincerity  is  all  that  can  be  expected; 
that  is  the  chief  difierence  among  men.  All  men  have 
sins ;  but  some  hide  them.  Vice  Is  as  natural  to  us  as 
our  skins,  and  both  would  equally  appear,  if  we  had 
neither  clothes  nor  hypocrisy  to  cover  them. 

Rak.  Thou  art  a  fine  promising  holder  forth,  faith, 
and  dost  begin  to  preach  in  a  most  orthodox  manner. 
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Com.  Pox  of  preaching  !  will  you  go  steal  an  act  or 
two  of  the  new  tragedy  ? 

Eak.  Not  1 1  go  to  no  tragedy but  the  tragedy 

of  Tom  Thumb. 

Com.  The  tragedy  of  Tom  Thumb !  what  the  devil  is 
thatP 

Rak.  Why,  Sir,  it  is  a  tragedy  that  makes  me  laugh : 
and,  if  your  sermons  will  do  as  much,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
make  one  of  your  audience. 

Com.  Will  you  go  to  the  tavern  ? 

Rak.  No,  I  am  engaged. 

Com,  Engaged  ;  then  it  must  be  to  a  bawdy-house,  and 
I'll  along  with  you. 

Rak.  Indeed,  you  cannot,  my  young  Levite ;  for  mine 
is  a  private  bawdy-house,  and  you  will  not  be  admitted, 
even  though  you  had  your  gown  on. 

Com.  If  thy  engagement  be  not  pressing,  thou  shalt 
go  along  with  me  :  I  will  introduce  thee  to  a  charming 
fine  girl,  a  relation  of  mine. 

Rak.  Dost  thou  think  me  dull  enough  to  undergo 
the  ceremonies  of  being  introduced  by  a  relation  to  a 
modest  woman  ? — Hast  thou  a  mind  to  marry  me  to 
her? 

Com.  No,  Sir,  she  is  married  already. — There  are  a 
brace  of  them,  as  fine  women  as  you  have  seen,  and 
both  married  to  old  husbands. 

Rak.  Nay,  then  they  are  worth  my  acquaintance,  and 
'  some  other  time  thou  shalt  introduce  me  to  them. 

Com.  Nay,  thou  shalt  go  drink  tea  with  one  of  them 
now— It  is  but  just  by — I  dined  there  to-day,  and  my 
imcle  is  now  gone  abroad.  Come,  'tis  but  two  steps  into 
the  square  here,  at  the  first  two  lamps. 

Rak.  The  first  two  lamps  ! 

Com.  Ay,    no     farther Her     husband's     name    Is 

Wisdom. 
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Hak.  By  all  that's  unlucky,  the  very  woman  I  have 
sent  Bisque  to !  [AaidA 

Com.  Come,  we'll  go  make  her  a  visit  now,  and  to- 1 
morrow  I'll  carry  thee  to  my  aunt  Softly. 

Rah  Another  mistress  of  mine,  by  Lucifer.  [^Adde.  1 
Hast  thou  no  more  female  relations  in  town  ? 

Com.  No  more?  Won't  two  serve  your  unreasonable 
appetite  ? 

Rak.  But  thou  seemest  to  be  so  free  of  them,  I  could 
wish  thee,  for  the  sake  of  the  public,  related  to  all  the 
beauties  in  Christendom.  But,  Jack,  I  hope  these  two 
aunts  of  thine  are  not  rigidly  virtuous  P 

Com.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — Do  not  I  tell  thee  they  are  young 
and  handsome,  and  that  their  husbands  are  old  ? 

Rak.  And  thou  wouldst  not  take  it  amiss  if  one  were 
to  dub  an  uncle  of  thine  a  cuckold  P 

Com.  Harkye,  Tom,  if  thou  hadat  read  as  much  as  I,  ' 
thou  wouldst  know  that  cuckold  is  no  such  term  of 
reproach  as  it  is  imagined  :  half  the  great  men  in  history 
are  cuckolds  on  record.  Take  it  amiss  I  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
"Why,  my  uncle  himself  will  not ;  for  the  whole  world 
^ows  he  is  a  cuckold  already. 

Rak.  How? 

Com.  Ay,  Sir,  when  an  old  man  goes  publicly  to 
church  with  a  young  woman  he  proclaims  that  title  loud 
enough.     But  come,  wiU  you  to  my  aunt  ? 

Rak.  You  must  excuse  me  now. 

Com.  When  I  make  you  such  another  offer,  you  shan't 
refuse  it :  I  thought  you  would  have  postpon'd  any 
business  for  a  mistress. 

Rak,  But  I  am  in  pursuit  of  another  mistress,  one  I 
am  pre-engaged  to. — Afterwards,  Sir,  I  am  at  the  ser- 
vice of  your  whole  family. 

Com.  Success  attend  your  iniquity. — I'll  enquire  for 
you  at  the  Tilt-yard.     So,  your  servant. 
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Rak.  Yours. — A  very  pretty  fellow  this — I  find,  if  lie 
should  discover  my  amours,  he  is  not  likely  to  be  any 
obstacle  to  them. 


SCENE  m. 

BAKBL,  BISQUE 


« 


Rak.  So,  Sir. 

Risq.  Sir,  I  have  with  great  dexterity  deliver'd  your 
honour's  letter,  and  with  equal  pleasure  have  brought 
you  an  answer. 

Rak.  [Reads.] 

'  Be  here  at  the  time  you  mention,  my  husband  is 
'  luckily  out  of  the  way.  I  wish  your  happiness  be  (as 
'  you  say)  entirely  in  the  power  of 

'  ELIZABETH    WISDOM.' 

Ay,  now  thou  hast  perform'd  well  indeed,  and  m 
give  thee  all  the  money  I  have  in  my  pocket  for  an 
encouragement.  Odso!  I  have  but  sixpence  about  me 
— here,  take,  take  this  and  be  diligent. 

Risq.  Very  fine  encouragement  truly !     This  it  is  to 

serve  a  poor,  beggarly,  lousy If  half  this  dexterity 

had  been  employ'd  in  the  service  of  a  great  man,  I  had 

been  a  captain  or  a  Middlesex  justice  long  ago — But  I 

I   must  tug  along  the  empty  portmanteau  of   this  shabby 

I    no-pay  ensign.     Pox  on't,  what  can  a  man  expect  who  is 

'    but  the  rag-carrier  of  a  rag-carrier  ? 

SCENE  rv. 

MRa.   WISDOM,   RAKEL. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Sure  never  any  thing  was  so  lucky  for  us 
as  this  threatening  letter:  while  my  husband  imagined 
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T  should  go  abroad,  he  was  almost  continually  at  home  : 
but  now  he  thinks  himself  secure  of  my  not  venturing 
out,  he  is  scarce  ever  with  me. 

Bak.  How  shall  I  requite  this  goodness,  which  can 
make  such  a  confinement  easy  for  ray  sake  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  The  woman  that  thinks  it  worth  her  while 
to  confine  herself  for  her  gallant  thinks  herself  suflBciently 
requited  by  his  company. 

Betty  [Entei-ing.]  Oh !  Madam,  here's  my  master  come 
home :  had  he  not  quarrell'd  with  the  footman  at  the 
door,  he  had  certainly  found  you  together. 

Rak.  What  shaU  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Step  into  this  closet — quick,  quick,  what 
can  have  sent  him  home  so  soon  ? 


SCENE  V. 

MH.   WISDOM,   MRS.   WISDOM. 

JUrs.  Wisd.  Oh !  my  dear  1  you  are  better  than  your 
■word  now ;  this  is  kind,  indeed,  to  return  so  much 
earlier  than  your  promise. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Mr.  Mortgageland  hath  disappointed  me : 
I'm  afraid  somebody  else  hath  taken  him  off  my  hands : 
BO  let  some  of  the  servants  get  me  my  nightgown  and 
slippers,  for  I  intend  to  stay  at  home  all  the  evening. 

Mrs.   Wisd.  Was  ever  such  ill-luck they  are  both 

in  my  closet. Lord,  child,  why  will  you  put  on  that 

odious  nightgown ;  indeed,  it  doth  not  become  you — you 
don't  look  pretty  in  it,  lovey,  indeed  you  don't. 

Mr.  Wiscf.  Pshaw ;  it  doth  not  become  a  wife  to  dis- 
like her  husband  in  any  dress  whatsoever. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  command,  I  will  be 
always  ready  to  obey. — Betty,  go  fetch  your  master's 
nightgown  out  of  my  closet. — Take  care  you  don't  open 
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the  door  too  wide,  lest  you  throw  down  a  China  basin 
that  is  just  within  it. 

J/r.  Wisd.  Come,  give  rae  a  kiaa;  you  look  very 
pretty  to-night,  you  little  wanton  rogue. — ^Adod  !  I  shall, 
I  shall  make  thee  amends  for  the  pleasures  you  miss 
abroad. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  So  you  won't  put  the  money  where  the 
rogues  order  you,  and  you'll  have  your  poor  wife  mur- 
der'd  to  save  twenty  guineas. 

Mr.  Wisd.  If  you  stay  at  home,  you  will  not  be  mur  - 
der'd,  and  I  shall  save  many  a  twenty  guineas. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  But  then,  I  shall  lose  all  my  acquaintance 
by  not  returning  their  visits. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Then  I  shall  lose  all  my  torments :  and 
truly,  if  I  owe  this  loss  to  the  letter-writer,  I  am  very 
much  oblig'd  to  him.  I  would  have  tied  a  much  larger 
purse  to  the  knocker  of  my  door  to  have  kept  it  free  from 
that  rat-tat-tat -tat-tat,  which  continually  thunder'd  at  it. 


ME.    SOFTLY,    MH.    WISDOM,    MBS.    WISDOM. 

Mr.  Soft.  Mr.  Wisdom,  your  servant,  Madam,  I  am 
your  humble  servant:  a  friend  of  yours,  Mr.  Wisdom, 
expects  you  at  Tom's. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Nay,  if  he  be  come,  I  must  leave  thee  for 
one  hour,  my  dear.  So,  take  the  key  of  my  closet,  and 
fetch  me  that  bundle  of  parchment  that  Hes  in  the 
bureau. 

Mrs.   Wisd.  I  will,  my  dear. — ^This  is  extremely  lucky. 

[Aside. 
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MB.    WISDOM,    MR.    SOFTLY. 

Mr.  Soft  Well :  doth  the  plot  succeed  notably  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  To  my  wish.  She  hath  not  ventured  to 
stir  abroad  eince.  This  demand  you  have  drawn  upon 
my  wife  for  twenty  pound,  will  be  of  more  service  to  me 
than  a  draught  on  the  bank  for  so  man}'  hundreds. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  wish  your  threatening  letter  to  my  wife 
had  met  with  the  same  success :  but  alack  !  it  hath  a 
quite  contrary  effect.  She  swears  she'll  go  abroad  the 
more  now  to  shew  her  courage :  but,  that  she  may  not 
appear  too  rash,  she  hath  put  me  to  the  expense  of  an 
additional  footman  ;  and,  instead  of  staying  at  home,  she 

carries   all    my    blunderbusses    abroad. Her    coach, 

when  she  goes  a  visiting,  looks  hke  a  general  oEGcer's 
going  to  a  campaign. 

Mr.  Wisd.  But  if  it  came  to  that  extremity  I  would 
lock  up  my  doors,  and  shut  her  in,  on  pretence  of 
Bhutting  rogues  out. 

Mr.  Soft.  But  I  cannot  shut  her  companions  out :  I 
should  have  a  regiment  of  women  on  my  back  for  iU- 
asing  my  wife,  and  have  a  sentence  of  cuckoldom 
pronounced  against  me  at  all  the  aseembhes  and  visit- 
ing days  in  town.  If  I  could  prevail  by  stratagem  ;  well : 
but  I  am  too  certain  of  the  enemy's  strength  to  attempt 
the  subduing  her  by  force. 

Mr.  Wisd-  Thank  my  stars,  my  wife   is  of  another 

nper. 

Mr.  Soft.  You  will  not  take  it  ill,  brother  Wisdom : 
but  your  wife  is  not  a  woman  of  that  spirit  as  mine  is. 

Mr.  Wisd.  No,  Heaven  be  praised;  for  of  all  evil 
spirits  that  of  a  woman  is  surely  the  worst. 


r 

■  Mr.  Soft.  Truly,  it  is  a  perfection  tliat  costs  a  man  as 

I  much  as  it  is  worth. 

I  Mr.  Wisd.  But  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

I  Mr.  Soft.  I  know  not.      Something  I  must ;    for  my 

I  house  at  present  is  like  a  garrison ;    I  have  continually 

I  guards  mounting   and   dismounting,    while    I    know   no 

I  enemy  but  my  wife,  and  she's  within. 
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SCENE  vin. 


MB,  SOFTLY,   MR.    WISDOM,    MRS.   WISDOM. 


Mrs.  Wisd.  Here  are  the  parchments,  my  dear. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  know  the  necessity  of  my  engage- 
ment, and  will  excuse  me. 

Mr.  Soft.  No  ceremony  with  me,  brother. 

Mr.  Wisd.  If  you  will  stay  with  my  wife  till  my 
return,  she  will  be  much  obUged  to  you :  you  may- 
entertain  one  another  at  picquet ;  you  are  no  high  player 
any  more  than  she. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  shall  be  too  hard  for  him ;  for  I  fancy- 
he  is  a  player  much  about  your  pitch,  and  you  know  I 
always  get  the  better  of  you. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Well,  well,  to  it,  to  it.  I  leave  you 
together. 

SCENE  IX. 

MR.    SOFTLY,    MRS.    WISDOM. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  am  but  a  bad  player,  Madam;  but  to 
divert  you — 

Mrs.  Wisd.  How  shall  I  get  rid  of  him? — I  am  not 
much  inclined  to  picquet  at  present,  Mr.  Softly. 
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Mr.  Soft.  Hum  1  very  likely  I  any  other  game  that 
you  please if  I  can  play  at  it. 

Mrs.    Wisd.    No,    you    can't   play   at  it for  to  be 

plain,  I  am  obliged  to  write  a  letter  into  the  country.  I 
hope  you'll  excuse  me. 

Mt.  Soft  Oh !  dear  sister !  I  will  divert  the  time  with 
one  of  these  newspapers :  ay,  here's  the  Grub-street 
Journal  —  An  exceeding  good  paper  this  ;  and  hath 
commonly  a  great  deal  of  wit  in  it. 

Mrs.   Wisd.  But 1  am  the  worst  person  in  the 

world  at  writing  :  the  least  noise  disturbs  me. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  am  as  mute  as  a  fish. 

Mrs.   Wisd.  I  know  not  how  to  express  it,  I  am  so 

ashamed  of  the  humour But  I  cannot  write   whilst 

any  one  is  in  the  room. 

Mr.  Soft.  Hum !  very  probable !  there  is  no  ac- 
counting for  some  humours — Well,  you  may  trust  me 
in  the  closet.  This  closet  and  I  have  been  acquainted 
before  ilow.  [Offers  to  go  in. 

Mrs.  Wiid.  By  no  means,  I  have  a  tiling  in  that  closet 
you  must  not  see. 


MB.  SOFTLY,  MBS.  WISDOM,  COMMOXS. 

What,  is  not  my  uncle  Wisdom  returned  yet  ? 

Wisd,  I   am   surprised   you    should  return,  Sir, 

you  have  learnt  more  civility  than  you  shew'd  at 

""dinner  to-day;  your  behaviour  then  seera'd  very  unfit 

for  one  who  intends  to  put  on  that  sacred  habit  you  are 

design'd  for. 

Com.  You  may  be  as  scurrilous  as  you  please,  aunt : 
it  hath  been  always  my  resolution  to  see  my  relations  as 
seldom  as  I  can  ;  and  when  I  do  see  them  never  to  mind 
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what  they  say. — I  have  been  at  your  house  too,  uncle 
Softly,  and  have  met  with  just  such  another  reception 
there :  but  corae,  you  and  I  will  go  drink  one  honest 
bottle  together — I  have  not  crack'd  a  bottle  with  you 
since  I  came  to  town. 

Mts.  Wisd.  For  Heaven's  sake,  dear  brother,  do  any 
thing  to  get  him  hence. 

Mr.  Soft.  Well,  nephew,  as  far  as  a  pint  goes. 

Com.  Ay,  ay,  a  pint  is  the  best  introduction  to  a 
bottle. — Aunt,  will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Mrs.   Wisd.  Paugh  !  brute ! 

Cam.  If  you  won't,  you  may  let  it  alone. 

Mr.  Soft.  Sister,  your  humble  servant. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I'll  take  care  to  prevent  all  danger  of  a 
surprise  [locks  the  door'j — there. — Captain,  captain,  you 
may  come  out,  the  coast  is  clear. 


MBS.  WISDOM,  RAKBL. 


^ 


Rak.  These  husbands  make  the  most  confounded  long 
visits. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Husbands !  why  I  have  had  half  a  dozen 
visitants  since  he  went  away ;  I  thought  you  had  over- 
heard us. 

Rak.  Not  I,  truly ;  I  have  been  entertaining  myself 
with  the  Whole  Duty  of  Man,  at  the  other  end  of  the 
closet. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  You  are  very  unconcerned  in  danger, 
captain. 

Rak.  Yes,  Madam,  danger  is  my  profession;  and 
these  sort  of  dangers  are  so  common  to  me,  that  they 
give  me   no    surprise.       I  have  declar'd   war  with   the 


A   WIFE  AT  HOME.  15 

whole  commonwealth  of  husbands  ever  since  I  arriy'd  at 
years  of  discretion. 

Mrs.  Wiad.  Bather  with  the  wives,  I'm  afraid. 

Rak.  No,  Madam ;  I  always  consider  the  wife  as  the 
town,  and  the  husband  as  the  enemy  in  possession  of  it. 
I  am  not  for  burning  nor  razing  where  I  go ;  but  when  I 
have  driven  the  enemy  out  of  his  fortress,  I  march  in 
in  the  most  gentle,  peaceable  manner  imaginable.  So, 
Madam,  if  you  please,  we  will  walk  into  the  closet 
together. 

Mrs.  Wiad.  What,  to  read  the  Whole  Duty  of  Man  ? 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bak.  Ay,  my  angel!   and  you  shall  say  I  practise 

what  I  read. [Takes  her  in  his  armSj  Mr.  Wisdom 

knocks  J  she  starts  from  him. 

Mr.  Wisd.  [mthoutl  What,  have  you  shut  yourselves  in  ? 

Bak.  Ourselves !  oh !  the  devil,  doth  he  know  I  am 
here? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  No,  no,  no;  to  your  hole,  quick,  quick, 
(][mck. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Why,  child,  Mr.  Softly,  don't  you  hear? 
what,  have  you  play'd  yourselves  asleep  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Oh  I  my  dear,  are  you  there  ? 

SCENE  xn. 

MB.    WISDOM,   MRS.    WISDOM. 

Mr.  Wisd.  [Entering.']  If  we  were  not  so  nearly 
related,  I  should  not  like  this  locking  up  together. 
Heyday  !  Where  is  my  brother  Softly  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Alas !  my  dear,  my  ungracious  nephew 
hath  been  here,  and  taken  him  away  to  the  tavern. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Why  will  you  suffer  that  fellow  to  come 
within  my  doors,  when  you  know  it  is  against  my  will  ? 
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Mrs.  Wiad.  Alas,  child,  I  don't  know  how  to  shut 
your  doors  against  your  own  relations. 

Mr.  Wiad.  And  what  were  you  doing,  hey  ?  that  you 
were  lock'd  in  so  close  by  yourself. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  was  only  saying  a  few  prayers,  my  dear ; 
but  indeed  these  incendiaries  run  so  in  my  head,  I  never 
think  myself  safe  enough. 

Mr.  Wiad.  Heaven  bless  the  hour  I  first  thought  of 
putting  them  there.  [Aside. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Well,  child,  this  is  very  good  in  you  to 
come  home  so  soon. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  only  call  on  you  in  my  way  to  the  city ; 
for  I  must  speak  to  alderman  Longhoms  before  I  sleep. 
I  am  sorry  you  have  lost  brother  Softly ;  he  might  have 
diverted  you  a  little. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  can  divert  myself  well  enough  in  my 
closet  for  that  matter. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Ay,  do  so.  Beading  is  an  innocent  and 
instructive  diversion.  I  will  be  back  with  the  utmost 
expedition.  Is  your  closet  lock'd,  child  ?  there  are  some 
papers  in  it  which  I  must  take  with  me. — 

Mrs.  Wisd.  What  shall  I  do? — ^Lud,  my  dear,  I — ^I 
— ^have  lost  the  key,  I  think. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Then  it  must  be  broke  open ;  for  they  are 

of  the  utmost  consequence Nay,  if  you  can't  tell  me 

where  you  have  laid  it,  I  can't  stay,  the  lock  must  be 
broke  open ;  111  call  up  one  of  the  servants. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Nay,  then,  confidence  assist  me. ^Here, 

here  it  is,  child — I  have  nothing  but  assurance  to  trust 
to ;  and  I  am  resolv'd  to  exert  the  utmost. 

[Opens  the  door,  Eakel  runs  against  hinij  throws 
him  down;  he  looks  on  Mrs.  Wisdom,  she 
points  to  the  door,  and  he  runs  out.  Mrs. 
Wisdom  shrieks."] 

Mr.  Wisd.  Oh  I  I  am  murder'd. 
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Mrs.  Wisd.  The  incendiaries  are  come.  My  dream  is 
lit,  my  dream  is  out. 

Mr.   Wisd.  My  horns  are  out. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Oh  I  my  dear,  sure  never  any  thing  was 
)  lucky  as  this  stay  of  yours.  Heaven  knows  what  he 
nrould  have  done  to  me  had  I  been  alone. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Ay,  ay,  my  dear,  I  know  what  he  would 
ave  done  to  you  very  well. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  hope  you  will  be  advis'd,  and  put  the 
Qoney  where  you  are  desir'd,  before  any  thing  worse 
appens. 

Mr.  Wisd.  1  sliall  put  you  out  of  doors  before  any 
hing  worse  happens. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  My  dear  ? 

Mr.  WisU.  My  devil  I  come,  come,  confess,  it  is  done 
Jready ;  am  I  one  or  no  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Are  you  what,  my  love  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  Am  I  a  beast,  a  monster  ?  a  husband  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Defend  me Sure  the  fright  hath  tum'd 

our  br«n.  Are  you  a  husband?  yes,  I  hope  so,  or 
faatamlP 

Mr.  Wisd.  Ah  !  crocodile !  I  know  very  well  what 
brt  of  robber  was  here.  Nay,  perhaps,  he  was  a  robber, 
nd  you  may  have  conspired  together  to  rob  me  :  I  don't 
oabt  but  you  was  concera'd  in  writing  the  letter  too. 
Jo  one  likelier  to  extort  money  from  a  man  than  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Oh !  barbarous,  cruel,  inhuman  aspersion. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Is  he  a  conjuror  as  well  as  a  thief,  and 
ould  he  go  through  the  keyhole  ?  How  came  he  into 
kat  closet?  How  came  he  into  that  closet,  Madam, 
irithout   your  knowledge?    Answer  me   that.    Did   he 

)  through  the  door? 

iVra.  Wisd.  I  swear  by 

Mr.  Wisd.  Hold,  hold.  I  don't  question  but  you  will 
I  thousand  doors  to  get  off. 
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Enter  johk. 


John.  Oh  I  Sir,  this  moment,  as  I  was  walking  in  the 
yard,  I  spied  a  fellow  offering  to  get  in  at  my  lady's 
closet  window. 

Mr.  Wisd.  How! 

John.  Dear  Sir,  step  but  into  the  closet,  you  will  find 
the  window  broke  all  to  pieces. 

Mr.  Wiad.  The  villains! — John,  take  the  candle  and 
go  in  before  me. 

Mrs.  Wiad.  Miraculous  fortune!  Now  will  I  stand 
it  out  that  Bakel  got  in  the  same  way.  Sure  it  must 
have  been  the  devil  that  hath  broke  these  windows  to 
encourage  us  to  sin — ^by  this  delivery. — Oh !  here  comes 
my  husband ;  it  is  my  turn  now  to  be  angry,  and  his 
to  ask  pardon. 

Mr.  Wiad.  John,  do  you  watch  carefully  in  the  yard 
this  night.     I  protest  a  man  will  shortly  be  safe  no  where. 

Mrs.  Wiad.  Not  when  thieves  get  through  keyholes. 

Mr.  Wiad.  Come,  I  ask  thy  pardon ;  I  am  sorry  I 
suspected  thee :  I  will  make  thee  amends,  I  will — I  will 
stay  at  home  this  week  with  thee  in  spite  of  business : 
thou  shalt  tie  me  to  thy  girdle.  Nay,  do  not  take  on 
thus,  I  will  buy  thy  forgiveness.  Here,  here  is  a  purse 
to  put  thy  money  in ;  and  it  shall  not  be  long  before 

I  give  thee  some  money   to  put  in  thy  purse ^you 

shall  take  the  air  every  day  in  Hyde-Park,  and  I'll  go 
with  you  for  a  guard :  I  vow  you  shall  forgive  me.  Ill 
kiss  you  till  you  do. 

Mra.  Wiad.  You  know  the  way  to  mollify  me. 

Mr.  Wiad.  Why,  I  was  but  in  jest :  I  never  thought 
you  had  any  hand  in  the  letter. 

Mra.  Wiad.  Did  you  not  indeed  ? 

Mr.  Wiad.  No,  indeed ;  may  I  be  worse  than  robb'd 
if  I  did. 
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Mrs.  Wisd.  Well,  but  don't  jest  so  any  more. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  promise  you: — but  I  must  not  lose  a 
loment  before  I  go  into  the  city — 

Mrs.  Wisd.  And  -will  you  leave  me  again  to-night  P 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  must  excuse  necessity,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  My  dear,  I  shall  always  obey  your  com- 
mands without  any  farther  reason. 

Mr.  Wisd.  What  a  happy  man  am  I  in  a  wife !  If 
flU  women  were  but  such  blessings  to  their  husbands  as 
thou  art,  what  a  Heaven  would  matrimony  be. 


ACT  n.     SCENE  I. 


SCENE,  the  Street. 
JiL,  and  afterwards  risque. 


i*TB  and  war  I  find  still  require  the  same  talents ;  to 
be  unconcerned  in  danger  is  absolutely  necessary  to 
lloth.  I  know  not  whether  it  was  more  lucky  that  I 
'tooght  of  this  stratagem,  or  that  I  found  Kisque  on  the 
spot  to  execute  it,  I  dare  swear  she  will  soon  take  the 
liint:  nor  do  I  see  any  other  way  she  could  possibly 
iave  come  off. — So,  rascal,  what  success  ? 

Eiaq.  I  have  broke  the  windows  with  a  vengeance; 
I  have  made  room  enough  for  your  honour  to  march 
in  at  the  head  of  a  company  of  grenadiers,  and  all  this 
without  the  least  noise.  But  I  hope  the  lady  did  not 
Qse  your  honour  very  ill,  that  her  windows  must  be 
broken. 

Rah.  No,  Mr.  Inquisitive,  I  have  done  it  for  the  lady's 
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sake,  to  give  her  an  opportunity  of  sayiilg  I  broke  in 
there ;  for  when  I  was  taken  in  the  closet  I  was  obliged 
to  bring  her  off  by  pretending  myself  a  robber. 

Risq.  But  if  he  should  take  you  at  your  word,  and 
prosecute  you,  who  would  bring  your  honour  off? 

Rak.  No  matter :  it  were  better  fifty  such  as  I  were 
hang'd  than  one  woman  should  lose  her  reputation.  But, 
as  the  closet  was  full  of  things  of  value,  my  touching 
none  would  su£5ciently  preserve  me  from  any  villainous 
imputation,  should  the  worst  happen. 

Risq.  I  fancy,  indeed,  it  would  be  no  disgrace  to  be 
thought  to  have  stolen  all  you  have  in  your  pocket. 

Rak.  What's  that  you  are  muttering  ?  Harkye,  rascal, 
be  sure  not  to  go  to  bed:  I  shall  not  be  at  home  till 
early  in  the  morning — Now  for  my  unkind  mistress;  1 
may  have  better  success  there  than  I  found  with  my 
kind  one. 

How  bless'd  is  a  soldier  while  licensed  to  range. 
How  pleasant  this  whore  for  that  to  exchange. 

Risq.  Go  thy  ways,  young  Satan;  the  old  gentleman 
himself  cannot  be  much  worse.  Let  me  consider  a  little. 
My  master  doth  not  come  home  till  morning,  the  closet 
is  full  of  things  of  value,  and  I  can  very  easily  get  into 

it. Agad,   and  I'll  have  a  trial.      I  am  in  no  great 

danger  of  being  caught  in  the  fact ;  so  if  I  bring  off  a 
good  handsome  booty — my  master  stands  fair  for  being 
hang'd  for  it.    Hey-day !  what  the  devil  have  we  here  ? 


SCENE  n. 

COMMONS,  with  WHORES  and  Music^  bisque. 
Com.  [Sings']    Tol,   lol  de  rol  lol— Now  am  I  Alex- 
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ander  the  Great,  and  you  my  Statira  and  Roxana. 

You    sons   of  whores,  play    me  Alexander  the    Great's 
march. 

1  Fid.  We  don't  know  it,  an't  please  your  worship. 
Com.    Don't  you?    Why   then — play  me    the    Black 

Joke. 

2  Wh.  Play  the  White  Joke  ;  that's  my  favourite. 
Com.  Ay,  Black  or  White,  they  are  all  alike  to  me. 

[^Music  plays. 

2  Wh.  We  had  better  go  to  the  tavern,  my  dear  ;  the 
justices  of  the  peace  are  so  severe  against  us,  we  shall  be 
taken  up  and  sent  to  Bridewell. 

Com.  The  justices  be  hang'd,  they  dare  not  attack  a 
man  of  my  quality.  The  moment  they  knew  me  to  be 
a  lord  they  would  let  us  all  go  again. 

1  Wh.  Nay,  my  dear,  I  ask  your  pardon ;  I  did  not 
loiow  you  were  a  lord. 

Com.  Yes,  my  dear,  yes;  my  lord  Kilfob,  that's  my 
title,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland. 

Risq.  [Advajicing.^  My  lord  Kilfob,  I'm  glad  to  see 
your  honour  in  town. 

Com.  Ha!  Ned  Risque,  give  me  thy  hand,  boy. 
Come,  honest  Risque,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  tavern  with 
me,  and  I'll  treat  thee  with  a  whore  and  a  bottle  of  wine 
■ But  harkye.  [Whispers. 

1  R'A.  A  lord,  and  so  familiar  with  this  fellow !  This 
I  ia  some  clerk  or  apprentice  strutting  about  with  his 
I  Blaster's  sword  on. 

2  Wh.  I  fancy,  Sukey,  this  is  a  sharper,  and  no 
[  coraing-down  cull. 

1  Wh.  Ay,  damn  him,  he'll  make  us  pop  our  unders 
f  for  the  reckoning  :   we'll  not  go  with  him. 

Com.  li  thou  canst  lend  me    half  a  crown,  do ;    the 
devil  take  me  if  I  do  not  pay  thee  again  to-morrow. 
BisQ.  That  I  would  with  all  my  heart,  but  I  have  not 


22  A  IfSW  WAY  TO  KEBP 

one  souse,  I  assure  you. ^I  am  on  business  for  my 

master,  and  in  a  great  hurry. 

Com.  Get  thee  gone  for  a  good-for-nothing  dog  as 
thou  art.    Come,  sirrah,  play  on  to  the  tavern. 

2  Wh:  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  Sir ;  we  are  no 
company  for  such  as  you. 

Com.  I  own  you  are  not  fit  company  for  a  lord ; — but 
no  matter,  several  lords  keep  such  company ;  and  since  I 
stoop  to  you 

1  Wh.  You  stoop  to  us,  scrub  ! 

2  Wh.  You  a  lord!  You  are  some  attorney's  derk, 
or  haberdasher's  'prentice. 

1  Wh.  Do  you  sit  behind  a  desk,  or  stand  behind  a 
compter  ? 

2  Wh.  We're  not  for  such  as  you ^we'd  have  you 

to  know,  fellow. 

Com.  But  I  am  for  such  as  you and  that  FU  make 

you  know  with  a  vengeance ^whores,  strumpets  I 

Whores.  Murder,  murder,  robbery,  murder  ! 

Com.  I'll  scour  you  with  a  pox. 

[Beats  them  off,  and  returns. 

2  Fid.  I  wish  we  were  well  rid  of  this  chap,  I  wish  we 
get  any  thing  by  him. 

1  Fid.  I  wish  we  get  off  with  a  whole  skin  and  a 
whole  fiddle. 

Com.  I  have  paid  you  off,  however. 

1  Fid.  I  wish  your  honour  would  pay  us  off,  too ;  for 
we  are  obliged  to  play  to  some  countryndances. 

Com.  Are  not  you  impudent  dogs  to  ask  any  thing  for 

such  music  ? TU  not  give  you  a  souse :    you  are  a 

couple  of  wretched  scrapers,  and  play  ten  degrees  worse 
than  the  university.  If  you  had  your  merit,  you  would 
have  your  fiddles  broke  about  your  heads. 

1  Fid.  Sir,  you  don't  talk  like  a  gentleman. 

Com.  Don't  I,  Sir?   Why  then  TU  act  like  a  gentle- 
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man.  [Dratos.]  This  is  the  way  a  man  of  honour  pays 
debts,  you  dogs ;  I'll  let  out  your  own  guts  to  make 
fiddle-strings  of.  A  couple  of  cowardly  dogs ;  run  away 
from  one.  Blood!  I  have  routed  the  whole  army. 
Hannibal  could  have  done  no  more.  What  pity  it  is 
such  a  brave  fellow  as  I  am  sbould  be  made  a  parson  of  I 
\_Linkboy  crosses. 
Here,  you  son  of  a  whore,  come  bere,     Are  you  the  sun, 

'   or  the  moon,  or  one  of  the  seven  stars  ? 

'        Link.  Does  your  honour  want  a  light.  Sir  ? 

Com.  Want  a  light,  Sir,  ay.  Sir  ?  Do  you  take  me  for 
a  Dissenter,  you  rascal  ?  Do  you  think  I  carry  my  light 
within,  sirrah  ?  I  travel  by  an  outward  light.  So  lead 
on,  you  dog,  and  light  me  into  darkness. 

A  soph,  he  is  immortal. 

And  never  can  decay ; 
For  how  should  he  return  to  dust, 

Who  daily  wets  his  clay  ? 

SCENE  m. 


RA£EL  and  UBS.  SOFTLT. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Forget  that  letter  ;  it  was  the  effect  of  a 
sudden  short-liv'd  anger  which  arose  from  a  lasting 
love ;     jealousy    is    surely    the    strongest   proof  of  that 


Rak.  It  is  a  proof  I  always  wish  to  be  without,  if  all 
my  mistresses  were  as  forward  to  believe  my  sincerity. 

Mrs.  Soft.  All  your  mistresses Bravo. 

■    Hak.  I  speak  of  you,  Madam,  in  the  plural  number,  as 
we  do  of  kings,  from  my  reverence ;  for  if  I  have  another 
k-mistreas  upon  earth,  may  I  be — 

Mrs.  Soft.  Marry'd    to    her — which   would    be   curse 
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enough  on  both.  But  do  not  think,  captain,  that,  should 
I  once  discover  my  rival,  it  would  give  me  any  uneasi- 
ness ;  the  suspicion  of  the  falsehood  raised  my  anger,  but 
the  knowledge  of  it  would  only  move  my  contempt.  Be 
assured  I  have  not  love  enough  to  make  me  uneasy,  if 
I  knew  you  were  false ;  so  hang  jealousy,  I  will  believe 
you  true. 

Rah.  By  all  the  transports  we  have  felt  together,  by 
aU  the  eager  raptures  which  this  very  night  hath  wit- 
nessed to  my  passion [Softly  hems  mthaut. 

Mrs.  Soft  Oh !  heaven !  My  husband  is  upon  the 
stairs, 

Rak.  A  judgment  fallen  upon  me  before  I  had  for- 
sworn myself — ^Have  you  no  closet  ?  no  chimney  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  None,  nor  any  way  but  this  out  of  the 
room ;  he  must  see  you — 5ay  nothing,  but  bow  and 
observe  me. 

SCENE  IV. 

MB.  SOFTLT,  MBS.  SOFTLY,  BAKEL. 

Mr.  Soft.  Sure  never  man  was  so  put  to  it  to  get  rid 
of  a  troublesome  companion. ^Heyday,  what's  here  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  Sir,  I  assure  you,  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to 
you,  and  so  is  my  husband :  I  am  sorry  be  is  not  at  home 
to  return  you  thanks. 

[She  courtesies  all  this  time  to  him^  who  botes 
to  her. 

Mr.  Soft.  What's  the  matter,  child  ?  what  hath  the 
gentleman  done  for  me  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh  I  my  dear,  I  am  glad  you  are  come 

The  gentleman  hath  done  a  great  deal  for  me,  he  hath 
guarded  me  home  from  the  play.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I 
am  infinitely  obliged  to  the  gentleman. 
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Mr.  Soft.  Ay,  we  are  both  infinitely  obliged  to  him. 
Sir,  I  am  your  humble  servant :  I  give  you  a  great  many 
thanks,  Sir,  for  the  civility  you  have  conferr'd  on  my 
wife.  I  assure  you.  Sir,  you  never  did  a  favour  to  any 
one  who  will  acbiowledge  it  more. 

Rak.  The  devil  take  me  if  ever  I  did;  I  have  been 
as  civil  to  several  wives ;  but  thou  art  the  first  husband 
that  ever  thank'd  me  for  it.  [Aside. 

Mr.  Soft.  Sir,  if  you  will  partake  of  a  small  collation 
we  have  within,  we  shall  think  ourselves  much  honoured 
in  your  company. 

Rak.  Sir,  the  honour  would  be  on  my  side ;  but  I  am 
unhappily  engag'd  to  sup  with  the  duke  of  Fleet-street. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  shortly  give  us  some 
other  opportunity  to  thank  you. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Pray,  Sir,  do  not  let  it  be  long. 

Mr.  Soft.  Sir,  my  doors  will  be  always  open  to  you. 

Bak.  All  these  acknowledgments  for  so  small  a  gal- 
lantry make  me  asham'd:  I  was  only  fortunate  in  the 
occasion  of  doing  what  no  young  gentleman  could  have 
refused.  However,  Sir,  I  shall  take  the  first  opportunity 
to  kiss  your  hands,  and  am  your  most  obedient  humble 
servant. ^Not  a  step,  Sir. 

Mr.  Soft.  Sir,  your  most  humble  servant. 


SCENE  V. 

MB.   SOFTLY,   MRS.   SOFTLY. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  protest  one  of  the  civilest  gentlemen  I 
ever  saw. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Most  infinitely  well-bred. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  have  been  making  a  visit  to  my  neighbour 
l^Vlsdomy  where  whom    should  I  meet  with  but  that 
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unlucky  rogue,  my  nephew  Commons,  who  hath  taken 
me  to  the  tavern,  and,  I  protest,  almost  fluster'd  me. 

Mrs.  Soft.  He  was  here  just  as  you  went  out,  and  as 
rude  as  ever  :  but  I  gave  him  a  sufficient  rebuff;  I  fancy 
he'll  scarce  venture  here  again.  And  indeed,  my  dear, 
he  is  90  very  scandalous,  I  wish  you  would  not  suffer 
him. 

Mr.  Soft.  He  will  be  settled  in  the  country  soou,  and 
80  we  shall  be  rid  of  him  quite.  But,  my  dear,  I  have 
Bome  news  to  teU  you  :  my  sister.  Wisdom,  hath  receiv'd 
just  such  another  letter  ae  yours,  threatening  to  murder 
her  in  her  chair  the  first  time  she  goes  abroad,  unless  she 
lays  twenty  guineas  under  a  stone.  Indeed,  she  shews 
abundance  of  prudence  on  this  occasion,  by  keeping  at 
home :  she  doth  not  go  abroad  and  frighten  her  poor 
husband,  as  you  do. 

Mrs.  Soft.  My  sister  Wisdom  receiv'd  such  a  letter ! 
I  am  heartily  glad  you  have  told  me  of  it ;  for  I  owe  her 
a  visit,  and  on  this  occasion  it  would  be  unpardonable  to 
neglect  a  moment. — Who's  there — Order  my  chair  this 
instant,  and  do  you  and  the  other  footman  take  to  your 
arms. 

Mr.  Soft.  Why,  you  would  not  visit  her  at  this  time 
o'night  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh  I  my  dear !  it  is  time  enough ;  it  is  not 
yet  ten.  Oh !  I  would  not  for  the  world,  when  she  will 
be  sure  too  that  I  know  it.  My  dear,  your  servant :  Til 
make  but  a  short  visit,  and  be  back  again  before  you  can 
be  set  to  supper. 

Mr.  Soft.  Was  ever  so  unfortunate  a  wretch  as  I  am ! 
All  my  contrivances  to  keep  her  at  home  do  but  send 
her  abroad  the  more.  But  I  have  a  virtuous  wife,  how- 
ever ;  and  truly  virtuous  women  are  so  rare  in  this  age, 
one  cannot  pay  too  dear  for  them — Oh  I  a  virtuous  wife 
is  a  most  prodigious  blessing. 
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SCENE  YI. 
MB.  wisdom's  House. 

EAXEL,    MH3.    WISDOM. 

Rak.  To  rally  again  the  same  night,  after  such  a  rebuff, 
is,  I  think,  Madam,  a  sign  of  uncommon  bravery. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  What  is  it  in  me  to  lead  you  to  that  rally, 
captain,  when  I  must  share  the  chief  part  of  the  danger 
too? 

Rak.  Why  indeed,  Madam,  to  send  me  word  of  this 
second  retreat  of  your  husband  was  a  kindness  I  know 
but  one  way  how  to  thank  you  for ;  and  I  will  thank  thee 
80  heartily,  my  dear,  dear,  lovely  angel. 

Betty.  [Entering.']  Oh  1  Madam  I  here's  Mrs.  Softly 
just  coming  up. 

Rak.  Mrs.  Softly ! 

Mrs.  Wisd.  How  came  she  to  be  let  in  ?  Were  not  my 
orders.  Not  at  home  ? 

Bet.  She  said  she  knew  you  were  at  home,  and  would 

3  you. — She  will  be  here  this  instant, 

Rak.  [Ofiers  to  go  into  the  closet.]  The  door  ia  lock'd. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  And  my  husband  hath  the  key. — It  signi- 
tfies  not  much  if  she  sees  you. 

Rak.  Oh !  Madam,  I  am  tender  of  your  reputation — 
IXbia  table  will  hide  me.  [Gets  under  it. 


SCENE  vn. 

WISDOM,  MES.   SOFTLY. 


Mra.  Soft.  Oh  I  my  dear,  I  am  exceedingly  concerned 
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to  hear  of  your  misfortune ;  I  ran  away  the  very  mmute 
Mr.  Softly  brought  me  the  news. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Soft  But  I  hope  you  are  not  frighten'd,  my  dear  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  It  is  impossible  to  avoid  a  little  surprise 
on  such  an  occasion. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh  yes !  a  little  surprise  at  first ;  but  when 
one  hath  sufficient  guards  about  one  there  can  be  no 
danger.  Have  you  not  heard  that  I  received  just  such 
another  letter  about  three  days  ago  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  And  venture  abroad  so  late  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Have  I  not  a  vast  deal  of 
courage  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Indeed,  I  think  so.  I  am  sure  I  have  not 
slept  one  wink  these  three  nights. 

Mrs.  Soft.  I  have  not  slept  much — ^for  I  was  up  two 
of  them  at  a  ball. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Why,  you  venture  abroad  as  fearless  as  if 
no  such  thing  had  happened. 

Mrs.  Soft.  It  is  only  the  expence  of  a  footman  or  two 
the  more;  no  one  would  stay  at  home  for  that,  you 
know.  Sure  you  don't  intend  to  confine  yourself  any 
longer  on  this  account.  I  would  not  stay  at  home  three 
days,  if  I  had  received  as  many  letters  as  go  by  the 
post  in  that  time. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  You  have  more  courage  than  I:  the 
apprehension  of  the  danger  with  me  would  quite 
extinguish  the  pleasure. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh !  you  cowardly  creature,  there  is  no 
pleasure  without  danger:  but  I  thank  heaven,  my 
thoughts  are  always  so  full  of  the  former,  that  I  leave 
no  room  for  any  meditation  on  the  latter. 
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SCENE  vm. 

MB.     WISDOM,    MKS.    WISDOM,    MBS.    SOFTLY,  CONSTABLE, 
SEETANTS. 

John,  m  take  my  oath  I  saw  him  go  in. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Bless  me,  my  dear,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  Don't  be  frighten'd,  child ;  this  fellow  hath 
seen  the  rogue  that  was  here  t^>day  get  into  the  house 
again.  Mr.  Constable,  that  is  the  closet-door:  you  have 
the  key ;  therefore  do  you  enter  first,  and  we'll  all  follow 
you. 

John.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone ;  do  you  but  lay  hands  on 
him,  and  I'll  knock  his  brains  out. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Lud,  sister,  how  you  tremble  I  Take  example 

by  me,  and  don't  be  frighten'd Here,  John,  Thomas, 

"bring  up  your  blunderbusses. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Support  me,  or  I  faint. 

SCENE  IX. 

BISQUE  [discover' d."] 

Const.  You  may  as  well  submit,  Sir,  for  we  are  too 
trong  for  you. 

John.  Confess,  sirrah !  confess.     How  many  are  there 
•iyou? 
Mr.  Wisd.  Search  his  pockets,  Mr.  Constable. 
Mrs.  Wisd.  What  do  I  see  !  |  r  J  w 

Mrs.  Soft.  Captain  Eakel's  man !     J  L-         • 

Mr.  Wisd.  It  is  sufficient !  the  goods  are  found  upon 
iiira.  Sirrah !  confess  your  accomplices  this  moment ; 
■you  have  no  other  way  to  save  your  life  than  by 
"Vjecoming  evidence  against  your  gang. 
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John.  Learn  to  betraj'  your  friends,  Birrah !  if  you 
would  rob  like  a  gentleman  and  not  be  hang'd  for  it. 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  so.  Sir,  I  suppose  it  was  you  that  writ 
the  threat'ning  letter  to  my  wife.  Why  don't  you  speak  ? 
You  may  as  well  confess ;  for  you  will  be  hang'd  whether 
you  confess  or  no. 

Const.  Would  it  not  be  your  wisest  way  to  impeach 
your  companions ;  so  you  may  not  only  save  your  life, 
but  get  rewarded  for  your  roguery  ? 

Mr.   Wisd.  Is  the  rascal  dumb?    We'll  find  waysj 
make  him  speak,  I  warrant  you. 


SCENE  X. 
To  them,  COMMONS,  drunk  and  singing. 

Com.  Hey  I  uncle,  what  a  pox  do  you  keep  open 
house  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Done,  I  thought  you  used 
to  sneak  to  bed  at  soberer  hours. 

Mr.  Wisd.  How  often  must  I  forbid  you  my  house  ? 

Com.  Sir,  you  may  forbid  me  as  often  as  you  please ; 
when  your  door  is  open  I  shall  never  be  able  to  pass  by. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  shall  find  a  very  warm  reception. 

Com.  As  warm  as  you  please,  for  it  is  damn'd  cold 
without.  But  come,  where's  your  hquor  P  You  do  not 
entertain  all  this  company  without  wine,  I  hope.  Why, 
what  a  pox  are  all  these  P the  militia  ! 

Mr.  Wisd.  Sir,  if  you  do  not  go  out  of  my  doors  this 
instant,  you  shall  be  forc'd  out. 

Com.  Damn  your  doors,  Sir,  and  your  tables  too ;  111 

turn  your  house  out  o'doors,  Sir 

[Overturns  the  table,  and  discovers  Rakel. 


iscovers  Kakel.      J 
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SCENE    XI. 


ME.    WISDOM,    MRS.    WISDOM,    MfiS.    SOFTLY,    EAKEL,   BISQUE, 
CONSTABLE,   SEEVANTS. 


John.  More  rogues !  more  rogues ! 

Const.  I  have  him  secure  enough. 

Mr.  Wisd.  This  second  visit,  Sir,  is  exceeding  kind.  I 
suppose,  Sir,  this  is  the  honest  gentleman  that  conveys 
away  the  goods ;  we  have  stopped  the  goods,  and  shall 
convey  you  both  to  a  proper  habitation. 

Rak.  Damnation ! 

Mrs,  Wisd.  Euin'd  beyond  retrieval. 

Mrs,  Soft.  May  I  beheve  my  eyes  ! 

Mr.  Wisd.  [To  Risque.]  You  will  have  but  a  short 
time  to  consider  on't ;  so  it  were  good  for  you  to  resolve 
on  being  an  evidence,  and  save  your  own  neck  at  the 
expense  of  his. 

Sisg.  Well,  Sir,  if  I  must  peach,  I  must,  I  think. 

Mr.  Wisd.  [To  Eakel.]  Do  you  know  this  gentleman. 
Sir? 

Rak.  [Aside."}  Confusion !  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Const.  How  the  rogues  stare  at  one  another !  What, 
did  you  never  see  oue  another  before  ? 

Risq.  Pox  take  him,  I  wish  I  had  never  seen  him  ;  I'm 
sure  I  am  like  to  pay  dear  enough  for  his  acquaintance. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  have  no  other  way  to  prevent  it  than 
by  swearing  against  him, 

Risq.  Ay,  ay,  Sir,  I'll  swear  against  him ;  he  brought 
me  to  this  shame,  so  let  me  look  to  it :  I  never  took  these 
courses  till  I  became  acquainted  with  that  highwayman 
there,  who  hath  robb'd  on  all  the  roads  of  England. 

Rak.  Ha! 
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Const.  And  will  you  swear  that  this  fellow  wrote  the 
letter  to  my  master,  to  threaten  to  murder  my  lady 
whenever  she  went  abroad  ? 

Risq.  Ay,  that  I  will;  I  saw  him  write  it  with  my 
own  eyes. 

Mr.  Wisd. ^You  saw  him  write  it  ? 

Risq.  Yes,  an't  please  your  honour. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  find  this  fellow  will  do  our  business 
without  any  other  evidence.  1    r  j  v 

Mrs.  Soft.  Can  this  be  possible  ?  J    \A^^^' 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  so,  if  my  wife  had  ventured  abroad, 
you  had  put  your  design  into  execution  ? 

Risq.  She  would  have  been  murder'd  the  very  first 
tilne,  an't  please  your  honour. 

Mr.  Wisd.  See  there  now — ^Did  I  not  advise  you  like  a 

friend  ? ^In  short,  I  know  not  when  it  will  be  safe  for 

you  to  stir  without  your  own  doors. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  And  was  I  to  have  fallen  by  the  hands  of 
this  gentleman  ? 

Risq.  Yes,  Madam;  he  was  to  have  murder'd  ypur 
ladyship,  and  I  was  to  have  robb'd  you. 

Rak.  Dog  I  villain  I 

Risq.  Don't  give  ill  language,  Tom ;  I  have  often  told 
you  what  your  rogueries  would  come  to.  I  told  you, 
you  would  never  leave  off*  thieving  but  at  the  gallows. 

Rak.  Villain,  be  assur'd,  I  will  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Risq.  I  desire  of  your  worship  that  we  may  not  be  put 
together ;  I  do  not  care  for  such  company. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Mr.  Constable,  convey  them  to  the  round- 
house ;  let  them  be  kept  separately,  and  in  the  morning 
you  shall  hear  from  me. 

Rah  \To  Wisd.]  Sir,  shall  I  beg  to  speak  one  word 
with  you  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  are  sure  he  hath  no  arms  about  him, 
Mr.  Constable  ? 
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Canst.  No,  Sir,  he  hath  no  arms  about  hun,  nor  any- 
thing else. 

Bak.  This  prosecution  will  end  in  nothing  but  your 
o¥ni  shame  [Apart  to  Wisd.]  ;  so  you  had  best  set  me  at 
liberty.  Be  assured  that  I  am  not  the  person  you  take  me 
for ;  my  character  will  make  it  evident  that  my  design  was 
neither  to  rob  or  murder  you ;  my  crime,  Sir,  will  appear 
to  be  such  as  (Heaven  be  praised)  our  laws  do  not  hang 
a  man  for. — ^As  for  that  fellow  there,  he  is  my  servant ; 
but  how,  or  with  what  design  he  came  here,  I  cannot  tell. 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  is  this  what  you  have  to  say.  Sir  ? 

Ri&q.  Don't  believe  a  word  he  says.  Sir ;  for  he  is  one 
of  the  damnedst  liars  that  ever  was  hang'd ;  he'll  tell  you 
he  kept  a  justice  of  peace  for  a  servant,  if  you  will 
believe  him. 

Mr.  Wisd.  He  says  he  kept  you  as  such. 

Risq.  Ay,  there  it  is  now.  Art  thou  not  a  sad  dog, 
Tom  ? — ^But  thou  wilt  pay  for  all  thy  rogueries  shortly. 

[Wisdom  points  to  the  Constable. 

Canst.   Come,  bring  them  along;    march,  you  poor 

beggarly  rascal ^you  a  rogue,  and  be  damn'd  to  you, 

without  a  penny  in  your  pocket. 

SCENE  XII. 

HB.   WISDOM,  MBS.   WISDOM,  MBS.   SOFTLY. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Don't  be  frighten'd,  my  dear ;  while  you  are 
at  home,  you  are  in  no  danger.  Sister  Softly,  I  am 
sorry  you  find  my  family  in  such  disorder. 

Mrs.  Soft.  1  am  heartily  sorry  for  your  sake,  dear 
brother ;  but  Heaven  knows  how  soon  it  may  be  our  own 
fate  ;  for  I  suppose,  you  know  we  have  received  a  letter 
too. 

Mr.  Wisd.  We  must  find  some  way  to  break  the  neck 
VOL.  U.  D 


S4 


.  NEW  WAY  TO  KEEP 


of  this  trade.  Here's  my  poor  wife  will  not  be  aUe  to 
Btir  abroad  this  winter. 

Mts.  Soft  Not  stir  abroad  this  winter !  Many,  forbid 
it ;  ahe  hath  staid  at  home  longer  already  than  I  would 
have  done,  had  the  danger  been  ten  times  greater :  I 

would  rather  lose  my  life  than  my  liberty. Where's 

the  difference,  whether  one  be  lock'd  up  in  one's  own 
grave,  or  one's  own  house  ? — My  soul  is  such  an  enemy  to 
confinement,  that  if  my  body  were  confin'd,  it  would  not 
stay  in  it. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Oh  lud  !  here's  doctrine  for  my  wife.  May 
your  body  never  enter  my  doors  again.  I  pray  Heaven. 
[-dairfe.]  But  if  you  have  no  more  fears  for  yourself,  I 
hope  you  would  have  some  for  your  husband. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh !  dear  Sir,  the  wife  who  loves  her  hus- 
band as  well  as  herself  is  an  exceeding  good  Christian. 
.  That  man  must  be  a  most  unreasonable  creature,  who 
expects  a  woman  to  abstain  from  pleasures  for  his  sake. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Hoity-toity !  I  hope  you  will  allow  that  i 
woman  ought  to  avoid  some  pleasures  for  the  sake  of  her 
husband. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Oh,  certainly  !  ought,  no  doubt  on't.  Bat 
to  speak  freely,  I  am  afraid  when  once  a  woman'l 
pleasures  run  counter  to  the  interest  of  her  husband, 
when  once  she  finds  greater  pleasures  abroad  than  at 
home,  I  am  afraid  all  the  threat'ning  letters  in  Europe 
will  not  keep  her  from  them. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Oh  lud  !     Oh  lud  ! 

Mrs.  Soft.  But  to  shew  you  that  I  am  of  a  contrary 
opinion,  I  will  leave  the  most  agreeable  company  in  fl» 
world  to  go  home  with  my  husband. No  ceremony. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  will  see  you  into  the  chair. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Sister,  your  servant. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  My  dear,  I  am  yours. — What  shall  I 
think?    Eakel   catuiot   be   guilty  of  such  villany.     But 
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fthen  how  came  his  servant  here  ?     He  sent  hira  to  break 

I  the    windows — and   he    exceeded   his   commission It 

I  must  be  80 and  what  he  hath  said  was  only  forg'd  to 

excuse  himself. 


SCENE  xin. 


MK.  WISDOM,    MKa.  WISDOM. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  wish  you  well  home,  Madam ;  and  may 
you  never  come  abroad  again. — My  dear,  I  am  afraid 
she  hath  quite  struck  you  dumb  with  surprise.  This 
woman  is  a  walking  contagion,  and  ought  not  to  be 
admitted  into  one's  house.  She  is  able  to  raise  a  universal 
conjugal  rebellion  in  the  nation. 

Mrs.  Wind.  Alas  1  ray  dear,  I  wish  this  affair  had  not 
happen'd.  I  vow,  I  feel  a  sort  of  pity  for  these  poor 
wretches,  whom  necessity  hath  driven  to  such  courses. 
One  of  them  seems  so  young  too,  that  if  he  were  forgiven 
perhaps  he  might  amend — 

Mr.  msd.  His  method  of  robbing,  perhaps,  and  the 
next  time  cut  our  throats. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Strict  justice  seems  too  rigorous  in  my 
opinion ;  and,  tho'  it  may  be  a  womanish  weakness,  I 
could  wish  you  would  forgive  them. 

Mr.  Wiid.  Be  assur'd,  my  love,  it  is  a  womanish 
weakness  which  makes  you  plead  for  the  Ufe  of  a  young 
'  fellow.  By  the  women's  consent  we  should  have  no 
rogues  hang'd  till  after  they  are  forty. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  In  one  so  young,  vice  hath  not  so  strong 
a  root. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  lie,  my  dear ;  vice  hath  often  the 
Btrongest  root  in  a  young  fellow.  So,  say  no  more,  I  am 
ifletermin'd  he  shall  be  hang'd :  I  will  go  take  ray  mess 
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of  sugax-sops,  and  to  bed.    In  the  morning  early  I  will 
go  to  a  justice  of  the  peace. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  But  consider,  my  dear,  will  you  not  pro- 
voke the  rest  of  the  gang  to  revenge  ? 
Mr.  Wisd.  Fear  nothing,  my  dear. 
While  in  your  husband's  arms  you  keep  your  trea- 
sure. 
You're  free  from  fear  of  hurt. 
Mrs.  Wisd.  Or  hope  of  pleasure. 


ACT  m.     SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  an  inner  Room  in  the  Round-house. 

COMMONS,  BAKEL. 
COMMONS. 

Prithee,  Tom,  forgive  me. 

Rah.  Forgive  thee !  Death  and  damnation  I  dost  thou 
insult  my  misfortunes  ?  Dost  thou  think  I  am  come  to 
the  tree,  where  I  am  to  whine  out  of  the  world  like  a 
good  Christian,  and  forgive  all  my  enemies.  K  thou  wilt 
hear  my  last  prayer,  damn  thee  heartily,  heartily. 

Com.  Amen,  if  I  design'd  thee  any  mischief. 

Rah.  Bat  your  designs ;  it  is  equal  to  me  whether  you 
design'd  it  or  not ;  and  I  will  forgive  you  and  that  rascal 
Bisque  at  the  same  time. 

Com.  Nay,  but,  dear  Tom,  why  the  danger  is  not  so 
great  as  thou  apprehendest :  it  will  never  be  believed 
that  thou  didst  intend  to  rob  my  imcle ;  thy  reputation 
will  prevent  that. 


A  WIFE  AT  HOME.  37 


Bak.  Bat  it  will  be  believed  that  I  intended  to  cuckold 
joor  nnde ;  my  reputation  will  not  prevent  that :  and  I 

would  rather  sacrifice  the  world  than  my  mistress 

Oons  I  I  believe  thou  didst  intend  to  discover  me,  to  save 
the  virtue  of  thy  aunt. 

Com.  To  save  the  devil !  You  should  lie  with  all  my 
aunts,  or  with  my  mother  and  sisters :  nay,  I  will  carry 
a  letter  for  you  to  any  of  them. 

Rak.  Carry  a  letter  I  If  thou  wilt  get  me  two  letters 
that  were  taken  out  of  my  pocket  when  I  was  search'd,  I 
will  forgive  thee — ^It  is  in  vain  to  keep  it  a  secret.  Your 
uncle  Wisdom  hath  in  his  possession  a  letter  from  each 
of  your  aunts,  which,  unless  we  get  back,  must  ruin  them 
both. 

Com.  But  I  suppose  he  hath  read  them  already. 

Rak.  Then  they  are  ruin'd  already. 

Com.  Prithee,  what  are  the  letters  ? 

Rak.  I  believe,  Sir,  you  may  guess  what  business  is 
between  them  and  me. 

Com.  Harkye,  Tom ^There  is  no  smut  in  them. 

Rak.  There  is  nothing  more  in  them  than  from  the 
one  an  invitation  to  come  and  see  her,  and  from  the 
other  a  very  civil  message  that  she  will  never  see  my 
face  again. 

Const.  [^Enters.']  Captain,  you  must  go  before  the  jus- 
tice. As  for  you,  Sir,  you  have  your  liberty  to  go  where 
you  please.  I  hope  you  will  be  as  good  as  your  word, 
and  remember  to  buy  your  stockings  at  my  shop ;  for,  if 
I  had  not  persuaded  the  gentlemen  to  make  up  the 
affair,  you  might  have  gone  before  the  justice  too. 

Com.  Mr.  Constable,  I  am  oblig'd  to  you ;  and,  the 
next  time  you  take  me  up,  I  hope  I  shall  have  more 
money  in  my  pocket.  Come,  noble  captain,  be  not 
dejected;  Til  stand  by  thee,  whatever  be  the  conse- 
quence.  ^Mr.  Constable,  well  wait  on  you  imme- 
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diately. Harkye,  I  have    a    thought  just   risen  may 

bring  the  ladies  off  in  the  easiest  manner  imaginable. 

Rak.  What  hath  the  devil  inspired  thee  with  ? 

Com.  Suppose  now  I  should  swear  that  I  forg'd  their 
hands.  Luckily  for  the  purpose  I  have  had  a  quarrel 
this  very  day  with  my  uncle  Wisdom,  and  another  with 
my  aunt  Softly  :  so  that  we  may  persuade  the  old  gen- 
tlemen that  I  sent  the  letters  to  you,  in  order  to  be 
reveng'd  on  them.  Now,  if  we  could  persuade  them  to 
this. 

Rak.  Which  we  might,  if  they  were  as  ready  to  believe 
any  thing  as  thou  art  to  swear  any  thing ;  but  as  the  case 
happeneth  to  be  quite  contrary,  thy  stratagem  is  good 
for  nothing :  so  fare  you  well.  Nothing  will  prosper 
with  me  whilst  I  keep  such  a  wicked  fellow  company. 

Com.  The  invitation  must  be  from  my  aunt  Wisdom 

by  his  being  there Odd,  if  there  be  no  direction,  it 

may  do Thou  art  such  a  dear  wicked  dog,  I  carmot 

leave  thee  in  the  lurch. 


SCENE  n. 


MB.   WISDOM,   MBS.    WISDOM. 


I 


Mr.  Wisd.  Pray,  no  more  of  your  good-nature,  my 
dear.  It  is  a  very  good-natur'd  tiling  truly  to  save  one 
rogue's  throat,  that  he  may  cut  twenty  honest  people's. 
The  good-nature  of  women  is  as  furious  as  their  illr 
nature  ;  they  would  save  or  destroy,  without  distinction. 
But  by  this  time,  I  suppose,  my  brother  Softly  is  ready. 
So,  child,  good-morrow. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Nay,  my  dear,  I  dare  not  trust  myself 
even  in  my  own  house  without  you,  now  you  have  pro- 
vok'd  the  gang.  So,  if  you  are  determin'd  to  go,  you 
shall  carry  me  to  return  my  sister's  visit. 
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Mr.  Wiad.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  will  carry  you  to  a 
masquerade  as  soon.  No,  no;  no  more  visiting  there. 
If  my  sister's  husband's  brother  marries  a  mad  woman, 
she  shall  not  spoil  my  wife ;  I'll  carry  you  to  no  such 
lectures.  She  will  teach  you  more  naughtiness  in  half 
an  hour,  than  half  a  dozen  modem  comedies  !  nay,  than 
the  lewd  epilogues  to  as  many  modem  tragedies. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Which  you  never  suflTer  me  to  go  to  tho' 
you  seldom  miss  yourself. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Well,  I  must  not  lose  a  moment;  good- 
morrow. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  So  you  leave  me  behind  to  be  murder'd. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You'll  come  to  no  harm,  I  warrant  you. 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  1  cannot  think  that,  when  I  know  what 
you  are  going  upon.  K  this  generous  creature  should 
have  honour  enough  to  preserve  my  reputation,  shall 
I  suffer  him  to  preserve  it  at  the  expence  of  a  life, 
which  was  dearer  to  me  than  fame  before,  and  by 
such  an  instance  of  honour  will  become  still  more 
precious.  No,  should  it  come  to  that,  I  will  give  up 
my  honour  to  preserve  my  lover,  and  will  be  myself 
the  witness  to  his  innocence. ^Who's  there. 


SCENE  m. 

MBS.   WISDOM,   BETTY. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Call  a  chair. 

Bet.  Madam  I 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Call  a  chair. 

Bet.  And  is  your  ladyship  resolVd  to  venture  abroad  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  1  begin  to  laugh  at  the  danger  I  appre- 
hended. But  however,  that  I  may  not  be  too  bold, 
order  the  footman  to  take   a  blunderbuss  with    him: 
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and,  d'ye  hear,  order  him  to  hire  chairmen,  and  arm 
them  with  muskets.  I  am  resolv'd  to  pluck  up  a  spirit, 
Betty,  and  shew  my  husband  that  I  am  like  other 
women. 

Bet.  I  am  heartily  glad  to  see  your  ladyship  hath 
so  much  courage;  I  always  lik'd  those  families  the 
best  where  the  ladies  governed  the  most.  Where  ladies 
govern  there  are  secrets,  and  where  there  are  secrets 

there  are  vails. ^I  liv'd  with  a  lady  once  who  used 

to  give  her  clothes  away  every  month,  and  her  husband 
durst  not  oppose  it. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you  in  a  moment,  I  have 
no  time  to  lose ;  I  will  but  put  on  my  mantle  and  be 
ready. 

SCENE  IV. 
MR.   softly's   House. 

MRS.  SOFTLY  [olone^ 

Mrs.  Soft  That  he  should  convey  himself  under 
her  table  without  her  knowledge,  is  something  difficult 
to  believe.  Nor  can  I  imagine  any  necessities  capable 
of  driving  him  to  so  abandon'd  a  course.  Her  concern 
seem'd  to  have  another  cause  than  fear.  Besides,  I  re- 
member, when  we  were  at  the  masquerade  together, 
he  talked  to  her  near  an  hour ;  and,  if  I  mistake  not, 
she  was  so  pleased  with  his  conversation  that  she 
gave  him  encouragements  which  he    was    unlikely    to 

have  mistaken. ^It  must  be  so whatever  was  his 

design,  she  was  privy  to  it.  He  is  false,  and  so  adieu, 
good  captain. 
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SCENE  V. 


ME.   SOFTLY,   MRS.   SOFTLY, 


Mr.  Soft.  My  deax,  your  servant :  no  news  of  my 
brother  Wisdom  yet  ?    I  have  been  considering  how 

lucky  it   is   that  ours  was  not  the  house  attacked 

we  might  not  so  happily  have  discovered  it.  (Poor 
fool,  how  little  she  suspects  who  the  incendiaries  were.) 

Mrs.  Soft.  Heaven  send  the  gang  be  quite  broke; 
I  shall  be  oblig'd  to  make  more  servants  mount  the 
guard  now  whenever  I  go  out. 

Mr.  Soft.  It  would  be  much  more  adviseable  for 
you  to  stay  at  home,  and  then  no  one  need  mount 
guard  upon  you  but  your  husband. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Never  name  it,  I  am  no  more  safe  at  home 
than  abroad ;  for,  if  the  rogues  should  set  our  house  on 
fire,  I  am  sure  no  one  would  wish  to  be  in  it. 

Mr.  Soft.  Still  my  arguments  retort  upon  me,  and  like 
food  to  ill  blood  promote  the  disease,  not  the  cure.  Well, 
my  dear,  take  your  swing.  Til  give  you  no  more  of  ray 

advice and   I   heartily  wish  you  may  never  stay  at 

home. 

Mrs.  Soft,  Why  do  you  wish  so  ? 

Mr.  Soft.  Because  I  am  sure  you  must  be  lam'd  first. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Why,  indeed,  my  dear,  I  think  no  one 
would  stay  at  home  who  had  legs  to  go  abroad. 

Mr.  Soft.  Truly,  ray  dear,  if  I  was  sure  she  would 
have  staid  at  home,  I  would  have  chosen  a  wife  without 
legs,  before  the  finest  legg'd  woman  in  the  universe  ;  but 
she  who  can't  walk,  will  be  carry 'd.  I  have  no  need  to 
complain  of  your  legs,  for  they  seldom  carry  you  further 
than  your  own  door.     And  truly,  my  dear,  reckoning  the 
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number  of  your  attendants,  you  go  abroad  now  upon  a 
dozen  legs. 

Servant  [Enters.']  Sir,  Mr.  Wisdom  to  wait  on  your 
worship. 

Mr.  Soft.  Shew  him  up  : — ^Will  you  stay  and  hear  the 
trial? 

Mrs.  Soft.  No,  I  have  other  business ;  by  that  time  I 
am  dress'd,  I  expect  a  lady  to  call  on  me  to  go  to  another 
trial ;  I  mean  the  rehearsal  of  the  new  opera. 


SCENE  VI. 

MK.   WISDOM,   MB.   SOFTLY. 

Mr.  Soft.  Brother  Wisdom,  your  servant:  my  wife 
tells  me  you  have  made  a  discovery  of  the  incendiaries. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  she  little  thinks  who  wrote  the  letters. 

Mr.  Wisd.  No,  nor  do  you  think  who  will  appear  to 
have  written  them. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  hope  we  shall  not  appear  to  have  written 
them. 

Mr.  Wisd.  No,  no.  One  of  the  fellows  I  have  in  cus- 
tody offers  to  swear  it  on  the  other. 

Mr.  Soft.  How  I  but  you  know  we  cannot  admit  of 
such  a  testimony,  whereof  we  know  the  falsehood. 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  what  then?  you  don't  take  the  false 
oath,  do  you?  Are  you  to  answer  for  the  sins  of 
another  ? 

Mr.  Soft.  But  will  not  the  other  circumstances  do 
without  that  of  the  letter  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  Yes,  they  will  do  to  hang  him;  but  will 
not  have  the  same  terror  on  our  wives. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart ;  I  am  sure 
I  have  severely  paid  for  all  the  terrors  I  have  given  my 
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P  wife  :  if  I  could  bring  her  to  be  only  as  bad  as  slie  was 
I  before,  I  should  think  myself  entirely  happy.  In  short, 
brother,  I  have  found  by  woeful  experience,  that  mend- 
ing our  wives  is  like  mending  our  constitutions,  when 
often  after  all  our  pains  we  would  be  glad  to  return  to 
our  former  state. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Well,  brother,  if  it  be  so,  I  have  no  reason 
to  repent  having  been  a  valetudinarian. — But,  let  me 
tell  you,  brother,  you  do  not  know  how  to  govern  a 
wife. 

Mr.  Soft.  And  let  me  tell  you,  brother,  you  do  not 
know  what  it  is  to  have  a  woman  of  spirit  to  govern. 

Mr.  Wisd.  A  fig  for  her  spirit,  I  know  what  it  is  to 
have  a  virtuous  wife  ;  and  perhaps  I  am  the  only  man  in 
town  that  knows  what  it  is  to  keep  a  wife  at  home. 

Mr.  Soft.  Brother,  do  not  upbraid  me  with  my  wife's 
going  abroad  :   if  she  doth,  it  is  in  the  best  company. 

And    for   virtue  ^ for   that,   Sir,  my   wife's    name   is 

I^ucretia Lucretia  the  second ;    and  I  don't  question 

but  she's  as  chaste  as  the  first  was. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Ay,  ay,  and  I  believe  so  too But  don't 

l^t  the  squeamishness  of  your  conscience  put  a  stop  to 
txiy  success :  And  let  me  tell  you,  if  you  are  not  advan- 
t-^Lged  by  the  stratagem,  you  wiU  be  disadvantaged  by 
tlie  discovery ;  for  if  you  put  such  a  secret  into  your 
■Wf  ife's  bosom,  let  me  tell  you,  you  are  not  Solomon  the 
second. 


MK     WISDOM,    MB.    SOFTLY,    CONSTABLE,    BASEL,    RISQDB, 
CI^KK,   SERVANTS. 

Servant.  Sir,  here  is  a  constable  with  some  prisoners. 
Mr.  Soft.  Bring    them    in.      Brother   Wisdom,    I   will 
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stretch  both  law  and  conscience  as  wide  as  possible  to 
serve  you. 

Const  Come,    gentlemen,    walk    in    and    take    your 

places. 

Mr.  Soft.  Are  these  the  two  fellows,  Mr.  Constable, 
that  you  found  last  night  broke  into  Mr.  Wisdom's 
house  P 

Const.  Yes,  an't  please  your  worship. 

Risq.  We  are  the  two  rogues,  an't  please  your 
worship. 

Mr.  Wisd.  This  fellow  is  to  be  admitted  evidence 
against  the  other. 

Risq.  Yes,  I  am  evidence  for  the  king. 

Mr.  Soft.  Where  is  my  clerk?  Mr.  Sneaksby,  let 
that  fellow  be  sworn. 

Risq.  May  it  please  your  worship,  I  have  a  sort  of 
scruple  of  conscience;  I  have  been  told  that  you  are 
apter  to  hire  rogues  to  swear  against  one  another  than 
to  pay  them  for  it  when  they  have  done  it.  Therefore, 
supposing  it  to  be  all  the  same  case  with  your  worship, 
I  should  be  glad  to  be  paid  beforehand. 

Mr.  Soft.  What  does  the  simple  fellow  mean  ? 

Mr.  Wisd.  Perhaps  we  shall  not  want  his  evidence; 
here  are  some  papers  which  were  found  in  the  other's 
pocket.  I  have  open'd  one  of  them  only,  which  I  find 
to  contain  the  whole  method  of  their  conspiracy. 

Mr.  Soft.  Mr.  Sneaksby,  read  these  papers. 

Sneaks,  [reads.]  *  To  Ensign  KakeL     Parole  Plunder.' 

Mr.  Wisd.  Plunder's  the  word,  egad ! 

Sneaks.  '  For  the  guard  to-morrow.  Ensign  Eakel, 
*two  Serjeants,  two  corporals,  one  drum,  and  six  and 
*  thirty  men.' 

Mr.  Soft.  Why,  the  rogues  are  incorporated,  they  are 

regimented ^we  shall  shortly  have   a  standing  army 

of  rogues  as  well  as  of  soldiers. 
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Mr.  Wisd.  Sis  and  thirty  rogues  about  the  town  to- 
day :  Mr.  Softly,  we  must  look  to  our  houses,  I  expect  to 
tear  of  several  fires  and  murders  before  night. 

Mr.  Soft.  Truly,  brother  Wisdom,  I  fear  it  will  be 
necessary  to  keep  the  city  train-bands  continually  under 
Brms. 

Mr.  Wisd.  They  won't  do,  Sir,  they  won't  do.  Six 
and  thirty  of  these  bloody  fellows  would  beat  them  all. 

Sir,  six  and  thirty  of  these  rogues  would  require  at 

least  one  hundred  of  the  foot-guards  to  cope  with  them, 

Mr.  Soft.  Mr.  Sneaksby,  read  on,  we  shall  make 
farther  discoveries  I'll  engage. 

Sneaks.  Here's  a  woman's  hand,  may  it  please  your 
worship. 

Mr.  Soft.  Bead  it,  read  it,  there  are  women  robbers  as 
well  as  men. 

Sneaks,  [reads.]  'Be  here   at   the  time  you  mention, 

•  my  husband  is  luckily  out  of  the  way.    I  wish  your 

•  happiness  be,  as  you  say,  entirely  in  the  power  of 

'  ELIZABETH  WISDOM.' 

Mr.  Wisd.  What's  that  P    Who's  that  ? 

Sneaks.  Elizabeth  Wisdom. 

Mr.  Wiad.  [Snatches  the  letter.]  By  all  the  plagues  of 
hell,  my  wife's  own  hand  too. 

Mr.  Soft.  1  always  thought  she  would  be  discover'd, 
one  time  or  other,  to  be  no  better  than  she  should  be. 

[Aside. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  am  confounded,  amazed,  speechless. 

Mr.  Soft.  What's  the  matter,  brother  Wisdom  ?    Sure 

your   wife   doth    not    hold    correspondence  with   these 

.  people ;  your  wife !  that  durst  not  go  abroad  for  fear  of 

them ;  who  is  the  only  wife  that  her  husband  can  keep 

at  home. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Blood  and  furies,  I  shall  become  the  jest 
of  the  town. 
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Srutaks,  May  it  please  your  worship,  here  is  one  letter 
more,  in  a  woman's  hand  too. 

Mr.  Soft.  The  same  woman's  hand,  I  warrant  you. 
Sneaks,  [reads.']  'Sir,  your  late  behaviour  hath  deter- 

*  min'd  me  never  to  see  you  more :  if  you  get  entrance 
'  into  this  house  for  the  future,  it  wiU  not  be  by  my 
'  consent ;  for  I  desire  you   would   henceforth   imagine 

*  there  never  was  any  acquaintance  between  you  and 

'  LUOHETIA  SOPTLr.' 

Mr.  Wiad.  Ha! 

Mr.  Soft.  Lucretia  Softly ! Give  me  the  letter. 

Brother  Wisdom,  this  is  some  counterfeit. 

Mr.  Wisd.  It  must  be  so.  Sure  it  cannot  come  from 
Lucretia  the  second ;  she  that  is  as  chaste  as  the  first 

Lucretia  was She  correspond  with  such  as  these,  who 

never  goes  out  of  doors  but  to  the  best  company  in 
townl 

Mr.  Soft.  'Tis  impossible  ! 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  may  think  so ;  but  I,  who  understand 

women  better,  will  not  be  so  easily  satisfied. I'll  go 

fetch  my  wife  hither,  and  if  she  doth  not  acquit  herself 
in  the  plainest  manner,  brother  Softly,  you  shall  commit 

her    and   her  rogues   together. Ha  I   what  do  I  see  ? 

An  apparition ! 


SCENE  vin. 

To  them,  Mas.  wisdom,  guarded. 


A 


Mrs.  Wisd,  Let  the  rest  of  my  guards  stay  without. — 
My  dear,  your  servant. 

Mr.  Wisd.  This  must  be  some  delusion,  this  can't  be 
real. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  see  you  are  surpriz'd  at  my  courage,  my 
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dear ;  but  don't  think  I  have  ventured  hither  alone,  I  ■ 
have  a  whole  regiment  of  guards  with  me. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  have  a  whole  regiment  of  devils  with  ' 
you,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Wisd.    Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

SCENE   IX. 
To  them,  MRS.  sotTLY. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Joy  of  your  coming  abroad,  sister  Wisdom  ! 
I  flew  to  meet  you  the  moment  my  servant  brought  me 
the  agreeable  news  you  were  here. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  I  am  extremely  oblig'd  to  you.  Madam ; 
but  I  wish  this  surprise  may  have  no  ill  effect  on  poor 
Mr.  Wisdom  ;  he  looks  as  if  he  had  seen  an  apparition. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Nay,  it  will  be  a  great  surprise  to  all  your 
acquaintance ;  you  must  have  made  an  hundred  visits 
before  it  will  be  beUev'd. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Oh !  ray  dear,  I  intend  to  make  almost  as 
many  before  I  go  home  again. 

Mr,  Wisd.  Plagues  and  furies ! 

Mr.  Soft.  I  fancy,  brother  Wisdom,  you  begin  to  be  as 
weary  of  the  letter-project  as  myself. 

Mr.   Wisd.  Harkye,   you,    crocodile devil  1   come 

here,  do  you  know  this  hand  ?  [Softly  shews  Mrs.  Softly 
her  letter  at  the  same  time., 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Hal  [Starts. 

Mr.  Wisd.  You  counterfeited  your  fear  bravely ;  you 
were  much  terrified  with  the  thoughts  of  the  enemy, 
while  you  have  kept  a  private  correspondence  with  him. 
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SCENE  the  last 

To   thenij   commons. 

Com.  So,  uncles,  I  see  you  take  turns  to  keep  the 
rendezvous.  Uncle  Wisdom,  I  hope  you  are  not  angry 
with  me  for  what  I  said  last  night.  When  a  man  is 
drunk,  you  know,  his  reason  is  not  sober ;  and  when  his 
reason  is  not  sober,  a  man  that  acts  according  to  his 
reason  cannot  act  soberly.  There's  logic  for  you,  uncle ; 
you  see  I  have  not  forgotten  all  my  university  learning. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  shall  take  another  opportunity.  Sir,  to 
talk  with  you. 

Com.  Well,  aunt  Wisdom,  I  hope  you  will  reconcile 
my  uncle  to  me ;  I  should  have  waited  on  you  last  night, 
according  to  your  invitation,  when  my  uncle  was  abroad, 
but  I  was  engag'd.     I  received  your  letter  too.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Soft.  My  letter,  brute ! 

Com.  Yes,  Madam  ;  did  you  not  send  me  a  letter  last 
night  that  you  would  never  see  my  face  again,  desiring 
me  to  forget  that  I  had  ever  any  acquaintance  with  you : 
nay,  I  think  you  may  be  asham'd  to  own  it ;  here's  a 
good-natured  woman  that  tries  to  make  up  all  differences 

between    relations Ha !     what    do    I    see  I    captain 

Eakel. 

RaL  You  see  a  man  who  is  justly  punished  by  the 
shame  he  now  suffereth  for  the  injury  he  hath  done  you. 
Those  two  letters  you  mention,  I  took  last  night  from 
your  bureau,  which  you  accidentally  left  open :  and  fir'd 
with  the  praises  which  you  have  so  often  and  so  justly 
bestowed  on  this  lady,  I  took  that  opportunity,  when  she 
told  me  her  husband  would  be  absent,  to  convey  myself 
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ihrougli  the  window  into  the  closet.  What  follow'd,  I 
need  not  mention  any  more  than  what  I  design'd. 

Com.  Rob  ray  bureau,  Sir ! 

Rak.  Nay,  dear  Jack,  forgive  me ;  these  ladies  have 
"the  greatest  reason  to  be  offended,  since  the  letters,  being 
found  in  my  pockets,  had  like  to  have  caused  some 
Buspicions  which  would  not  have  been  to  their 
advantage. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Escellent  creature ! 

Rak.  But,  gentlemen,  if  you  please  to  look  at  these 
letters,  you  will  find  they  are  not  directed  to  me. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  They  have  no  direction  at  all. 

Mr.  Soft.  I  told  you,  brother,  my  wife  could  not  be 
guilty. 

Mr.  Wisd.  I  am  lieartily  glad  to  find  mine  is  not — you 

e,  Madam,  what  your  disobedience  to  my  orders  had 
tike  to  have  occasion'd  —  How  often  have  I  strictly 
sommanded  you  never  to  write  to  that  fellow  ? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  His  carelessness  hath  cured  me  for  the 
Tuture. 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  ao,  Sir,  you  keep  company  with  high- 
iraymen,  do  you  ? 

Com.  What  do  you  mean.  Sir  ? 

^[r.  Wisii.  Sir,  you  will  know  when  your  acquaint- 
ance is  sent  to  Newgate. — Brother  Softly,  I  desire  you 
■Would  order  a  Mittimus  for  these  fellows  instantly. 

Com.  A  Mittimus!  for  whom? 

Mr.  Wisd.  For  these  honest  gentlemen,  your  ac- 
quaintance, who  were  broke  into  my  house. 

Com.  Do  you  know,  Sir,  that  this  gentleman  is  an 
officer  of  the  army  ? 

yir.  Wisd.  Sir,  it  is  equal  to  me  what  he  is.  If  he  be 
an  officer,  he  only  proves  that  a  rogue  may  be  under  a 
red  coat,  and  very  shortly  you  will  prove  that  a  rogue 
may  be  under  a  black  one. 

VOL.    II.  E 
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Com.  Why,  Sir,  you  will  make  yourselves  ridiculons, 
that  will  be  all  you  will  get  by  it.  FE  be  the  captaJn's 
witness,  he  had  no  tU  desigu  on  your  house. 

Mr.  Wisd.  And  I  suppose,  Sir,  you  will  be  his  witness 
that  he  did  not  write  the  letter  threat'ning  to  murder 
my  wife. 

Mrs.  Soft.  That  I  will.  If  any  one  be  convicted  as  an 
incendiary,  I  am  afraid  it  will  go  hard  with  you  two. — ^I 
overheard  your  fine  plot. — Sister  Wisdom,  do  you  know 
this  hand  ? — This  is  the  threat'ning  letter. 

[Shewing  a  letter. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Sure  it  cannot  be  my  husband's  F 

Mrs.  Soft.  As  surely  as  that  which  you  receiv'd  was 
written  by  mine. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Amazement !    What  can  it  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  Only  a  new  way  to  keep  a  wife  at  ha 
which,  I  dare  swear,  mine  heartily  repents  of. 

Mr.  Soft.  Ay,  that  I  do  indeed. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  And  is  it  possible  that  these  teniae 
threat'ning  letters  can  have  come  from  our  own  dear 
husbands  ? 

Mrs.  Soft.  From  those  very  hands  which  should 
defend  us  against  aU  our  enemies. 

Mr.  Soft.  Come,  brother  Wisdom, — I  see  we  are 

fairly  detected  ;  we  had  as  good  plead  guilty,  and  sue  for 
mercy.  I  assure  you,  my  dear,  I  shall  think  myself  very 
happy  if  you  will  return  to  your  old  way  of  hving,  and 
go  abroad  just  as  you  did  before  this  happen 'd. 

Mr.  Wisd.  Truly  I  believe  it  would  have  been  soon 
my  interest  to  have  made  the  same  bargain. 

Mrs.  Soft.  Lookye,  my  dear,  as  for  the  blunderbusses, 
I  agree  to  leave  them  at  home  ;  but  I  am  resolv'd  not  to 
part  with  the  additional  footman ;  he  must  remain  as  a 
Bort  of  monument  of  my  victory. 

Mr.  Soft.  Well,  brother  Wisdom,  what  shall  be  done 
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F-with   the   prisoner  P     This  fellow's  oath   will  have   no 
I  great  weight  in  a  court  of  justice. 

I       Mr.  Wisd.  Do  just  what  yea  will ;  I  am  so  glad  and 
sorry,  pleaa'd  and  displeas'd,  that  I  am  almost  out  of  my 
I  senses. 

Rak.  I  told  you  how  the  prosecution  would  end. 
"Upon  my  honour.  Sir,  I  had  no  design  upon  any  thing 
that  belongs  to  you,  but  your  wife. 

Mr.    Wiad.  Your    very   humble    servant,   Sir.      I   do 
beheve  you  by  the  emptiness  of  your  pockets ;  but  this 
I   gentleman  seem'd  to  have  some  other  design  by  the  ful- 
I   ness  of  his. 

Mr.  Soft.  With  what  conscience,  sirrah,  did  you  pre- 
sume to  take  a  false  oath  ? 

Risg.  With  the  same,  Mr.  Justice,  that  you  would 
have  received  it,  when  you  knew  it  to  be  false.  Lookee, 
gentlemen,  you  had  best  hold  your  tongues,  or  I  shall 
become  evidence  for  the  king  against  you  both.  As  for 
my  master,  he,  I  hope,  will  forgive  me  ;  for  I  only 
intended  to  get  the  reward,  and  then  I  would  have 
sworn  all  back  again. — Sir,  if  your  honour  doth  not 
forgive  me,  I'll  confess  that  I  brought  you  the  letters 
from  the  ladies,  and  spoil  all  yet. 

Rak.  By  your  amendment,  I  know  not  what  I  may  be 

brought  to  do till  I  get  you  to  the  regiment. 

Com.  Well,  uncle  Wi8dom»  you  are  not  angry,  are 
you? 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Let  me  intercede,  my  dear. 
Mr.  Wisd.  You  are  always  interceding  for  him  ;  I 
wish  hb  own  good  behaviour  would.  I  think,  for  the 
sake  of  rehgion,  I  will  buy  him  what  he  desires,  a  com- 
mission in  the  army ;  and  then  the  sooner  he  is  knock'd 
CD  the  head  the  better. 

Rak.  Well,  brother,  if  thou  dost  come  among  us,  it 
may  be  some  time  or  other  in  my  power  to  make  thee 
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reparation. — But  to  you,  Madam,  I  never  shall  be  abit 
to  give  any  satisfaction  for  my  bold  design  against  yom 
virtue. 

Mrs.  Wisd.  Unless  by  desisting  for  the  future. 

Mra.  Soft.  Be  assur'd  if  my  sister  forgives  you  tht 
injury  you  intended  her,  I  never  will. 

Mr,  Soft.  Come,  come,  my  dear,  you  must  be  of  i 
more  forgiving  temper  ;  and  since  matters  are  like  to  be 
amicably  adjusted,  you  shall  entertain  the  company  al 
breakfast,  and  we  will  laugh  away  the  frolic. 

Rak.  Pray,  ladies,  let  me  give  you  this  advice  :  If  you 
ever  should  write  a  love-letter,  never  sign  your  name  to 

it. — And,  geutlemen,  that  you  may  prevent  it thini 

not  by  any  force  or  sinister  stratagem  to  imprison  youc 
wives.  The  laws  of  England  are  too  generous  to  permii 
the  one,  and  the  ladies  are  generally  too  cunning  to  b.  ■ 
outwitted  by  the  other. But  let  this  be  your  masini, 

Those  wives  for  pleasures  very  seldom  roam, 
Whose  husbands  bring  substautial  pleasures  home  - 
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SiNO.  NoM.  Hio,  hffiOy  hoc. 

Qek.  HtgoB. 

Dat.  Hoio. 

AoouB.  Huno,  hano,  hoc. 

VoG.  Garet.    Lil.  Oram,  quod  vid. 
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SCBIBLERUS,    PLAYER. 


I  VEET  much  approve  the  alteration  of  your  title  from 
the  Welsh  to  the  Grub-street  Opera. 

Scrib.  I  hope.  Sir,  it  will  recommend  me  to  that 
learned  society :  for  they  like  nothing  but  what  is  most 
indigputably  their  own. 

Play.  I  assure  you,  it  recommends  you  to  me,  and 
Trill,  T  hope,  to  the  town. 

Smb.  It  would  be  impolitic  in  you,  who  are  a  young 
Jwginner,  to  oppose  that  society,  which  the  established 
theatres  so  professedly  favour  :  besides,  you  see  the 
(own  are  ever  on  its  side :  for  I  would  not  have  you 
ftink,  Sir,  all  the  members  of  that  august  body  confined 
to  the  street  they  take  their  name  from  ;  no,  no,  the  rules 
[tf  Grab-street  are  as  extensive  as  the  rules  of  the  King's 
Bench.     We  have  them  of  aU  orders  and  degrees ;  and 

is  no  more  a  wonder  to  see  our  members  in  ribands, 

lan  to  see  them  in  rags. 

Play.  May  the  whole  society  unite  in  your  favour  I 

Scrib.  Nay,  Sir,  I  think  no  man  can  set  out  with 
greater  assurance  of  success. — It  was  the  favour  which 
the  town  hath  already  shewn  to  the  Welsh  Opera,  which 
j'ave  birth  to  this,  wherein  I  have  kept  only  what  they 

particularly  approved  in  the  former. You  will  find 

leveral  additions  to  the  first  act,  and  the  second  and 
third,  except  in  one  scene,  entirely  new. 
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Play.  Yon  have  made  additions,  indeed,  to  the  alter^^ 
cative  or  scolding  scenes,  as  yon  are  pleased  to  caL^ 
them. 

Scrib.  Oh  !  Sir !  they  cannot  be  heighten'd ;  too  mndm- 
altercation  is  the  particular  property  of  Ghnb-streetr 
with  what  spirit  do  Robin  and  Will  rap  out  the  lie  at 
one  another  for  half  a  page  together — Yon  lie,  and  you 
lie — ^Ahl  Ah  I  the  whole  wit  of  Grub-street  consists  in 
these  two  little  words — ^you  lie. 

Play.  That  is  esteemed  so  unanswerable  a  repartee, 
that  it  is,  among  gentlemen,  generally  the  last  word  that 
is  spoken. 

Scrih.  Ay,  Sir,  and  it  is  the  first  and  last  among  ours. 
1  believe  I  am  the  first  that  hath  attempted  to  intro- 
duce this  sort  of  wit  upon  the  stage ;  but  it  hath  flourished 
among  our  political  members  a  long  while.  Nay,  in 
short,  it  is  the  only  wit  that  flourishes  among  them. 

Play.  And  you  may  get  as  much  by  it  as  they  do. 

But,  pray.  Sir,  what  is  the  plot  or  design  of  this 

Opera  ?    For  I  could  not  well  discover  at  the  rehearsals. 

Scrib.  As  for  plot,  Sir 1  had  written  an  admirable 

one ;  but  having  observed  that  the  plot  of  our  English 
Operas  have  had  no  good  efiect  on  our  audiences — so 
I  have  e'en  left  it  out — ^For  the  design,  it  is  deep — ^very 

deep. This  Opera  was  writ.  Sir,  with  a  design  to 

instruct  the  world  in  economy. — It  is  a  sort  of  family 
Opera.  The  husband's  vade-mecum;  and  it  is  very 
necessary  for  all  married  men  to  have  it  in  their  houses. 

So  if  you  please  I  will  communicate  a  word  or 

two  of  my  design  to  the  audience,  while  you  prepare 
matters  behind  the  scenes. 

Play.  I  shall  expect  you  there.  Sir. 

The  author  does,  in  humble  scenes,  produce 
Examples  fitted  to  your  private  use. 
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Teaches  each  man  to  regulate  his  life, 

To  govern  weU  his  servants  and  his  wife. 

Teaches  that  servants  well  their  masters  chonse ; 

That  wives  will  ride  their  husbands  round  the  house. 

Teaches  that  jealousy  does  oft  arise, 

Because  men's  sense  is  dhmner  than  then-  eyes. 

Teaches  young  gentlemen  do  oft  pursue 

More  women  than  they  well  know  how  to — ^woo ; 

Teaches  that  parsons  teach  us  the  right  way. 

And  when  we  err  we  mind  not  what  they  say. 

Teaches  that  pious  women  often  groan, 

Por  sake  of  their  religion — ^when  they've  none  ; 

Teaches  that  virtue  is  the  maid's  best  store  : 

Teaches  all  these,  and  teaches  nothing  more. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Sir  Owen  Apskitiken,  a  gentleman 

of  Wales,  in  love  with  tobacco, 
Master  Owen  Apahinken,  his  son,  in 

love  with  womankind, 
Mr.  Apshones,  his  tenant, 
Puzztetext,  his  chaplain,  in  love  with 

women,tobacco,drink,  andback- ]-MB.  HKTNHOLa 

gammon, 
Robin,  his    butler,  in    love    with  l 

Sweetissa,  J 

William,  his  coachman,  enemy  to  t        jnMK, 

Eobin,  in  love  with  Susan,  J 

John,   his    sTOom,    in    love    with  1 

,,'  °  '  ^ME.  DOVB. 

Margery,  ) 

Thomas,  the  gardener,  MB.  hicks. 


\K3..  FUBFITAW 


\  UK.  STOPLBB. 


MB.  WATHAH'.  < 


\  HB.  UULLABT. 


I  MBS.   FUHMIVA] 


Lady  Apskitiken,  wife  to  Sir  Owen,  'i 

a  great  housewife,  govemante  to  I 

her  husband,  a  zealous  advocate  | 

for  the  church, 
MoUy  Apshones,  daughter  to  Mr.  i  " 

Apshones,   a   woman    of    strict  [  miss  patty  vau( 

virtue,  ) 

Sweetissa,     waiting- -i    Women  of 

woman,  Lrict  virtue. 

Susan,  cook, 
Margery,  housemaid,  /  ^^  'ove  with 


ROBIN, 


SCENE,  WALES,  NOBTH  OB  SOUTH. 


J 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

8CKNB,  8IB  OWEN  afshinken's  Eouse.    Table  and  chairs. 

SIB  OWBN  AFSHINKEN  and  FUZZLETEXT  smoking. 

SIB  OWEN. 

Goifx,  Mr.  Puzzletext,  it  is  your  glass. — ^Let  us  make  an 
end  of  our  breakfast  before  Madam  is  up. — Oh,  Fuzzle- 
teztl  what  a  fine  thing  it  is  for  a  man  of  my  estate 
to  stand  in  fear  of  his  wife,  that  I  dare  not  get  drunk 
JK>  much  as  —  once  a  day,  without  being  called  to  an 
account  for  it. 

Puz.  Petticoat-government  is  a  very  lamentable  thing 
indeed. — But  it  is  the  fate  of  many  an  honest  gentleman. 

Am  I. 

What  a  wretched  life 

Leads  a  man  a  tyrant  wife, 
While  for  each  small  fault  he's  corrected ; 

One  bottle  makes  a  sot. 

One  girl  is  ne'er  forgot. 
And  duty  is  always  neglected. 
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But  tho'  nothing  can  be  ivorse 

Than  this  fell  domestic  curse, 
Some  comfort  this  may  do  you, 

So  vast  are  the  hen-peck'd  bands. 

That  each  neighbour  may  shake  hands, 
With  my  humble  service  to  you. 

Sir  Owen.  Oh,  Puzzletext!  if  I  could  but  enjoy  my 
pipe  undisturb'd,  liow  happy  should  I  be !  for  I  never 
yet  could  taste  any  pleasure  but  in  tobacco. 

Puz.  Tobacco  is  a  very  good  thing,  indeed,  and  there 
is  no  harm  in  taking  it  abundantly. 


SCENE  n. 


I 


SItt   OWEN   APSHISKES,    LADT   AP8HISKES,   PUZZLETEXT.I 

Lady  Ap.  At  your  morning-draught,  Sir  Owen,  I  find, 
according  to  custom  ;  but  I  shall  not  trouble  myself  with 
such  a  drone  as  you  are.  Methinks  you,  Mr.  Puzzletext, 
should  not  encourage  drunkenness. 

Pue.  1  ask  your  ladyship's  pardon ;  I  profess  I  have 
scarce  drunk  your  health  this  morning — and  wine,  while 
it  contributeth  only  to  the  cheering  of  ihe  spirits,  is  not 
forbidden  us. — I  am  an  enemy  to  excess — but  as  far  as 
the  second  bottle,  nay,  to  some  constitutions,  a  third,  is, 
no  doubt,  allowable — and  I  do  remember  to  have  preached 
with  much  perspicuity  even  after  a  fourth. 

Lady  Ap.  Oh  intolerable  !  do  you  call  four  bottles  no 
excess  ? 

Puz.  To  some  it  may,  to  others  it  may  not. Excess 

dependeth  not  on  the  quantity  drank,  but  on  the  quality 
of  him  who  drinketh. 

Lady  Ap.  I  do  not  understand  this  sophistry — tho'  I 
think  I  have  some  skill  in  divinity. — 

Puz.  Oh,   Madam !  no   more — Your   ladyship    is   the 
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honour  of  your  sex  in  that  study,  and  may  properly  be 
termed  *  The  great  Welsh  lamp  of  divinity/ 

Lady  Ap.  I  have  always  had  an  inclination  to  main- 
tain religion  in  the  parish and  some  other  time  shall 

be  glad  to  dispute  with  you  concerning  excess ^but  at 

present  I  must  impart  something  to  you  concerning 
my  son,  whom  I  have  observed  too  familiar  with  the 
maids 

Puz.  Which  of  the  maids,  Madam  ? — Not  one  of  my 
mistresses,  I  hope.  [Aside. 

Lady  Ap.  Truly,  with  all  of  them — and  unless  we 
prevent  it,  I  am  airaid  we  shall  hear  of  a  marriage  not 

much  to  our  liking and  you  know,  Mr.  Puzzletext, 

how  hard  a  thing  it  would  be  for  us,  who  have  but  one 
child,  to  have  him  throw  himself  away. 

Puz.  What  methods  shall  we  take  in  order  thereto  ? 

Lady  Ap.  I  know  but  one — we  must  prevent  his 
marrying  them,  by  marrying  them  to  others — we  have 
as  many  men  as  maids ;  now  I  rely  on  you  to  match 
them  up  to  one  another; — for  whilst  there  is  one 
unmarried  wench  in  the  house,  I  shall  think  him  in 
danger. — Oh,  Mr.  Puzzletext!  the  boy  takes  after  his 
father,  not  me — ^his  head  is  full  of  nothing  but  love ; 
for  whatever  Nature  hath  done  for  him  in  another  way, 
ahe  hath  left  his  head  unfumish'd. 

Puz.  Love,  in  a  young  mind,  is  powerful  indeed. 

AIE  n.     Lads  of  Dunce. 

K  love  gets  into  a  soldier's  heart. 
He  puts  off  his  helmet,  his  bow  and  his  dart. 
Achilles,  charm'd  with  a  nymph's  fair  eye, 
A  distaff  took,  and  his  arms  laid  by. 
The  gay  Otods  of  old  their  heav'n  would  quit. 
And  leave  their  ambrosia  for  a  mortal  tit-bit ; 
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The  first  of  their  tribe,  that  whore-master  Joveii 
Preferred  to  all  heav'ua,  the  heaven  of  love. 

Jjody  Ap.  I  think  you  have  already  asked  them  all 
in  church,  so  that  you  have  only  to  hasten  the  match 

this  I  assure  you,  I  shall  not  forget  the  favour.    I 

am  now  going  to  take  a  short  airing  in  the  Park,  in  my 
own  chaise,  and  would  have  you  remember  we  have  no 
time  to  lose. 

Puz.  Well,  Sir,  you  heard  what  my  lady  says — what 
shall  I  do? 

Sir  Owen.  E'en  what  she  commands. — If  she  inter- 
feres not  with  my  pipe,  I  am  resolv'd  not  to  interfere 
with  her  family. — Let  her  govern,  while  I  smoke. 

Puz.  Upon  my  word.  Sir  Owen  is  a  thorough  epi- 
curean philosopher.  I  must  now  seek  the  young  squire, 
who  is  a  philosoplier  of  another  kind. 


SCENE  in. 


OWEN  solus  [with  ttoo  letters.^ 


d 


This  is  the  day  wherein  Robin  and  Sweetiasa  propose 
.to  be  married,  which  unless  I  can  prevent,  I  lose  all  my 
hopes   of  her ;    for  when    once  a  woman  knows  what's 

what,  she  knows  too  much  for  me. Sure  never  man 

■was  so  put  to  it  in  his  amours — for  I  do  not  care  to 
venture  on  a  woman  after  another,  nor  does  any  woman 
care  for  me  twice. 


AIE  III.     Let  the  drawer  bring  dean  glasses. 


How  curst  the  puny  lover  ! 

How  exquisite  the  pain, 
When  love  is  fumbled  over, 

To  view  the  fair's  disdain 
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^^^B                But  Oh  !  how  vast  the  blessing  I  J 

PI^B                     Whom  to  her  bosom  pressing,  I 

*'                          She  whispers,  while  caressiag  i 

Oh  !  when  shall  we  again  ?  1 

Here  are  two  letters,  which  I  have  forged ;  one  as  from 
Susan  to  Robin,  the  other  from  William    to  Sweetissa: 
these  must  be  dropped  where  they  may  be  found  by  the   ■ 
improper  parties,  and  will  create  a  jealousy,  whereof  I   ', 
may  reap  the  fruit,  and  Sweetissa's  maidenhead  may  be 
yet  my  own.  J 

SCENE  rv.  I 

PCZZLETEIT   AM)    OWEN. 

Puz.  Mr.  Owen !  I  have  been  searching  for  you.  I 
am  come,  child,  to  give  you  some  good  instructions. — I 
a.x33  sorry  to  hear  you  have  an  intention  to  disgrace  yoiir 
la-tnily  by  a  marriage  inferior  to  your  birth. 

Oioeii.  Do  not  trouble  your  head  with  ray  marriage, 
gCKjd  Mr.  Parson. — When  I  marry,  'twill  be  to  please 
■Diyself,  not  you. 

J'm.  But  let  it  not  be  such  a  marriage  as  may  reflect 
[^I>on  your  understanding, — Consider,  Sir, — consider  who 
you  are. 


AIE  IV.     March  in  Scipio. 

T'hiiik,  mighty  Sir,  ere  you  are  undone, 
think  who  you  are,  Apshinken's  only  son  ; 
^t  Oxford  you  have  been,  at  London  eke  also ; 
You're  almost  half  a  man,  and  more  than  half  a  beau  : 
"h,  do  not  then  disgrace  the  great  actions  of  your  life ! 
Sor  let  Apshinken's  son  be  buried  in  his  wife. 

■Pur.  You  must  govern  your  passions,  master  Owen. 


I 
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Owen.  You  may  preach,  Mr.  Parson,  but  I  shall  very^ 
little  r^ard  you.    There  is  nothing  so  ridiculous  as  tc^ 
hear  an  old  fellow  railing  at  love. 

PtLz.  It  is  like  a  young  fellow's  railing  at  age. 

Owen.  Or  a  courtier  out  of  place  at  court. 

AIE  V.     Sir  Thomas  I  cannot. 

The  worn-out  rake  at  pleasure  rails. 

And  cries,  Tis  all  idle  and  fleeting ; 
At  court,  the  man  whose  int'rest  fails. 
Cries,  All  is  corruption  and  cheating. 
But  would  you  know 
Whence  both  these  flow  ? 
Tho'  so  much  they  pretend  to  abhor  'em. 
That  rails  at  court, 
This  at  love's  sport, 
Because  they  are  neither  fit  for  'em, 

fit  for  'em. 
Because  they  are  neither  fit  for  'em. 

Owen.  Besides,  doctor,  I  fancy  you  have  not  always 
govem'd  your  own  passions,  tho'  you  are  so  fond  of 
correcting  others :  as  a  poet  burlesques  the  nonsense  of 
others,  while  he  writes  greater  nonsense  himself 

Puz.  Or  as  a  prude  corrects  the  vices  of  others,  while 
she  is  more  vicious  herself. 

Owen.  Or  as  a  parson  preaches  against  drinking,  and 
then  goes  to  the  alehouse. 

Ptiz.  Very  true — if  you  mean  a  presbyterian  parson. 

AIR  VI.     One  evening  having  lost  my  way. 

I've  heard  a  noncon.  parson  preach 
'Gainst  whoring  with  just  disdain ; 

Whilst  he  himself  to  be  naught  did  teach 
Of  females  as  large  a  train 
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As  stars  in  the  sky,  or  lamps  in  the  street, 
Or  beauties  in  the  Mall  we  meet, 

Or  as — or  as — or  as, 

Or  as  the  whores  in  Drury-Iane. 

Owen.  Thy  similes  are  all  froth,  like  bottled  ale 

and  it  is  as  difficult  to  get  thee  out  of  a  simile,  as  out  of 
an  alehouse. 

AIR  Vn.     Dutch  skipper. 
Pus.        The  gaudy  sun  adorning 

With  brightest  rays  the  morning, 
the  morning, 
I  Shines  o'er  the  eastern  hill ; 

And  I  will  go  a  sporting, 
Owen.       And  I  will  go  a  courting, 
a  courting. 
There  lies  my  pleasure  stUI. 
J^uz.         In  gaflar  Woodford's  ground 
A  brushing  hare  is  found, 
A  course  which  even  kings  themselves  might  see  ; 
<?«wn.  And  in  another  place 

There  hes  a  brushing  lass. 
Which  will  give  one  ten  times  more  sport  than  she. 

Second  Part. 
F*zts.  What  pleasure  to  see,  while  the  greyhounds  are 
running, 
Poor  puss's  cunning,  and  shifting,  and  shunning  1 
To  see  with  what  art  she  plays  still  her  part, 
And  leaves  her  pursuers  afar : 
First  this  way,  then  that ; 
First  a  stretch,  and  then  squat,     ' 
Till  quite  out  of  breath. 
She  yields  her  to  death. 
What  joy,  with  the  sportsman's  compare  ? 
VOL,  II.  r 
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Owen.  How  sweet  to  behold  the  soft  blooming  lai 
With  blushing  face,  clasp'd  close  in  embrace !  i 
To  feel  her  breasts  rise,  see  joy  fill  her  eyes. 
And  glut  on  her  heav'n  of  charms  ! 
Wliile  sighiug  and  whining, 
And  twisting  and  twining, 
With  kissing  and  pressing, 
And  fondest  caressing, 
With  raptures  she  dies  in  your  arms. 


[Exeunt. 


SWEETISSA    AND.  MAHGEHT. 

Sweet.  If  ever  you  had  known  what  it  is  to  love, 
Margery,  you  would  not  have  wonder'd  how  I  could 
prefer  a  man  to  his  master. 

Marg.  I  should  not  have  wonder'd  indeed,  if  our  young 
squire  had  been  like  most  young  country  squires — But 
he  is  a  fine  gentleman,  Sweetissa, 

Sweet.  From  such  fine  gentlemen,  may  my  stars  deliver 
me,  Margery. 

Marg.  What,  I  suppose  you  are  afraid  of  being  made 
jealous,  by  his  running  after  other  women. 

Sweet  Pshaw !  I  should  not  think  him  worth  being 
jealous  of — be  runs  after  every  woman  he  sees ;  and  yet, 
I  believe,  scarce  knows  what  a  woman  is, — Either  lie 
has  more  affectation  than  desire,  or  more  desire  than 
capacity.  0  Margery,  when  I  was  in  London  with 
Madam,  I  have  seen  several  such  sparks  as  these ;  some 

of  them  would  attempt  making  love  too Nay,  I  have 

had  such  lovers ! — But  I  could  never  find  one  of  them 
that  would  stand  it  out. 
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AIR  VUL    Bessy  BeU  and  Mary  Gray. 

In  Umg  pig-tails  and  shining  lace. 

Our  beans  set  ont  a-wooing ; 
Ye  widows,  never  shew  them  grace, 

Bnt  langh  at  their  pursuing. 
But  let  the  daw,  that  shines  so  bright. 

Of  borrow'd  plumes  bereft  be, 
Alas !  poor  dame,  how  naked  the  sight ! 

Youll  find  there's  nothing  left  ye. 

Oh  Margery !  there  is  more  in  Bobin's  little  finger,  than 
in  a  beau's  whole  body. 

Marg.  Yes,  and  more  roguery  in  him  than — 

Sweet.  I  know  you  are  prejudiced  against  him  from 
what  ^William  says ;  but  be  assur'd  that  is  all  malice  ;  he 
is  desirous  of  getting  his  place. 

Marg.  I  rather  think  that  a  prejudice  of  yours  against 
William. 

Sweet.  O  Mai^ery,  Margery !  an  upper  servant's  honesty 
is  never  so  conspicuous,  as  when  he  is  abused  by  the 
onder-servants. — ^They  must  rail  at  some  one,  and  if  they 
abuse  him,  he  preserves  his  master  and  mistress  from 
abuse. 

Marg.  Well,  I  would  not  have  such  a  sweetheart. 

Sweet.  Pugh !  if  all  you  say  were  true,  what  is  it  to 
me  ?  If  women  were  to  consider  the  roguery  of  their 
lovers,  we  should  have  even  fewer  matches  among  people 
ot  quality  than  we  have. 

AIB  £K.     Mad  Moll. 

Why  should  not  I  love  Eobin  ? 

And  why  should  not  Bob  love  me  ? 
While  ev'ry  one  else  he  is  fobbing. 

He  still  may  be  honest  to  me. 

v2 
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For  tho'  his  master  he  cheats, 

His  mistress  shares  what  he  gains ; 
And  whilst  I  am  tasting  the  sweets. 

The  devil  take  her  who  complains. 
Marg.  But  should  he  be  taken  indeed ; 

Ah  !  think  what  a  shame  it  would  be 
To  have  your  love  dragg'd  out  of  bed. 

And  thence  in  a  cart  to  the  tree. 
Sweet.  Let  halters  tie  up  the  poor  cheat, 

Who  only  deserves  to  be  bang'd ; 
The  wit  who  can  get  an  estate. 

Hath  still  too  much  wit  to  be  hanor'd. 

o 

But  I  don't  speak  this  on  Eobin's  account ;  for  if  all  my 
master's  ancestors  had  met  with  as  good  servants  as 
Eobin,  he  had  enjoyed  a  better  estate  than  he  had  now. 


SCENE  VI. 

ROBIN   AND   SWEETISSA. 

AIE  X.     Masquerade  minuet. 

Rob.  Oh  my  Sweetissa  ! 

Give  me  a  kiss-a, 
Oh  what  a  bliss-a 
To  behold  your  charms ! 
My  eyes  with  gazing 
Are  set  a  blazing, 
Sweet.     Come  then  and  quench  them  within  my 

arms. 

Rob.  Oh  my  Sweetissa  !  thou  art  straighter  than  the 
straightest  tree — sweeter  than  the  sweetest  flower — thy 
hand  is  as  white  as  milk,  and  as  warm  ;  thy  breast  is  as 
white  as  snow,  and  as  cold. — Thou  art,  to  sum  thee  up 
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at  once,  an  olio  of  perfections ;  or.  In  other  words,  a 
garden  of  bliss  which  my  soul  delights  to  walk  in. — Oh  I 
I  will  take  such  strides  about  thy  form,  such  vast,  such 
mighty  strides — 

Sweet.  Oh  Eobin !  it  is  as  impossible  to  tell  thee  how 
much  I  love  thee,  as  it  is  to  teU — how  much  water  there 
is  in  the  sea. 

Boh.  My  dear  Sweetissa  1   had  I  the  learning  of  the 
author  of  that  opera-book  in  the  parlour-window,  I  could 
not  make  a  simile  to  my  love. 
Stoeet.  Be  assur'd  there  shall  be  no  love  lost  between 


ATR  XI.     Young  Damon  once  the  happiest  swain. 

When  mutual  passion  hath  possess'd. 
With  equal  flame,  each  amorous  breast. 

How  sweet's  the  rapt'rous  kiss  ? 
While  each  with  soft  contention  strive. 
Which  highest  ecstasies  shall  give. 

Or  be  more  mad  with  bliss ! 

Jtob.  Oh  my  Sweetissa!  how  impatient  am  I  till  the 
parson  hath  stitch'd  us  together ;  then,  my  dear,  nothing 
**Ut  the  Bcissars  of  the  fates  should  ever  cut  us  asunder. 

Siceel.  How  charming  is  thy  voice !  sweeter  than  bag- 
l>ipes  to  my  ear :  I  could  listen  ever. 

Rob.  And  I  could  view  thee  ever :  thy  face  is  brighter 
tian  the  brightest  silver.  0  could  I  rub  my  silver  to  be 
^  bright  as  thy  dear  face,  I  were  a  butler  indeed  ! 

Sweet.  Oh  Eobin  !  there  is  no  rubbing  on  my  face  ;  the 
^lour  which  I  have,  nature,  not  art,  hath  given  ;  for  on 
my  honour,  during  the  whole  time  I  have  lived  with 
my  mistress,  out  of  all  the  pots  of  paint  which  I  have 
plaster'd  on  her  face,  I  never  stole  a  bit  to  plaster  on  my 
own. 
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Bob.  Adieu,  my  dear,  I  must  go  whet  my  knives  ;  by 
that  time  the  parson  will  be  return'd  from  coursing,  and 
we  will  be  married  this  morning. — Oh  Sweetissa !  it  is 
easier  to  fathom  the  depth  of  the  bottomless  sea  than 
my  love. 

Stceet.  Or  to  fathom  the  depth  of  a  woman's  bottomless 
conscience  than  to  tell  thee  mine. 

Rob.  Mine  is  as  deep  as  the  knowledge  of  physicians. 

Sweet.  Mine  as  the  projects  of  statesmen. 

Rob.  Mine  as  the  virtue  of  whores. 

Sweet.  Mine  as  the  honesty  of  lawyers. 

Rob.  Mine  as  the  piety  of  priests. 

Sweet.  Mine  as — I  know  not  what. 

Rob.  Mine  as-— as — as— I'gad  I  don't  know  what. 

AIR  Xn.     All  in  the  Downs. 

Would  you  my  love  in  words  displayed, 
A  language  raust  be  coin'd  to  tell ; 

No  word  for  such  a  passion's  made, 
For  no  one  ever  lov'd  so  well. 

Nothing,  Oh  !  nothing's  hke  my  love  for  you, 

And  so  my  dearest,  and  so  my  dearest,  and  m  -M 
dear,  adieu. 


8WEBTIS8A   AND   MAROEET. 


ive  continue*!! 


Sweet.  Oh  my  Margery !  if  this  fit  of  love 
how  happy  shall  I  be  ! 

Marg.  Ay,  it  will  continue  the  usual  time,  I  warrant 
you,  during  the  honey-moon. 

Sweet.  Call   it    the    honey-year,    the    honey-age.       Oh, 
Margery !  sure  never  woman  lov'd  as  I  do  !^tho'  I  am 


w 

to  be  married  thift  morning,  still  it  seems  lon^  to  me.     To        ^^| 
ft  mind  in  love,  sure  an  hour  before  marriage  seems  a        ^^| 

month. 

^^M 

Marg. 
■eems  a 

Ay,  my  dear,  and  many  an  hour  after  marriage         ^^H 
twelvemonth ;  it  is  the  only  thine  wherein  the        ^^H 

two  states  agree  ;  for  we  generally  wish  ourselves  into  it,        ^^H 

uid  wish  ourselves  out  of  it.                                                      ^^| 

Sweet. 

And  then  into  it  again  ;  which  makes  one  poet       ^^H 

Bay,  love 

is  like  the  wind.                                                                ^^H 

Marg. 

Another,  that  it  is  like  the  sea.                                      ^^H 

Sweet. 

A  third,  a  weather-cock.                                               ^^^| 

Marg. 

A  fourth,  a  Jack  with  a  lanthorn.                               ^^^| 

Sweet. 
Marg. 

In  short,  it  is  Uke  every  thing.                                    ^^^| 
And  Uke  nothing  at  all.                                                ^^H 

AIR  Xm.      Ye  nymphs  and  sylvan  gods.                    ^^^M 

Sweet. 

How  odd  a  thing  is  love,                                       ^^H 

Which  the  poets  fain  would  prove               ^^^^^^H 
To  be  this  and  that,                              ^^^^^^^ 

And  the  Lord  knows  what,                   ^^^^^^| 

Like  all  things  below  and  above.               ^^^^^^^H 

But  believe  a  maid,                                  ^^^^^^^| 

Skill'd  enough  in  the  trade                      ^^^^^^^| 

Its  mysteries  to  explain                               ^^^^^^^| 

a  gentle                                          '^^^^^H 

That  tickles  the  heart,                              ^^^^^^| 

And  tho'  it  gives  us  smart,                               ^^^H 

Does  joys  impart,                                                   ^^H 
Which  largel)'  requite  all  the  pain.                           ^^^ 

Marg.  Oh,  my  dear !    whilst  you  have  been  singing, 
Me  what  I  have  discovered  1                                                            ^^J 

Sweet 

It    is    a    woman's    hand,   and    not    my   own.      ^^H 

[Reads.] 
Bobin  is 

Oh,  my  Margery !  now  I  am  iindone  indeed. —      ^^H 
false,  he  has  lain  with,  and  left  our  Susan.                ^^^| 

7fi 
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Marg.  How ! 

Sweet.  This  letter  comes  from  her,  to  upbraid  him 
with  it. 

Marg.  Then  you  have  reason  to  thank  fate  for  this 

timely  discovery. What  would  it  avail  you  to  have 

found  it  out  when  you  were  married  to  him  ? — When 
you  had  been  his  wife,  what  would  it  have  profited  you 
to  have  known  he  had  another  ? 

Sweet.  True,  true,  Margery ;  when  once  a  woman  is 
married,  'tis  too  late  to  discover  faults. 

Ant  XIV.    Red  house. 

Ye  virgins  who  would  marry. 

Ere  you  choose,  be  wary, 

If  you'd  not  miscarry, 
Be  inclin'd  to  doubting : 

Examine  well  your  lover. 

His  vices  to  discover. 

With  caution  con  him  over. 
And  turn  quite  inside  out  him ; 

But  wedding  past, 

The  stocking  cast. 

The  guests  all  gone, 

The  curtain  drawn, 

Be  henceforth  blind, 

Be  very  kind, 
And  find  no  faults  about  him. 

Sweet.  Oh  Margery !    I'm  resolv'd  never  to  see  Eobin  - 
Qore. 
Marg.  Keep  that  resolution,  and  you  wiU  be  happy. 


J 
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SCENE  vm. 


BOBIN. 


How  truly  does  the  book  say — hours  to  men  in  love 
are  like  years.  Oh  for  a  shower  of  rain  to  send  the 
parson  home  from  coursing,  before  the  canonical  hours 
are  over! — ^Ha!  what  paper  is  this? — The  hand  of  our 
William  is  on  the  superscription. 

To  MBS.   SWEETISSA. 
<  MADAM, 

*  Hoping  that  you  are  not  quite  de-t-e-r-ter-m-i-n-e-ed, 
'  determined  to  marry  our  Bobin,  this  comes  for  to  let 
*  you  know ' — [I'll  read  no  more  :  can  there  be  such 
falsehood  in  mankind  ? — I  find  footmen  are  as  great 
rogues  as  their  masters ;  and  henceforth  I'll  look  for 
no  more  honesty  under  a  livery,  than  an  embroider'd 
coat — ^but  let  me  see  again ! — ]  '  to  let  you  know  I  am 
'  ready  to  fulfil  my  promise  to  you.' 

Ha  I  she  too  is  guilty. — Chambermaids  are  as  bad 
as  their  ladies,  and  the  whole  world  is  one  nest  of 
rogues. 

AIE  XV.     Black  joke. 

The  more  we  know  of  human  kind, 
The  more  deceits  and  tricks  we  find 

In  every  land  as  well  as  Wales ; 
For  would  you  see  no  roguery  thrive, 
Upon  the  mountains  you  must  live. 

For  rogues  abound  in  all  the  vales. 
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The  master  and  the  man  will  nick, 
The  mistress  and  the  maid  will  trick  ; 

For  rich  and  poor 

Are  rogue  and  whore, 
There's  not  one  honest  man  in  a  score, 
Nor  woman  true  in  twenty-four. 

SCENE  rs. 

EOBIN    AND   JOHN. 

Hob.  Oh  John  !   thou  best  of   friends  I    come  to  ; 
arms — For  thy  sake  I  will  etill  believe  there  is  one  honest 
— one  honest  man  in  the  world. 

John.  What  means  our  Robin  ? 

Rob.  0  my  friend !  Sweetissa  is  false,  and  I'm  un- 
done— let  this  letter  explain  the  rest. 

John.  Ha  1  and  is  WiUiara  at  the  bottom  of  all  ? — 
Our  William  who  us'd  to  rail  against  women  and  matri- 
mony !  Oh  I  'tis  too  true  what  our  parson  says,  there's 
no  belief  in  man. 

Rob.  Nor    woman     neither. John,     art    thou     my 

friend? 

John.  When  did  Eobin  ask  me  what  I  have  not  done  ? 
— Have  I  not  left  my  horses  undrest,  to  whet  thy  knives  ? 
— ^Have  I  not  left  my  stable  unclean'd,  to  clean  thy 
spoons  ?  And  even  the  bay  stone-horse  unwater'd,  to 
wash  thy  glasses  I 

Rob.  Then  thou  shall  carry  a  challenge  for  me  to 
William. 

John.  Oh  Robin  !  consider  what  our  parson  says — 
We  must  not  revenge,  but  forget  and  forgive. 

Rob.  Let  our  parson  eay  what  he  will. — ^When  did  he 
himself  forgive  P  Did  he  forgive  gaffar  Jobson  having 
wrong'd  him  of  two  cocks  of  hay  in  five  load  ? — Did  he 
forgive  gammar  Sowgrunt  for  having  wrong'd  him  of  a 
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tythe-pig  P Did  he  forgive  Susan  Foulmouth,  for  tell- 
ing him  he  lov'd  the  cellar  better  than  the  pulpit  ? — No, 
no,  let  him  preach  up  forgiveness,  he  forgives  nobody. — 
So  I  will  follow  his  example,  not  his  precepts. — Had  he 
hit  me  a  slap  in  the  face,  I  could  have  put  up  with  it. — 
Had  he  stole  a  silver  spoon,  and  laid  the  blame  on  me, 
though  I  had  been  turn'd  away,  I  could  have  forgiven 
him.  But  to  try  to  rob  me  of  my  love — that,  that,  our 
John,  I  never  can  forgive  him. 

AIR  XVI.     Tipling  John. 

The  dog  his  bit 

Will  often  quit, 
A  battle  to  eschew  ; 

The  cock  his  corn 

Will  leave  in  barn. 
Another  cock  in  view. 

One  man  will  eat 

Another's  meat, 
And  no  contention  seen  ; 

Since  all  agree 

'Tis  best  to  be, 
Tho'  hungry,  in  a  whole  akin. 

But  should  each  spy, 

His  mistress  by, 
A  rival  move  his  suit, 

He  quits  his  fears, 

And  by  the  ears 
They  fall  together  to't. 

A  rival  shocks. 

Men,  dogs,  and  cocks, 
And  makes  the  gentlest  froward  ; 

He  who  won't  fight 

For  mistress  bright, 
Is  something  worse  than  coward. 
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John.  Nay,  to  say  the  truth,  thou  hast  reason  on  thy 
side.  Fare  thee  well. — I'll  go  deliver  thy  message,  and 
thou  slialt  find  I  will  behave  myself  like  a  Welchman, 
and  thy  friend. 

SCENE  X. 


Now  were  it  not  for  the  sin  of  self-murder,  would  I 
go  hang  myself  at  the  next  tree. — Yes,  Sweetissa,  I 
would  hang  myself,  and  haunt  thee. — Oh  woman,  woman  1 
is  this  the  return  you  make  true  love  ? — No  man  is  sure 
of  his  mistress,  till  he  has  gotten  her  with  child. — A 
lover  should  act  like  a  boy  at  school,  who  spits  in  his 
porridge  that  no  one  may  take  it  from  him. — ShoiJd 
William  have  been  beforehand  with  me — Oh  ! 


SCENE  XI. 

ROBIN   AND  SWEETISSA. 


^ 


Sweet.  Oh !  the  perjury  of  men !  I  find  dreams  do 
not  always  go  by  contraries ;  for  I  dreamt  last  night, 
that  I  saw  our  Eobin  married  to  another, 

\_A  long  silence,  and  walking  by  one  another^ 
she  takes  out  her  handkerchief,  and  bursts  out 
a  crying. 
Rob.  Your  crying  won't  do,  Madam ;  I  can  tell  you 
that. — I    have    been    fool    long    enough — I  have  been 
cheated  by  your  tears  too  often,  to  believe  them   any- 
longer. 

Sweet.  Oh  barbarous,  perfidious,  cruel  wretch ! — Oh  ! 
I  shall  break  my  heart — Oh  ! 

Hob.  No,  no,  your  heart   is  like   a  green  stick,  you 


^ 
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raaj-  bend 

it,  but  cannot  break  it.— It  will  bend  like  a     ^^| 

willow,  and  twist  round  any  one.                                                 ^^H 

Street.  Monster !  monster  !                                                   ^^M 

liob.  Better  language  would  shew  better  breeding.            ^^M 

AIE  XVII.     Hedge-lane.                                ^^| 

Rob. 

Indeed,  my  dear,                                    ^^^^^H 

With                                                    -^^^^^H 

Your  point  you  will  not  carry  ;                ^^^^^^^H 

rather                                                  ^^^^^^^H 

The                                                           ^^^^^H 

Than  others'  leavings  marry.                   ^^^^^^^| 

Siceet. 

^^^^^^ 

You  would  conceal                                 ^^^^^^^H 

Your  falseliood  by  such  catches  ;              ^^^^^^^| 

Alas     too  true                                          ^^^^^^^| 

been  to                                           ^^^^^^| 

Thou  verj-  wretch  of  wretches.                ^^^^^^^| 

Well  you  know                                      ^^^^^^^| 

What  I  might  do,                                            ^^H 

Would  I  but  with  young  master.                            ^^H 

Bob. 

Pray  be  still,                                                      ^^ 

Since  by  our  WiU, 

You're  now  with  child  of  bastard. 

Siceet. 

I  with  child? 

Bob. 

Yes,  you  with  child. 

Sweet. 

I  with  child,  you  villain  ? 

Bob. 

Yes,  you. 

Madam,  you. 

And  now  with  child  by  William. 

It  is  equal 

to  me  with  whom  you  play  your  pranks  ;  and 

I'd    as   lieve  be    my   master's    cuckold    as    my   fellow- 

78 
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Bervant'a. Nay,  I  had  rather,  for  I  could  make  him 

pay  for  it. 

Sweet.  Oh,  most  inhuman !  dost  thou  not  expect  the 
ceiling  to  fall  down  on  thy  head,  for  so  notorious  a  lie  ? 
Dost  thou  believe  in  the  Bible  ?  Dost  thou  believe  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  the  Devil  ?  Dost  thou  believe  there  is 
such  a  place  as  Hell  ? 

Rob.  Yes,  I  do.  Madam ;  and  you  will  find  there  is 
such  a  place  to  your  cost. — Oh,  Sweetissa,  Sweetissa ! 
that  a  woman  could  hear  herself  ask'd  in  church  to  one 
man,  when  she  knew  she  had  to  do  with  another  ? 

Sweet.  I  had  to  do  with  another  ? 

Rob-  You,  Madam,  you. 

Sweet.  I  had  to  do  with  WillP 

Rob.  Yes,  you  had  to  do  with  Will. 


AIE  XVm.     Lord  Btron's  Maggot. 


I 


Sweet.  Sure  nought  so  disastrous  can  woman  befal, 

As  to  be  a  good  virgin,  and  thought  none  at  all. 

Had  WiUaam  but  pleas 'd  me, 

It  never  had  teaz'd  me 
To  hear  a  forsaken  man  bawl. 

But  from  you  this  abuse. 

For  whose  sake  aud  whose  use 
I  have  safe  cork'd  my  maidenhead  up  ; 

How  must  it  shock  my  ear  ! 

For  what  woman  can  bear 

To  be  call"d  a  vile  drunkard, 

And  told  of  the  tankard, 
Before  she  has  swallow'd  a  cup  ? 


I 

W  Rob.  0  Sweetissa,  Sweetissa !  well  thou  knowest  that, 

I  wert  thou  true,  I'd  not  have  sold  thee  for  five  hundred 

I  pounds.     But  why  do  I  argue  longer  with 


)r  five  hundred 
I  an  ungratef^laJ 
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f  woman,  who  is  not  only  false,  but  triumphs  in  her  falae- 
[  hood  ;  her  falsehood  to  one  who  has  been  too  true  to  her, 
f  Since  you  can  be  so  base,  I  shall  tell  you  what  I  never 
did  intend  to  tell  you — When  I  was  in  London,  I  might 
I  have  had  an  affair  with  a  lady,  and  slighted  her  for 
you. 

Sweet.  A  lady !  I  might  have  had  three  lords  in  one 
I  afternoon ;  nay,  more  than  that,  I  refused  a  man  with  a 
I  ^ng  over  his  shoulder  like  a  scarf  at  a  burying  for  you 
\  and  these  men,   they  say,  are  the  greatest  men  in   the 
I  kingdom. 

Rob.  O  Sweetissa!  the  very  hand-irons  thou  didst 
I  rub,  before  thou  wast  preferr'd  to  wait  on  thy  lady,  have 
I  not  more  brass  in  them  than  thy  forehead. 

Su:eet.  O  Robin,  Eobin !  the  great  silver  candlesticks 
I  in  thy  custody  are  not  more  hollow  than  thou  art. 

Rob.  0  Sweetissa!  the  paint,  nay,  the  eyebrows  that 
I  thou  puttest  on  thy  mistress  are  not  more  false  than 
I  thou. 

Sweet.  Thou    haat    as  many  mistresses    as    there    are 
glasses  on  thy  sideboard. 

Rob.  And  thou  lovers  as  thy  mistress  lias  patches. 
Sweet.  K  I  have  you  will  have  but  a  small  share. 

Rob.  The  better  my  fortune. To  lose  a  wife  when 

you  have  had  her  is  to  get  out  of  misfortune to  lose 

one  before  you  get  her  is  to  escape  it ;  especially  if  it  be 
one  somebody  has  had  before  you. — He  that  marries  pays 
'he  price  of  virtue. — Whores  are  to  be  had  cheaper. 


AIR  XrS.    Do  not  ask  me. 

A  woman's  ware  like  china, 

Once  flaw'd  is  good  for  naught ; 

When  whole,  tho'  worth  a  guinea, 
When  broke'a  not  worth  a  groat. 
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A  womati  at  St.  James's 
With  guineas  you  obtain, 

But  stay  till  lost  her  fame  is. 
She'll  be  cheap  in  Drury-lane. 


SWEETIS3A   AND    MABQEEY. 

Sit-eet.  Ungrateful,  barbarous  wretch  I 

Marg.  Wtat  is  the  matter  ? 

Sweet.  Oh,  Margery  I     Robin 

Marg.  What  more  of  him  ? 

Sweet.  0  !  worse  than  you  can  imagine — worse  than  I 
could  have  dreaded  :  Oh,  he  has  sullied  my  virtue  ! 

Marg.  How  !  your  virtue  ? 

Smeei.  Yes,  Margery,  that  virtue  which  I  kept  lock'd 
up  as  in  a  cupboard ;  that  very  virtue  he  baa  abus'd — ^he 

has  barbarously  insinuated  to  be  no  virtue  at  all. Oh, 

I  could  have  borne  any  fitte  but  this ; 1  that  wou'd 

have  carried  a  knapsack  thro'  the   world,  so   that   my 

virtue  had  been  safe    within   it 1  that   would  have 

rather  been    the    poorest   man's    wife,    than  the    richest 

man's   whore To    be    call'd    the    miss  of  a    footman, 

that  would  not  be  the  miss  of  a  king ! 

Marg.  It  is  a  melancholj'  thing  indeed. 

Sweet.  0  Margery  !  men  do  not  sufficiently  understand 

the  value    of  virtue. Even    footmen    learn    to   go  a 

whoring  of  their  masters and  virtue  will  shortly  be 

of  no  use,  but  to  stop  bottles.  "^^ 


I 


AIE  XX.     Tweed-side. 

What  woman  her  virtue  would  keep, 
When  nought  bj'  her  virtue  she  ga 
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While  slie  lulls  her  soft  passioua  to  sleep, 
She's  thought  but  a  fool  for  her  pains. 

Since  valets,  who  learu  their  lords'  wit. 
Our  virtue  a  bauble  can  call, 

Why  should  we  our  ladies'  steps  quit, 
Or  have  any  virtue  at  all  ? 


ACT  n.     SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  the  Fields. 

MB.  APSHOKES  AND  MOLLY. 


Mil.    APSHONE8. 


I  TELL  you,  daughter,  I  am  doubtful  whether  his  designs 
be  honourable :  there  is  no  trusting  these  flutt'ring  fel- 
lows ;  they  place  as  much  glory  in  winning  a  poor  girl, 
as  a  soldier  does  in  conq^uering  a  town.  Nay,  their  very 
parents  often  encourage  them  in  it ;  and  when  they 
liave  brought  up  a  boy  to  flatter  and  deceive  the  women, 
■they  think  they  have  given  him  a  good  education,  and 
Call  him  a  fine  gentleman. 

MoUy.  Do  not,  dear  Sir,  suspect  my  Owen:  he  is  made 
of  a  gentler  nature. 

3/r.  Aps.  And  yet  I  have  heard  that  that  gentle  gen- 
tleman, when  he  was  at  London,  rumaged  all  the  play- 
bouses  for  mistresses :  nay,  you  yourself  have  heard  of 
^is  pranks  in  the  parish ;  did  lie  not  seduce  the  fiddler's 
daughter  ? 

Molly.  That  was  the  fiddler's  fault ;  you  know  he  sold 
his  daughter,  and  gave  a  receipt  for  the  money. 
Mr.  Aps.  Hath  he  not  made  mischief  between  several 

VOL.    II.  G 
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men  and  their  wives  P  And  do  yoa  not  know  that  he 
lusts  after  every  woman  he  sees,  though  the  poor  wretch 
does  not  look  as  if  he  was  quite  come  from  nurse  yet, 

MoUy.  Sure  angels  cannot  have  more  sweetness  in 
their  looks  than  he. 

Mr.  Aps.  Angels !  baboons !  these  are  the  creatures 
that  resemble  our  beaus  the  most.  If  they  have  any 
sweetness  in  them,  'tis  from  the  same  reason  that  an 
orange  hath.  Why  have  our  women  fresher  com- 
plexions and  more  health  in  their  countenances  here 
than  in  London,  but  because  we  have  fewer  beaus 
among  us;  in  that  I  will  have  you  think  no  more  of 
him ;  for  I  have  no  design  upon  him,  and  I  will  pre- 
vent his  designs  upon  you.  If  he  comes  here  any  more 
I  will  acquaint  his  mother. 

MoUy.  Be  first  assured  that  his  designs  are  not  honour- 
able, before  you  rashly  ruin  them. 

Mr.  Aps.  I  will  consent  to  no  clandestine  afiair.  Let 
the  great  rob  one  another,  and  us,  if  they  please ;  I  will 
show  them  the  poor  can  be  honest.  I  desire  only  to  pre- 
serve my  daughter,  let  them  preserve  their  son. 

MoUy.  0,  Sir,  would  you  preserve  your  daughter,  you 
must  preserve  her  love. 

AIE  XXI. 

So  deep  within  your  Molly's  heart, 

Her  Owen's  image  Hes, 
That  if  with  Owen  she  must  part. 

Your  wretched  daughter  dies. 
Thus  when  unto  the  soldier's  breast 

The  arrow  flies  too  sure. 
When  thence  its  fatal  point  you  wrest, 

Death  is  his  only  cure. 

Mr.   Aps.  Pugh,  pugh,    you  must    cure   one  love 
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another :  I  liave  a  new  sweetheart  for  you and  111 

throw  you  in  a  new  suit  of  clothes  into  the  bargain 

which,  I  can  tell  you,  is  enough  to  balance  the  affections 
of  women  of  much  higher  rank  than  yourself. 

Molly.  Nothing  can  recompence  the  loss  of  my 
Owen ;  and  as  to  what  he  loses  by  me,  my  behaviour 
shall  make  him  amends. 

Mr.  Aps.  Poor  girl !  how  ignorant  she  is  of  the  world ; 
but  httle  she  knows  that  no  qualities  can  make  amends 
for  the  want  of  fortune,  and  that  fortune  makes  sufficient 
amends  for  the  want  of  every  good  quaUty. 

MoUy.  My  dear    Owen,  I  am  sure,  will   think   other- 


AIE  XXTT.     Let  ambition  fire  the  mind. 

Happy  with  the  man  I  love, 

I'll  obsequious  watch  his  will ; 
Hottest  pleasures  I  shall  prove, 

While  his  pleasures  I  fulfil. 
Dames,  by  proudest  titles  known, 

Shall  desire  what  we  possess  ; 
And  while  they'd  less  happy  own 

Grandeur  is  not  happiness. 


Mr.  Aps.  I  will  hear  no  more — remember  what  I  have 
said,  and  study  to  be  dutiful — or  you  are  no  child  of 
mine. 

Molly.  Oh  1  unhappy  wretch  that  I  am :  I  must  have 
no  husband,  or  no  father— What  shall  I  do — or  whither 
shall  I  turn  ?  Love  pleads  strong  for  a  husband,  duty 
for  a  father— yes,  and  duty  for  a  husband  too— but  then 
what  is  one  who  is  already  so. — Well  then.  I  will  ante- 
date my  duty.  I  will  think  him  my  husband  before  he 
is  BO.     But  should  he  then  prove  false — and  when  I've 
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lost  my  father,  should  I  lose  my  husband  too,  that  is 
impossible — falsehood  and  he  are  incompatible. 

ATR  XXMl,    Sweet  are  the  charms. 

Beauties  shall  quit  their  darling  town. 

Lovers  shaU  leave  the  fragrant  shades. 
Doctors  upon  the  fee  shall  frown. 
Parsons  shall  hate  the  masquerades ; 
Nay,  ere  I  think  of  Owen  ill. 
Women  shall  leave  their  dear  quadrille. . 

SCENE  n. 

OWEN,  MOLLT. 

Owen.  My  dear  Molly,  let  not  the  reflection  on  my 
past  gaieties  give  thee  any  uneasiness ;  be  assured  I  have 
long  been  tir'd  with  variety,  and  I  find  after  all  the 
changes  I  have  run  through  both  of  women  and  clothes 
— a  man  hath  need  of  no  more  than  one  woman  and  one 
suit  at  a  time. 

AIE  XXIV.     Under  the  greenwood-tree. 

To  wanton  pleasures,  roving  charms, 

I  bid  a  long  adieu, 
While  wrapt  within  my  Molly's  arms, 

I  find  enough  in  you. 
By  houses  this,  by  horses  that, 

By  clothes  a  third's  undone. 
While  this  abides — the  second  rides. 

The  third  can  wear  but  one. 

MoUy.  My  dear,  I  will  believe  thee,  and  am  resolv'd 
from  Uiis  day  forward  to  run  all  the  hazards  of  my  life 
with  thee. — ^Let  thy  rich  parents  or  my  poor  parents  say 
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wliat  they  will,  let  us  henceforth  have  no  other  desire 
than  to  make  one  another  parents. 

Owen.  With  all  my  heart,  ray  dear ;  and  the  sooner 
we  begin  to  love — the  sooner  we  shall  be  so. 

Molly,  Begin  to  love !— Alas,  my  dear,  is  it  now  to 
begin? • 

Owen.  Not  the  theory  of  love,  my  angel— to  that  I 
have  long  been  an  apprentice ;  so  long  that  I  now  desire 
to  set  up  my  trade. 

Molly.  Let  us  then  to  the  parson — I  am  as  willing  to 
be  married  as  thou  art. 

Owen.  Why  the  parson,  my  dear  ? 

MoUy.  We  can't  be  married  without  him. — 

Owen.  No,  but  we  can  love  without  him ;  and  what 
have  we  to  do  with  marriage  while  we  can  love  ? — ^Mar- 
riage is  but  a  dirty  road  to  love — and  those  are  happiest 
■who  arrive  at  love  without  travelling  thro'  it. 


P 


AIR  XXV.     Dearest  charmer. 
Will  you  still  bid  me  tell. 
What  you  discern  so  well 
By  my  expiring  sighs, 
My  doating  eyes? 
Look  thro'  th'  instructive  grove. 
Each  object  prompts  to  love. 
Hear  how  the  turtles  coo, 
All  nature  tells  you  what  to  do. 


Molly.  Too  well  I  understand  you  now — No,  no,  how- 
ever dirty  the  road  of  marriage  be — I  will  to  love  no 
other  way — Alas !  there  is  no  other  way  but  one — and 
that  is  dirtier  still — None  travel  through  it  without 
sullying  their  reputations  beyond  the  possibility  of 
cleaning. 

Owen.  When  cleanliness  is  out  of  fashion,  who  would 
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desire  to  be  clean  ? — And  wheu  ladies  of  quality  appear 
with  dirty  reputations,  why  should  you  fear  a  little  spot 
on  yours  ? 

MoUy.  Ladies  of  quality  may  wear  bad  reputations  as 
well  as  bad  clothes,  and  be  adniir'd  in  both — but  women 
of  lower  rank  must  be  decent,  or  they  will  be  disre- 
garded ;  for  no  woman  can  pass  without  one  good 
quality,  unless  she  be  a  woman  of  very  great  quality. 

Owen.  You  judge  too  severely, — Nature  never  prompts 
U8  to  a  real  crime :  it  is  the  imposition  of  a  priest,  not 
nature's  voice,  which  bars  us  from  a  pleasure  allow'd  to 
every  beast  but  man — but  why  do  I  this  to  convince  thee 
by  arguments  of  what  thou  are  sufficiently  certain  ? 
Why  should  I  refute  your  tongue,  when  your  fond  eyes 
refute  it. 

ATR  XXVI.     Canny  Boatman. 

How  can  I  trust  your  words  precise, 

My  soft  desires  denying, 
When,  Oh  !  I  read  within  your  eyes, 
Your  tender  heart  complying. 

Your  tongue  may  cheat. 

And  with  deceit. 
Your  softer  wishes  cover ; 

But  Oh  !  your  eyes 

Know  no  disguise, 
Nor  ever  cheat  your  lover. 

Molly.  Away,  false  perjur'd  barbarous  wretch — is  this 
the  love  you  have  for  me,  to  undo  me to  ruin  me  ? 

Owen.  Oh !  do  not  take  on  thee  thus,  my  dear  Molly 
— I  would  sooner  ruin  myself  than  thee. 

MoEy.  Ay,  so  it  appears. — Oh  !  fool  that  I  was  to 
think  thou  could'st  be  constant  who  hast  ruin'd  so  many 
women — to  think  that  thou  ever  didst  intend  to  marry 
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me,  who  haet  long  been  practis'd  in  the  arts  of  seducing 
our  sex — Henceforth  I  will  sooner  think  it  possible  for 
butter  to  come  when  the  witch  is  in  the  churn — for  hay 
to  dry  in  the  rain— for  wheat  to  be  ripe  at  Christmas — ■ 
for  cheese  to  be  made  without  milk — for  a  barn  to  be 
free  from  mice — for  a  warren  to  be  free  from  rats — for  a 
cherry  orchard  to  be  free  from  blackbirds — or  for  a 
churchyard  to  be  free  from  ghosts,  as  for  a  young  man  to 
be  free  from  falsehood. 

Owen.  Be  not  eiu-ag'd,  my  sweetest  dear — Let  me  kiss 
away  thy  passion. 

Molly.  Avaunt — a  blight  is  in  thy  kiss — thy  breath  is 
tte  wind  of  wantonness — and  virtue  cannot  grow  near 
thee. 

AIR  XX^TI.     I'll  range  around. 
Since  you  so  base  and  faithless  be,  ^^^H 

And  would — without  marrying  me,  ^^H 

A  maid  I'll  go  to  Pluto's  shore,  "   ™ 

Nor  think  of  men  or — marriage  more. 
Otoen.  You'll    repent    that    resolution    before  you   get 

ha.lF-way She'll  go  pout  and  pine  away  half  an  hour 

by  herself,  then  relapse  into  a  fit  of  fondness,  and  be  all 
my  own. 

AIE  XXVni.     Chloe  is  false. 

Women  in  vain  love's  powerful  torrent 

With  unequal  strength  oppose  ; 
Reason  awhile  may  stem  the  strong  current, 
Love  still  at  last  her  soul  o'erflows; 
Pleasures  inviting, 
Passions  exciting, 
Her  lover  charms  her, 
Of  pride  disarms  her, 
Down  she  goes. 
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SCENE  in.     A  Field. 

BOBIN,  WILLIAM,  JOHN,  THOMAS. 

1 

f           wm. 

Here's   as   proper   a  place  as  can  be  for 

our 

I             business. 

Sob. 

The  sooner  the  better. 

John 

Come,  Thomas,  thou  and  I  will  not  be  idle. 

Tho. 

I'll  take    a  knock  or  two  for  love,  with  all 

my 

heart. 

AIR  XXIX.     Britons  strike  home. 

1 

wm. 

Eobin,  come  on,  come  on,  come  on, 
As  soon  as  you  please. 

I 

Sob. 

Will,  I  will  hit  thee  a  slap  in  the, 
Slap  in  the,  slap  in  the  face. 

■ 

wm. 

Would,  would  I  could  see  it, 
I  would  with  both  feet. 
Give  thee  such  a  kick  by  the  by. 

1 

Bob. 

If  you  dare,  Sir,  do.                             , 

wm. 

Why  do  not.  Sir,  you  ?                        , 

^^1 

Bob. 

I'm  ready,  I'm  ready. 

^^1 

wm. 

And  so  am  I,  too. 

Tho. 

You  must  fiffbt  to  some  other  tune,  or  you 

wiU 

never  fight  at  all. 

^ 

SCENE  IV. 

■ 

ROBIN,   WILLIAM,   JOHN,  THOMAS,  SUSAN. 

■ 

Sm. 

What  are  you  doing,  you  set  of  lazy  rascals? — 

Do  you 

consider  my  master  will  be  at  home  within  these 

two  hours,  and  find  nothing  ready  for  his  supper  ? 

1 

■ 

wm 

Let  master  come  when  he  will If  he  keeps      ^^| 

Eobin, 

I  am  free  to  go  as  soon  as  he  pleases  ;  Hobiu  and      ^^| 

1  will  not  live  in  one  house  together.                                        ^^| 

Sua. 

Why,  what's  the  matter  ?                                                  ^^1 

Rob. 

He    wanted   to   get  my  mistress  from  me,  that's      ^^H 

aU. 

^^1 

WiU. 

You  lie,  sirrah,  you  he.                                                      ^^M 

Bob. 

Who  do  you  call  liar,  you  blackhead  ? 1  say,      ^^| 

3roulie 

■ 

WiU. 

And  X  say  you  lie.                                                        ^^H 

Rob. 

And  you  lie.                                                                      ^^^^ 

WiU 

And  I  say  you  lie  again.                                                ^^^| 

Rob. 

The  devil  take  the  greatest  liar,  I  say.                         ^^^| 

Am  XXX.     Mother  quoth  Eodge.                       ^^| 

Sm. 

Oh  fie  upou't,  Eobin,  Oh  fie  upon't,  WiU,                    ^H 

What    language    hke   this,   what   scuUion   de-      ^H 

fames?                                                                    ^H 

'Twere  better  your  tongues  should  ever  be  still,      ^^| 

Than   always    be   scolding  and  calling  vile     ^^H 

names.                                                                ^^H 

Witt. 

'Twas  he  that  hes                                                ^^| 

Did  first  devise,                                                   ^^^ 

The  first  words  were  his,  and  the  last  shall  be 

mine. 

Sob. 

You  kiss  my  dog. 

'     WiU. 

You're  a  sly  dog. 

Mob. 

Loggerhead. 

WiU. 

Blockhead. 

Mob. 

Fool. 

WiU. 

Fox. 

Rob. 

Swine. 

WiU. 

Sirrah,  TU  make  you  repent  you  ever  quarrell'd 

*ith  rae — I  will  tell  my  master  of  two  silver  spoons  you 

90 


THE   GRUB-STREET  OPERA. 


stole — 111  discover  your  tricks — your  selling  of  glasB^, 
and  pretending  the  frost  broke  them — making  master 
brew  more  beer  than  he  needed,  and  then  giving  it  away 
to  your  own  family ;  especially  to  feed  the  great  swohi 
belly  of  that  fat-gutted  brother  of  yours — who  gets  drunk 
twice  a-day  at  master's  expence. 
Rob.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  And  is  this  all? 
WUl.  No,  sirrali,  it  is  not  all — then  there's  your  filing 
the  plate,  and  when  it  was  found  lighter,  pretended  that 
it  wasted  in  cleaning  ;  and  your  bills  for  tutty  and  rotten 
Btone,  when  you  us'd  nothing  but.  poor  whiting.  Sirrah, 
you  have  been  such  a  rogue,  that  you  have  stole  above 
half  my  master's  plate,  and  spoil'd  the  rest. 

Sus.  Fie  upon't.  William,  what  have  we  to  do  with 
master's  losses  ?  He  is  rich,  and  can  afford  it. — Don't 
let  us  quarrel  among  ourselves — let  us  stand  by  one 
another — for,  let  me  tell  you,  if  matters  were  to  be  too 
nicely  eicamined  into,  I  am  afraid  it  would  go  hard  with 

us    all Wise    servants    always    stick    close    to    one 

another,    like    plums    in    a    pudding    that's    overwetted, 
says  Susan  the  cook. 

John.  Or  horse  in  a  stable  that's  on  fire says  John 

the  groom. 

Tko.  Or  grapes  upon  a  wall  —  says  Thomas  the 
gardener. 

Sus.  Every  servant  should  be  sauce  to  his  fellow- 
servant as    sauce    disguises    the    fault  of  a   dish — so 

should  he  theirs. 0  Wilham,  were  we  all  to  have  our 

deserts,  we  should  be  finely  roasted  indeed, 

ATE  XXXI.     Dame  of  Honour. 
A  wise  man  others'  faults  conceals 

His  own  to  get  more  clear  of; 
While  foUy  all  she  knows  reveals, 

Sure  what  she  does  to  hear  of. 
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The  parson  and  the  lawyer's  blind, 

Each  to  his  brother's  erring 

For  should  you  search,  he  knows  you'd  find 

No  barrel  the  better  herring. 

ATR  XXSH.      We  have  cheated  the  parson. 
Hob.  Here  stands  honest  Bob,  who  ne'er  in  his  Ufa 
Was  known  to  be  guilty  of  faction  and  strife. 
But  Oh  what  can 
Appease  the  man. 
Who  would  rob  me  of   both  my  place  and  my 
wife. 
Will.  If  you  prove  it,  1  will  be  hang'd,  and  that's  fair. 
Rob.  I've  that  in  my  pocket  will  make  it  appear. 
Will.  Pry'thee  what  ? 

Rob.  Ask  you  that, 

When  you  know  you  have  written  against  me  so 
flat. 
Bere  is  your  hand,  tho'  there  is  not  your  name  to  it— is 
Hot  this  your  hand,  Sir  ? 

Will.  I  don't  think  it  worth  my  while  to  tell  you 
Whether  it  is  or  no. 

Mob.  Was  it  not  enough  to  try  to  supplant  me  in  my 
place,  but  you  mast  try  to  get  ray  mistress  ? 

Will.  Tour  mistress — ^any  man  may  have  your  mistress 
that  can  outbid  you,  for  it  is  very  weE  known  you  never 
had  a  mistress  without  paying  for  her. 

Hob.  But  perhaps  you  may  find  me  too  cunning  for 
you,  and  while  you  are  attempting  my  place,  you  may 
loee  your  own. 

ATR   X  xYTTT      Bark,  hark,  the  cock  croics. 
Will.  When  master  thinks  fit, 
I  am  ready  to  quit 

A  place  I  80  Uttle  regard,  Sir ; 
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For  while  thou  art  here, 
No  merit  must  e'er 

Expect  to  find  any  reward,  Sir. 
The  groom  that  is  able 
To  manage  hia  stable, 

Of  places  enough  need  not  doubt,  Sir  ; 
But  you,  my  good  brother, 
Will  scarce  find  another, 

K  master  should  e'er  turn  you  out,  Sir. 
Stis.  If  you  can't  be  friends  without  it,  you  had  best 
fight  it  out  once  for  all. 

WiU.  Ay so  say  I. 

Mob.  No,  no,  I  am  for  no  fighting ;  it  is  but  a  word 
and  a  blow  with  William ;  he  would  set  the  whole 
parish  together  by  the  ears,  if  he  could;  and  it  is  very 
well  known  what  difficulties  I  have  been  put  to  to  keep 
peace  in  it. 

Will.  I  suppose   peaee-raaking  is  one   of  the   secret 

services  you  have   done   master for  they  are  such 

secrets,  that  your  friend  the  devil  can  hardly  discover — 
and  whence  does  your  peace-making  arise,  but  from  your 
fears  of  getting  a  black  eye,  or  bloody  nose,  in  the 
squabble  ? — for  if  you  could  set  the  whole  parish  a 
boxing,  without  boxing  yourself,  it  is  well  known  you 

would   do   it,  sirrah,  sirrah ^had   your  love    for    the 

tenants  been  the  occasion  of  your  peace-making,  as  you 
call  it,  you  would  not  be  always  making  master  so  hard 
upon  them  in  every  court ;  and  prevent  him  giving 
them  the  fat  ox  at  Christmas,  on  pretence  of  good 
husbandry. 

Rob.  Yours  you  have  a  great  love  for,  mastra*,  we 
know  by  your  driving  to  inch,  aa  you  do,  sirrah.  You 
are  such  a  headstrong  devil,  that  you  will  overturn  the 
coach  one  day  or  other,  and  break  both  master  and  mis- 
tress's necks  ;  it  is  always  neck  or  nothing  with  you. 
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Sus.  Oh  fie !  William,  pray  let  me  be  the  mediator 
between  you. 

Rob.  Ay,  ay,  let  Susan  be  the  mediator,  I'll  refer  my 
cause  to  any  one — it  is  equal  to  me. 

Wili.  No,  no,  I  shall  not  refer  an  affair,  wherein  my 
honour  is  so  concerned,  to  a  woman. 

AIR  XXXIV.     Of  a  noble  race  was  Shinken. 

Good  madam  Cook,  the  greasy. 
Pray  leave  your  saucy  bawling, 

Let  all  your  toil 

Be  to  make  the  pot  boil, 
For  that's  your  proper  calling. 

With  men  as  wise  as  Robin, 

A  female  judge  may  pass,  Sir ; 
For  where  the  grey  mare 
I  Is  the  better  horse,  there 

I  The  horse  is  but  an  ass,  Sir. 


BOBIN,  TBOHAS,   BUSAN. 

Sus.  Saucy  fellow. 

Tko.  I  suppose  he  is  gone  to  inform  master  against 
you. 

Hob.  Let  him  go,  I  am  too  well  with  Madam  to  fear 
any  mischief  he  can  make  with  master. — And  harkye, 
between  you  and  I,  Madam  won't  suffer  me  to  be  turn'd 

out you  heard  William  upbraid  me  with  stealing  the 

beer  for  my  own  family  ;  but  she  knows  half  of  it  hath 
gone  to  her  own  private  cellar,  where  she  and  the  parson 
sit  and  drink,  and  meditate  ways  to  propagate  rehgion  in 
the  parish 


94 


TEE   GRUB-STREET  OPERA. 


Sits.  Don't  Speak  against  Madam,  Robin she  is  an 

exceeding  good  woman  to  her  own  servants. 

Rob.  Ay,  ay,  to  us  upper  servants — we  that  keep  the 

keys  fare  well  enough and  for  the  rest,  let  them 

starve  for  Kobin. It's  the  way  of  the  world,  Susan  ; 

the  heads  of  all  professions  thrive,  while  the  others 
starve. 

AUt  XXXV.     Pierofs  tune. 

Glreat  courtiers  palaces  contain, 

While  small  ones  fear  the  gaol, 
Great  parsons  riot  in  champagne. 

Small  parsons  sot  on  ale  ; 
Great  whores  in  coaches  gang, 
Smaller  misses, 
For  their  kisses, 
Are  in  Bridewell  bang'd  ; 
While  in  vogue, 
Lives  the  great  rogue, 
Small  rogues  are  by  dozens  hang'd. 


SUSAN,  SWEET1S3A. 

Sweet.  Oh  brave  Susan !  what,  you  are  resolved  to 
keep  open  doings :  when  a  woman  goes  without  the 
precincts  of  virtue,  she  never  knows  where  to  stop. 


AIR  XXXVI.  Counti-y  garden. 

Virtue  within  a  woman's  heart. 
By  nature's  hand  is  ramm'd  in. 

There  must  be  kept  by  steady  art, 
Like  water  when  its  damm'd  in. 
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But  the  dam  once  broken, 

Past  all  revoking. 
Virtue  flies  off  in  a  minute  ; 

Like  a  river  left, 

Of  water  bereft, 
Each  man  may  venture  in  it. 

Sua.  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  want  of  capacity, 
Madam,  but  I  don't  know  what  you  mean. 

Sweet.  Tour  capacity  is  too  capacious Madam. 

Su9.  Your  method  of  talking,  Madam,  is  something 
dark. 

Stffeet.  Tour  method  of  acting  is  darker,  Madam. 

Sua.  I  dare  appeal  to  the  whole  world  for  the  justi- 
fication of  my  actions.  Madam  ;  and  I  defy  any  one  to 
say  my  fame  is  more  sullied  than  my  plates,  Madam. 

Sweet.  Your  pots  you  mean Madam :    if  you   are 

hke  any  plates,  it  is  soup-plates,  which  any  man  may  put 
his  spoon  into. 

Sub.  Me,  Madam. 

Sweet.  You,  Madam. 


AIE  XXXVn.     Dainty  Davy. 

Sut.  What  the  devil  mean  you  thus 

Scandal  scattering. 
Me  bespattering. 
Dirty  slut,  and  ugly  puss. 
What  can  be  your  meaning  ? 
Sweet.  Had  you,  Madam,  not  forgot, 

When  with  Bob  you you  know  what. 

Surely,  Madam,  you  would  not. 
Twice  enquire  my  meaning. 

There,  read  that  letter,  and  be  satisfied  how  base  you 
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have  been  to  a  woman,  to  whom  you  have  professed  a 
friendship. 

Sua.  What  do  you  mean  by  offering  rae  a  letter  to 
read  ?  when  you  know 

Sweet.  When  I  know  you  writ  it.  Madam. 

Sua.  When  you  know  I  can  neither  write  nor  read, 
Madam. — It  was  my  parents'  fault,  not  mine,  that  gave 
me  not  a  better  education ;  and  if  you  had  not  been 
taught  to  write,  you  would  have  been  no  more  able 
to  write  than  myself— the'  you  barbarously  upbraid  me 
with  what  is  not  my  fault. 

Sweet.  How  ? — and  is  it  possible  you  can  neither  read 
nor  write  ? 

Sus.  Possible  ! — why  should  it  be  impossible  for  a 
servant  not  to  be  able  to  write — when  so  many  gentle- 
men can't  spell 

Sweet.  Here  is  your  name  to  a  love  letter,  which  is 
directed  to  Robin — wherein  you  complain  of  his  having 
left  you,  after  he  had  enjoy 'd  you. , 

Sus.  Enjoy'd  me  !  l^g 

Sweet.  It  is  so  I  assure  you.- 


Stis.  If  ever  I  had  anything  to  say  to  Eobin- 
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but  as  one  fellow  servant  might  say  to  another  fellow- 
servant,  may  my  pot  ne'er  boil  again. 

Sweet.  I  am  sorry  you  cannot  read,  that  you  might 
see  the  truth  of  what  I  say,  that  you  might  read  Susan 
Koastmeat  in  plain  letters ;  and  if  you  did  not  write 
it  yourself,  sure  the  devil  must  have  writ  it  for  you. 

Sii3.  I  think  I  have  said  enough  to  satialy  you, — and 
as  much  as  is  consistent  with  my  honour. 

Sweet,  You  have,  indeed,  to  satisfy  me  of  your  inno- 
cence  nor  do  I  think  it  inconsistent  with  my  honour 

to  assure  you  I  am  sorry  I  said  what  I  said — I  do,  and 
humbly  ask  your  pardon.  Madam. 

Sus.  Dear  Madam,  this  acknowledgment  from   you  i%«  i 
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sufficient — Oh !  Sweetissa,   Iiad   I  been  one  of  those,   I 
might  have  had  to  do  with  my  young  master. 

Sweet.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  we  might   all   have  had 
to  do  with  my  young  master ;  that  argues  little  in  your 

defence but  this  I  am  assured  of — if  you  cannot  write 

at  all — you  did  not  write  the  letter. 

Am  XXXVin.     Valentine's  day. 

A  woman  must  her  honour  save, 

While  she's  a  virgin  found  ; 
And  he  can  hardly  be  a  knave 

Who  is  not  worth  a  pound. 

On  horseback  he  who  cannot  ride, 

On  horseback  did  not  rob ; 
And  since  a  pen  you  cannot  guide, 

You  never  wrote  to  Bob. 


OWEN  AND   MR.    AP3H0NES. 

Mr.  Apa.  I  desire  not,  Mr.  Owen,  that  you  would 
marry  my  daughter  ;  I  had  rather  see  her  married  to  one 

of  her  own  degree. 1  had  rather  have  a  set  of  fine 

healthy  grandchildren  ask  me  blessing,  than  a  poor  puny 
breed  of  half-begotten  brats — that  inherit  the  diseases  as 
well  as  the  titles  of  their  parents. 

Owen.  Pshaw,  pshaw,  master  Apshones,  these  are  the 
narrow  sentiments  of  such  old  fellows  as  you,  that  have 
either  never  known  or  forgotten  the  world,  that  think 
their  daughters  going  out  of  the  world,  if  they  go  five 

.miles  from  them and  had  rather  see  them  walk  a  foot 

at  home  than  ride  in  a  coach  abroad. 
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Mr.  Aps.  I  would  not  see  her  ride  in  her  coacsh  this 
year,  to  see  her  ride  in  an  hearse  the  next. 

Owen.  You  may  never  arrive  to  that  honour,  good 
Sir. 

Mr.  Aps.  I  would  not  advise  you  to  attempt  bringing 

any  dishonour  on  us that  may  not  be  so  safe  as  you 

imagine. 

Owen.  So  safe. 

Mr.  Aps.  No,  not  so  safe.  Sir. 1  have  not  lost  my 

spirit  with  my  fortune ;  I  am  your  father's  tenant,  but 

not  his  slave. Tho'  you  have  ruin'd  many  poor  girls 

with  impunity,  you  may  not  always  succeed  so for, 

let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  whoever  brings  dishonour  on  me, 
shall  bring  ruin  on  himself. 

Owen.  Ha — ha — ha ! 

Mr.  Aps.  I  believe  both  Sir  Owen  and  her  ladyship 
too  good  people  to  suffer  you  in  these  practices,  were 
they  acquainted  with  them Sir  Owen  hath  still  be- 
haved as  the  best  of  landlords ;  he  knows  a  landlord 
should  protect,  not  prey  on  his  tenants — should  be  the 
shepherd,  not  the  wolf  to  his  flock— but  one  would  have 
thought,  you  imagin'd  we  lived  under  that  barbarous 
custom — I  have  read  of — when  the  landlord  was  entitled 
to  the  maidenheads  of  all  his  tenants'  daughters. 

Owen.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  thou  art  a  very  ridiculous,  comical, 
odd  sort  of  an  old  feUow,  faith. 

Mr.  Aps.  It  is  very  likely  you  and  I  may  appear  in 
the  same  light  to  one  another. — Your  dress  would  have 
made  as  ridiculous  a  figure  in  my  young  days,  as  mine 
does  now.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  that  plastering 
upon  your  wigs  ?  unless  you  would  insinuate  that  your 
brains  lie  on  the  outside  of  your  heads. 

Owen.  Your  daughter  likes  our  dress,  if  you  don't. 

Mr.  Aps.  I  desire  you  would  spare  my  daughter.  Sir, 
— I  shall  take  as  much  care  of  her  as  I  can, — and  iSf 
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you  should  prevail  on  her  to  her  ruin,  be  assured  your 
father's  estate  should  not  secure  you  from  my  revenge. — 
Tou  should  find  that  the  true  spirit  of  English  Hberty 
•cknowledges  no  superior  equal  to  oppression. 

Otcen.  The  true  spirit  of  English  Hberty — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
— thou  art  not  the  first  father,  or  husband,  that  hath 
bluster 'd  in  this  manner,  and  been  afterwards  as  quiet  as 
a  lamb. — He  were  a  fine  gallant,  indeed,  who  would  be 
■topt  in  the  pursuit  of  his  mistress,  by  the  threatenings 
of  her  relations. — Not  that  I  should  care  to  venture,  if  I 
thought  the  fellow  in  earnest — but  your  heroes  in  words 
are  never  so  in  deeds. 


AIE  XYxix.     J/y  Chloe,  why  do  you  slight  me ? 

The  whore  of  fame  is  jealous. 

The  coward  would  seem  brave ; 
For  we  are  still  most  zealous 
What  most  we  want  to  have. 

The  madman  boasts  his  senses. 
And  he,  whose  chief  preteuce  is 
To  liberty's  defence,  is 
Too  oft  the  greatest  slave. 


SCENE  Yin. 

OWEN  AND  MOLLY. 

Owen.  She  here! 

Afol.  Cruel,  dost  thou  fly  me  ?  am  I  become  hateful  in 
thy  Mght  ? — are  all  thy  wicked  vows  forgotten  P  for  sure 
if  thou  didst  even  remember  them,  they  would  obUge 
thee  to  another  behaviour. 

Owen.  Can  you  blame  me  for  obeying  your  commands 
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in  shunning  you  ?    Sure  you  have  forgotten  your  last 
YOWs,  never  to  see  rae  more. 

MoL  Alas !  you  know  too  well  that  I  am  as  insincere 
in  every  repulse  to  you  as  you  have  been  in  your  ad- 
vances to  me.  How  unjustly  do  men  accuse  us  of  using 
a  lover  ill,  when  we  are  no  sooner  in  his  power  than  he 
uses  us  so  ? 

AIE  XL.     Si/lvia  my  dearest. 

Cruellest  creature,  why  have  you  woo'd  r 
Why  thus  pursu'd  me, 

Into  love's  snare  ? 
While  I  was  cruel 
I  was  your  jewel; 

Now  I  am  kind,  you  bid  me  despair. 

Nature's  sweet  flowers 

Warm  seasons  nourish, 
In  summer  flourish. 

Winter's  their  bane : 
Love,  against  nature 

Check'd,  grows  the  greater ; 
And  best  is  nourish'd  with  cold  disdain. 


Oicen.  How  canst  thou  wrong  me  so,  my  dear 
Molly  ?  Your  father  hath  been  here,  and  insulted  me 
in  the  rudest  manner;  but  no twiths landing  that  I  am 
resolved 

Mol.  To  fulfil  your  promise  and  marry  me. 

Owen.  Why  dost  thou  mention  that  hateful  word? 
That,  that  is  the  cruel  frost  which  nips  the  flower  of 
love.  Politeness  is  not  a  greater  enemy  to  honesty,  nor 
quadrille  to  common  sense,  than  marriage  is  to  love. 
They  are  fire  and  water,  and  cannot  Uve  together.     Mar- 


TBE  GRUB-STREET  OPERA,  lUl 

liage  is  the  only  thing  thou  shouldst  ask.  that  I  would 
not  grant. 

MoL  And  till  you  grant  that,  I  will  grant  nothiag  else. 

Ou-en.  It  is  for  your  sake  I  would  not  marry  you  ,  for 
I  could  never  love,  if  I  was  confined  to  it. 

AIE  XLI. 

How  happy 's  the  swain, 

Whom  beauty  firing, 

All  admiring. 

All  desiring, 

Never  desiring  in  vain. 

How  happy  to  rove 

Thro'  sweetest  bowers. 

And  cull  the  flowers. 

In  the  delicious  garden  of  love. 

How  wretched  the  soul. 

Under  controul. 

To  one  poor  choice  confin'd  a  while, 

Wanton  it  exerts  the  lass, 

No,  no,  let  the  joys  of  my  life, 

Like  the  years  in  circles  roll. 
But  since  you  are  so  ungrateful. 
Since  my  service  is  so  hateful. 

Willing  I  my  place  forsake. 

Mol.  He's  gone !  he's  lost  for  ever !  irrevocably  lost : 
Oh  !  virtue !  where 's  thy  force  ?  where  are  those  thou- 
sand charms  that  we  are  told  to  lie  in  thee,  when  lovers 
cannot  see  them  ?  Should  Owen  e'er  return,  should  he 
renew  his  entreaties,  I  fear  his  success ;  for  I  find  every 
day  love  attains  more  and  more  ground  of  virtue. 


•     t 
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When  love  is  lodg'd  within  the  heart, 
/;• '  Poor  virtue  to  the  outworks  flies, 

The  tongue  in  thunder  takes  its  part, 
And  darts  in  lightning  from  the  eyes. 
From  lips  and  eyes  with  gested  grace. 

In  vain  she  keeps  out  charming  him. 
For  love  will  find  some  weaker  place. 

To  let  the  dear  invader  in. 


ACT  m.    SCENE  I. 


SCENE,   SIB  OWEN  APSHINKEN'S  ffotlSe. 

SIB  OWEN,  smoking. 

What  a  glorious  creature  was  he  who  first  discovered 
the  use  of  tobacco ! the  industrious  retires  from  busi- 
ness  the  voluptuous  from  pleasure ^the  lover  from 

a  cruel  mistress the  husband  from  a  curs'd  wife 

and  I  from  all  the  world  to  my  pipe. 


AIE  XLni.     Freemason's  tune. 

Let  the  learn'd  talk  of  books, 

The  glutton  of  cooks, 
The  lover  of  Celia's  soft  smack-o  ; 

No  mortal  can  boast 

So  noble  a  toast, 
As  a  pipe  of  accepted  tobacco. 
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Let  the  soldier  for  fame, 

And  a  general's  name, 
In  battle  get  many  a  thwack-o ; 

Let  who  will  have  most, 

Who  will  rule  the  roast, 
Give  me  but  a  pipe  of  tobacco. 

Tobacco  gives  wit 

To  the  dullest  old  cit, 
And  makes  him  of  politics  crack-o  ; 

The  lawyers  i'  th'  hall 

Were  not  able  to  bawl, 
Were  it  not  for  a  whiff  of  tobacco. 

The  man  whose  chief  glory 

Is  telling  a  story. 
Had  never  arrived  at  the  knack-o. 

Between  ev'ry  heying, 

And  as  I  was  saying, 
Did  he  not  lake  a  whiff  of  tobacco. 

The  doctor  who  places 

Much  skill  in  grimaceB, 
And  feels  your  pulse  running  tick-tackna  ; 

Would  you  know  his  chief  skill  ? 

It  is  only  to  fill. 
And  smoke  a  good  pipe  of  tobacco. 


The  courtiers  alone 

To  this  weed  are  not  prone  ; 
Would  you  know  what  'tis  makes  them  so  slack-o ! 

'Twas  because  it  inclin'd 

To  be  honest  the  mind. 
And  therefore  they  banish'd  tobacco. 
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SIE  OWEN   AND   LADY  APSHINKKN. 

Lady  Ap.  It  is  very  hard,  ray  dear,  that  I  must  be 
&n  eternal  slave  to  my  family ;  that  the  moment  my 
back  is  turned  every  thing  goes  to  rack  and  manger ; 
that  you  will  take  no  care  upon  yourself,  like  a  sleepy 
good-for-nothing  drone  as  you  are. 

Sir  Otcm.  My  wife  is  a  very  good  wife,  only  a  little 
inclin'd  to  talking.  If  she  had  no  tongue,  or  I  had  no 
ears,  we  should  be  the  happiest  couple  in  Wales. 

Lady  Ap.  Sir  Owen  !  Sir  Owen  !  it  is  very  well  known 
what  offers  I  refus'd,  when  I  married  you. 

Sir  Owen.  Yes,  my  dear,  it  is  very  well  known, 
indeed — I  have  heard  of  it  often  enough  in  conscience. — 
But  of  this  I  am  confident — if  you  had  ever  had  a  better 
offer,  you  knew  your  own  interest  too  well  to  have 
refus'd  it. 

Lady  Ap.  Ungrateful  man  1 — If  I  have  shewn  that 
I  know  the  value  of  money,  it  has  been  for  your  interest 
as  well  as  mine  ;  and  let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  when  ever  my 
conscience  hath  struggled  with  my  interest,  she  hath 
always  got  the  better. 

Sir  Oicm.  "Why  possibly  it  may  be  so — for  I  am  sure 
which  ever  side  your  tongue  is  of,  will  get  the  better. — 
And  harkye,  my  dear,  I  fancy  your  conscience  and  your 
tongue  lie  very  near  together. — As  for  your  interest,  it 
lies  too  near  your  heart  to  have  any  intercourse  with 
your  tongue. 

Lady  Ap.  Methinks,  Sir  Owen,  you  should  be  the  last 
who  reflected  on  me  for  scolding  your  servants. 

Sir  Owen.  So  I  would,  if  you  would  not  scold  at 
me. — Vent  your  ill-nature  on  all  the  parish,  let  me  and 
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my  tobacco  alone,  and  I  care  not :  but  a  scolding  wife  I 
to  me  is  a  walking  basa-riol  out  of  tune. 

Lady  Ap.  Sir,  Sir,  a  drunken  husband  is  a  bad  fiddle-  I 
stick  to  that  bass-viol,  never  able  to  put  her  into  tune,  I 
nor  to  play  any  tune  upon  her. 

Sir  Owen.  A  scolding  wife  is  rosin  to  that  fiddle-stick, 
continually  rubbing  it  up  to  play,  tiU  it  wear  out. 

AIR  XLIV.     Tenant  of  my  own. 

Of  all  bad  sorts  of  wives 
The  scolds  are  sure  the  worst. 
With  a  hum  drum,  scum,  hurry  scurry  scum, 
Would  I'd  a  cuckold  been. 
Ere  I  had  been  accurst 
With  your  hum,  drum,  &c. 

Would  he  have  curst  mankind 

(If  Juno's  drawn  to  life) 
When  Jupiter  Pandora  sent. 
He  should  have  sent  his  wife, 
With  her  hum  drum,  &c. 


LADY  APSHIKKEN   AXD  SUSAN. 

Lady  Ap.  Go  thy  ways,  for  an  errant  knight  as  thou 
art. — So,  Susan,  what  brings  you  ? 

Sus.  The  bill  of  fare.  Madam. 

Lady  Ap.  The  bill  of  fare !  this  looks  more  like  a  bill 
for  a  month  than  a  day. 

Sim.  Master  hath  invited  several  of  the  tenants  to-day, 
Madam. 

Lady  Ap.  Yes,  I  am  acquainted  with  your  master's 
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generosity — he  would  keep  a  tenant's  table  by  his  con- 
sent.— On  my  conscience,  he  would  saGTer  some  of  the 
poorer  tenants  to  eat  more  than  their  rent  out. 

Sus.  Heaven  bless  him  for  such  goodness  ! 

Lady  Ap.  This  sirloin  of  beef  may  stand,  only  cut  off 
half  of  it  for  to-morrow it  ia  too  big  for  one  dish. 

Sits.  O  dear  Madam !  it  is  a  thousand  pities  to  cut  it. 

Lady  Ap.  Pshaw  1  I  tell  you  no  polite  people  suffer 
a  large  disli  to  come  to  their  table. — I  have  seen  an 
entertainment  of  three  courses,  where  the  substance  of 
the  whole  would  not  have  made  half  a  sirloin  of  beef. 

Sus.  The  devil  take  such  politeness,  I  say. 

Lady  Ap.  A  goose  roasted — very  well ;  take  particular 
care  of  the  giblets,  they  bear  a  very  good  price  in  the 
market.  Two  brace  of  partridges — ^I'U  leave  out  one 
of  them.  An  apple-pie  with  quinces — why  quinces, 
when  you  know  quinces  are  so  dear  P — There ;  and  for 
the  rest,  do  you  keep  it,  and  let  me  have  two  dishes  a 
day,  till  it  is  out. 

Sus.  Why,  Madam,  half  the  provision  will  stink  at 
that  rate. 

Lady  Ap.  Then  they  will  eat  the  less  of  it. — I  know 
some  good  housewives  that  never  buy  any  other,  for  it 
is  always  cheap,  and  will  go  the  farther. 

Sua.  So,  as  the  smell  of  the  old  EngUsli  hospitality 
us'd  to  invite  people  in,  that  of  the  present  is  to  keep 
them  away. 

Lady  Ap.  Old  English  hospitality  1  Oh,  don't  name 
it,  I  am  sick  at  the  sound. 

Sus.  Would  I  had  liv'd  in  those  days ! — I  wish  I  had 
been  bom  a  cook  in  an  age  when  there  was  some  business 
for  one !  before  we  had  learnt  this  French  politeness,  and 
been  taught  to  dress  our  meat  by  nations  that  have  no 
meat  to  dress. 
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AIR  XLV.     The  king's  old  courtier. 

When  mighty  roast  beef  was  the  Englishman's  food, 

It  ennobled  our  hearts  and  enriched  our  blood. 

Our  soldiers  were  brave  and  our  courtiers  were  good. 

Oh  the  roast  beef  of  England, 

And  old  England's  roast  beef  I 

But  since  we  have  learnt  from  all- conquering  France, 
To  eat  their  ragouts  as  well  as  to  dance, 
Oh  what  a  fine  figure  we  make  in  romance  ! 

Oh  the  roast  beef  of  England, 

And  old  England's  roast  beef ! 

Lady  Ap.  Servants  are  continually  jealous  of  the  least  ' 
thrift  of  a  master  or  mistress ;  they  are  never  easy  but  J 
when  they  observe  extravagance. 


SCENE  rv. 


LADY  AP8HINKEN    AND  PUZZLETEXT. 
AIE  XLVI.     Oh  Jenny,  Oh  Jenny. 

Lady  Ap.  Oh  doctor.  Oh  doctor,  where  hast  thou  been  ? 
Sure  woman  was  never  like  me  perplext  1 
I  have  been  chiding : 
Puz.  I  have  been  riding, 

And  meditating  upon  my  text. 
Lady  Ap.  I    wish   you  would   give    us    a   sermon  on 
charity,  that  my  servants  might  know  that  it  ia  no  charity 
to  indulge  in  a  voluptuous  appetite. 

Puz.  There   is.  Madam,  as   your   ladyship  very  well 

knows,  a  religious  charity,  and  irreligious  charity. 

Now  the  religious  charity  teaches  us  rather  to  starve  the 
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belly  of  our  friend,  than  feed  it.  Verily,  starving  is 
voluptuous  food  for  a  sinful  constitution. 

Lady  Ap.  I  wish,  doctor,  when  you  go  next  to  London, 
you  would  buy  me  up,  at  the  clieapest  rates,  all  the 
books  upon  charity  that  have  been  publish 'd. 

Puz.  I  have  a  treatise.  Madam,  which  I  shall  shortly 
publish,  which  will  comprehend  the  whole.  It  will  be 
writ  in  Latin,  and  dedicated  to  your  ladyship. 

Lady  Ap.  Any  thing  for  the  encouragement  of  reli- 
gion.  1  am  a  great  admirer  of  the  Latin  language.— 

I  believe,  doctor,  I  now  understand  Latin  as  well  as 
English. — But  oh,  doctor!  it  gives  me  pain,  verj'  great 
pain,  that  notwithstanding  all  our  endeavours,  there 
should  yet  remain  so  many  wicked  people  in  our  parish. 

One  of  the  tenants,  the  other  day,  abns'd  his  wife  in 

the  most  terrible  manner.  Shall  I  never  make  them  use 
their  wives  tolerably  ? 

ATE  XLVn. 

Lady  Ap.  Ah,  doctor !  I  long,  much  as  misers  for  pelf, 

To  see  the  whole  parish  as  good  as  myself. 
Puz.  Ah,  Madam  !  your  ladyship  need  not  to  doubt. 

But  that  by  my  sermons  will  be  soon  brought 
about. 
Lady  Ap.  Ah,  man !  can  your  sermons  put  them  in  the 
right  way. 
When  not  one  in  ten  e'er  hears  what  you  say  ? 
Puz.  Ah,  Madam  !  your  ladyship  need  not  to  fear, 

If  you  make  them  pay,  but  I'll  make    them 
hear. 
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SCENE  V. 

To  them  robin. 

AIE   XLVm.     In  Porus. 

Roll.        Some  confounded  planet  reigning. 
Surely  hath,  beyond  explaining, 
Your  sex  beguiled, 
Sense  defiled, 
Sense  awry  led 
To  mistake : 
I  should  wonder, 
Could  you  blunder 
Thus  awake. 
But  if  your  ahnighty  wit 
Me  for  William  will  quit, 
E'en  brew  as  you  bake. 

Lady  Ap.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Roh.  Is  your  ladyship  a  stranger  to  it  then  ? — Madam, 
don't  you  know  that  I  am  to  be  turn'd  away,  and  William 
made  butler  ? 

Lady  Ap.  How ! 

Rob.  Nay,  I  assure  your  ladyship  it  is  true.  I  just 
now  receiv'd  a  message  from  master,  to  give  an  account 
of  the  plate — and  perhaps  I  shall  give  a  better  account 
than  William  would,  had  he  been  butler  as  long  as  I 
have. 

Lady  Ap.  I  am  out  of  all  patience ;  I'll  to  Sir  Owen 
this  moment — I  will  see  whether  I  am  a  cypher  in  this 
house  or  no. 

Puz.  Harkye,  Mr.  Robin,  you  are  safe  enough — ^her 
ladyship  is  your  friend. — So  go  you  and  send  me  a  bottle 
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of  good  wine  into  my  room,  for  I  am  a  very  good  friend 
of  yours. 

SCENE  VI.  ^ 

KOBIN  solus.  • 

It  IB  not  that  I  intend  to  live  long  in  the  family — but  I 
don't  care  to  be  turn'd  away. — I  would  give  warning 
myself,  and  if  this  storm  blows  over,  I  will. — Thanks  to 
my  industry,  I  have  made  a  shift  to  get  together  a 
little  comfortable  subsistence  for  the  rest  of  my  days. — 
I'U  purchase  some  little  snug  farm  in  Wales  of  about 
a  hundred  a  year,  and  retire  with — ha  ! — with  whom 
shall  I  retire,  since  Sweetissa's  false  ? — What  avails  it 
to  me  that  I  can  purchase  an  estate,  when  I  cannot 
purchase  happiness  F 

AIK  XT.TX.     Cupid,  God  of  pleasing  anguish. 

What  avail  large  sums  of  treasure, 
But  to  purchase  suniR  of  pleasure, 

But  your  wishes  to  obtain  ? 
Poor  the  wretch  whole  worlds  possessing, 
While  his  dearest  darling  blessing 

He  must  sigh  for  still  in  vain. 

SCENE  vn. 

KOBIN    AND   3WEEri3SA. 

Rob.  Where  is  my  wealth,  when  the  cabinet  "r^Fa^ 
lock'd  up  in  is  broke  open  and  plunder'd  ? 

Sweet.  He's  here ! — love  would  blow  me  like  a  whirl- 
wind to  his  arras,  did  not  the  string  of  honour  pull  me 
back — Honour,  that  forces  more  hes  from  the  mouth  of 
a  woman,  than  gold  does  from  the  mouth  of  a  lawyer. 
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ffoft.  See  where  she  stands!  the  false,  the  perjur'd  she. 
— Yet,  guilty  as  she  is,  she  would  be  dearer  to  my  soul 
thaa  light — did  not  my  honour  interpose— My  honour, 
which  cannot  suffer  me  to  wed  a  whore.  I  must  part 
with  honour,  or  with  her — and  a  servant  without  honour 
is  a  wretch  indeed ! — How  happy  are  men  of  quality, 
who  cannot  lose  their  honour,  do  what  they  will  ? — Right 
honour  is  tried  in  roguery,  as  gold  is  in  the  fire,  and 
comes  out  still  the  same. 

ATR  L.     Dame  of  honour. 

Nice  honour  by  a  private  man 

With  zeal  must  be  maintained  ! 
For  soon  'tis  lost,  and  never  can 

By  any  be  regained. 
But  once  right  honourable  grown, 

He's  then  its  rightful  owner  ; 
For  though  the  worst  of  rogues  he's  known, 

He's  still  a  man  of  honour. 

Steeet.  I  wish  I  could  impute  this  blindness  of  yours 
to  love.  But,  alas !  love  would  see  me,  not  my  faults. 
You  see  my  faults,  not  me. 

Rob.  I  wish  it  were  possible  to  see  you  faultless — but 
alas !  you  are  so  hemm'd  in  with  faults,  one  must  see 
through  them  to  come  at  you. 

Stceet.  I  know  of  none,  but  loving  you  too  well. 

Rob.  That  may  be  one,  perhaps,  if  you  were  great 
with  William. 

Sweet  Oh  Robin !  if  thou  art  resolv'd  to  be  false,  do 
not,  I  beseech  thee,  do  not  let  thy  malice  conspire  to  ruin 
my  reputation. 

Rob.  There,  Madam,  read  that  letter  once  more,  then 
bid  me  be  tender  of  your  reputation,  if  you  can — tho' 
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women  have  always  the  boldest  claims  to  reputation 
when  they  have  the  least  pretensions  to  it ;  for  virtue, 
like  gunpowder,  never  makes  any  noise  till  it  goes  off — 
when  you  hear  the  report,  you  may  be  sure  it's  gone. 

Sweet.  This  is  some  conspiracy  against  me ;  for  may 
the  devil  fetch  me  this  instant,  if  ever  I  saw  this  letter 
before. 

Rob.  Wliat  1  and  drop  it  from  your  pocket  ? 

Sweet.  Oh  base  man ! — if  ever  I  suffer'd  William  to 
kiss  me  in  my  life,  unless  when  we  have  been  at  ques- 
tions and  commands,  may  I  never — be  kiss'd  while  I  live 
again. — And  if  I  am  not  a  maid  now— may  I  die  as  good 
a  maid  as  I  am  now. — But  you  shall  see  that  I  am  not 
the  only  one  who  can  receive  letters  and  drop  them  firom 

their  pockets   too. There,   if    thou   art   guilty,   tiiat 

letter  will  shock  thee — while  inuocence  guards  me.       


AIE  LI.     Why  wilt  FhreM. 

When  guilt  within  the  bosom  lies, 

A  thousand  ways  it  speaks. 
It  stares  affrighted  thro'  the  eyes, 

And  blushes  thro'  the  cheeks. 

But  innocence,  disdaining  fear, 

Adorns  the  injur'd  face, 
And,  while  the  black  accuser's  near. 

Shines  forth  with  brighter  grace. 

Rob.  Surprising ! — sure  some  little  writing  devil  lurks 
in  the  house.  Ha !  a  thought  hath  just  shot  thro'  my 
brain.  Sweetissa,  if  you  have  virtue — if  you  have 
honour — if  you  have  humanity,  answer  me  one  ques- 
tion.    Did  the  parson  ever  make  love  to  you  ? 

Sweet.  Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ? 

Rob.  These  two  letters  are  writ  by  the  same  hand ; 
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and  if  they  were  not  writ  by  William,  they  must  have 
been  by  the  parson — for  no  one  else,  I  believe,  can  write 
or  read  in  the  house. 

Sweet.  I  can't  say  he  hath,  nor  1  can't  say  he  hath  not. 
Once  he  told  me  that  if  I  was  worth  a  hundred  pounds 
he'd  marry  me. 

Rob.  Did  he  ?  that's  enough ;  by  George  I'll  make  an 
example  of  him— I'll  beat  him  till  he  hath  as  great  an 
aversion  to  marriage  as  any  priest  in  Rome  hath. 

Sweet.  0  fie !  what,  beat  the  parson  ? 

Rob.  Never  tell  me  of  the  parson — if  he  will  have 
my  meat,  I'll  give  him  some  sauce  to  it. 

Street.  Consider,  good  Robin ;  for  tho'  thou  hast  been 
a  base  man  to  me,  I  would  not  have  thee  daran'd. 

Rob.  The  parson  would  send  me  to  heaven,  I  thank 
him. — ^I'd  rather  be  damn'd  than  go  to  heaven  as  the 
parson's  cuckold.  Sbud !  I'll  souse  him  till  he  shall 
have  aa  little  appetite  for  woman's  flesh  as  horse  flesh. 


AIR  LIT.    ffunt  the  squhrel. 

Sweet.  Oh,  for  goodness  sake  forbear  ! 

Think  he's  a  parson,  think  he's  a  parson  ; 
Look  upon  the  cloth  he  wears, 
Ere  you  pull  his  ears. 

Rob.      Cease  your  chattering,  I  will  batter  him  ; 
Blood  and  thunder-bolt ! 
I'll  rub  him,  drub  him,  scrub  him  down, 
As  jockeys  do  a  colt. 

Sweet.  He's  gone ;  perhaps  will  knock  the  parson  on 

the  head.     What  can  he  then  expect  but  to  be  hang'd  by 

the  neck  ?     Oh  1  that  he  were  hang'd  once  safe  about  my 

;  neck.      Ye   powers   preserve   him   from    the    hangman's 

I  noose,  and  tie  him  fast  in  Hymen's. 

VOL.    II.  1 
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SCENE  VnL 


SWEBTiaSA  AND   JOHN. 


Sweet.  Oh,  John !  fly !  if  thou  wilt  save  thy  friend — 
fly  up  into  the  parson's  closet. 

John.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sweet.  One  moment's  delay,  and  Robin's  lost. — He 
is  gone  in  a  mighty  passion  to  beat  the  parson  ;  run  and 
prevent  him,  for  if  he  should  kill  the  parson,  he  will  be 
hang'd. 

John.  Kill  htm !  if  he  lifts  up  his  hand  against  him, 
he  will  be  put  in  the  spiritual  court  and  that's  worse 
than  hanging. 

Sweet.  Fly,  fly,  dear  John. — What  torments  attend  a 
mind  in  love. 

AIR  LIII.      The  play  of  love. 

What  vast  dehghts  must  virgins  prove. 
Who  taste  the  dear  excess  of  love  ! 
Since,  while  so  many  ways  undone, 
And  aU  our  joys  must  fly  from  one, 
Eager  to  love's  embrace  we  run. 
So  when  in  some  small  island  lies 
The  eager  merchant's  brilliant  prize. 
That  dear,  that  darling  spot  to  gain. 
He  views  black  tempests  with  disdain. 
And  all  the  dangers  of  the  main. 

SCENE  IX. 


OWEN    AND   8WEETISSA. 


Owen.  Sweetissa  in  tears ! — so  looks  the  lily  after  a 
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shower,  while  drops  of  rain  run  gently  down  its  silken 
leaves,  and  gather  sweetness  as  they  pass. 


AIE  LTV.     Si  cari. 

Smile,  smile,  Sweetissa  smQe ; 
Repining  banish, 
Let  sorrow  vanish, 
Grief  does  the  complexion  spoil. 
Smile,  smile,  Sweetissa,  smile  ; 
Lift  up  your  charming,  cha — a — arming, 

Charming,  charming  eyes, 
As  the  sun's  brightest  rays  in  summer  skies. 
What  is  the  matter  my  dear  Sweetissa  ? 

Sweet.  Whatever   be    the   matter — it  is  no    matter  of 
yours,  master  Owen. 

Owen.  I  would  hug  thee  in  my  arms  and  comfort  thee 
— if  thou  would'st  let  me.     Give  me  a  buss — do. 

Am  LV.     Sleepy  body. 

Sweet.  Little  master. 

Pretty  master, 
Your  pursuit  give  over  ; 

Surely  nature 

Such  a  creature 
Never  meant  for  a  lover, 

A  beau,  and  baboon. 

In  a  dull  afternoon. 
May  ladies  divert  by  their  capers ; 

But  weak  is  her  head 

Who  takes  to  her  bed 

Such  a  remedy  for  the  vapours. 

Little  master,  &c. 
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SCENE  X. 

OWEN,    80lu8. 

AIR  LVI. 

Go,  and  like  a  slub'ring  Bess  howl, 
Whilst  at  your  griefs  I'm  quaffing. 

For  the  more  you  cry,  the  less  you'll — 

Tol,  lol,  de  rol. 
Be  inclin'd  to  laughing. 

SCENE  XI. 

OWEN  AND   SUSAN. 

Owen.  So,  Mrs.  Susan,  which  way  are  you  going  ? 

Su8.  Going  ! — ^why,  I  am  going  to  find  Madam  out 
— ^if  she  will  have  no  victuals,  she  shall  have  no  cook 
for  Susan.  If  I  cut  the  sirloin  of  beef,  may  the  devil 
cut  me. 

AIR  LVii.     Southrsea  tune. 

An  Irishman  loves  potatoes ; 

A  Frenchman  chews 

Sallads  and  ragouts ; 
A  Dutchman,  waterzuche ; 

The  Italian,  macaroons ; 
The  Scotchman  loves  sheeps'  heads.  Sir ; 
The  Welch  with  cheese  are  fed.  Sir ; 

An  EngUshman's  chief 

DeUght  is  roast  beef ; 
And  if  I  divide  the  ox'  sirloin 

May  the  devil  cut  ofi*  mine. 
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Ousen.  Oh !  do  not  spoil  thy  pretty  face  with  passion. 
Give  me  a  kiss,  my  dear  pretty  little  cook. 

Stta.  Give  you  a  kiss ! — give  you  a  slap  in  the  face,  or 
a  rod  for  your  backside.  When  I  am  kiss'd,  it  shall  be 
by  another  guise  sort  of  spark  than  you.  Sbud !  your 
head  looks  like  the  scrag  end  of  a  neck  of  mutton  just 
flour'd  for  basting.     A  kiss  ! — a  fart ! 

SCENE  xn. 


OWES  AND  M.UtQERY. 

Owen.  Go  thy  ways,  greasy  face.  Oh,  here's  my  little 
Margery  now. 

Marg.  Not  so  little  neither.  Master  Owen.  I  am  big 
enough  for  you  still. 

Owen.  And  so  thou  art,  my  dear,  and  my  dove — 
Come,  let  us — let  us — let  us — 

Marg.  Let  us  what  ? 

Owen.  Let  us,  I'gad,  I  don't  know  what — Let  us  kiss 
like  any  thing. 

Marg.  Not  so  fast,  squire — your  mamma  must  give 
you  a  larger  allowance  before  it  comes  to  that  between 
you  and  me.  Look'ee,  Sir,  when  you  can  produce  that 
fine  apron  you  promised  me,  I  don't  know  what  my 
gratitude  may  bring  me  to.  But  I  am  resolv'd,  if  ever  I 
do  play  the  fool,  I'll  have  something  to  shew  for  it, 
besides  a  great  belly. 

Owen.  Pox  on  'em  all ! — I  shall  not  compass  one  out 
of  the  whole  family. — I'gad,  I'll  e'en  go  back  to  Molly, 
and  make  sure  of  her,  if  possible — or  I  may  be  in 
danger  of  dying  half  a  maid  yet ;  for  the  devil  take  me, 
if  I  ha'n't  a  shrewd  suspicion  that,  in  all  my  amours,  I 
never  yet  thoroughly  knew  what  a  fine  woman  was.  I 
fancy  it  often  happens  so  among  us  fine  gentlemen. 
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AIR  Lvm. 

The  idle  beau  of  pleasure 

Oft  boasts  a  false  amour. 
As  breaking  cit  his  treasure, 
Most  gaudy,  wheu  most  poor ; 
But  the  rich  miser  hides  the  storea  he  does  amass, 
And  the  true  lover  still  conceals  his  happy  lass. 


PIJZZLETEXT,   KOBIN,   AND   JOHN. 

Puz.  I  will  have  satisfaction. — Speak  not  to  roe, 
Master  John,  of  any  thing  but  satisfaction. — I  will  box 

him. 1  will  shew  him  that  I  was  not  bred  at  Oxford 

for  nothing. Splutter !  I  will  shew  Iiim  my  head  is 

good  for  something  else  besides  preaching. 

\_BtiUs  at  him. 

Rob.  You  would  have  arm'd  my  head  better  for  buU 
ting,  I  thank  you. 

Puz.  You  are  a  lying  rascal,  and  a  liar  in  your  teeth. 

Rob.  You  are  a  liar  in  your  tongue,  doctor,  and  that's 
worse. 

Pxtz.  The  lie  to  me,  airrah  !  I  will  cut  your  brains 
out,  if  you  have  any  brains.  Let  me  go,  John, — let 
me  go. 

Rob.  Let  him  come :  I  warrant  he  goes  back  again 
faster  than  he  came. 

Puz.  Sbud!  sbud!  sbud! 

John.  Fie,  doctor !  be  not  in  such  a  passion ;  consider 
who  you  are — you  must  forgive. 

Puz.  I  will  not  forgive, Forgiveness  is  sometimes 

a  sin,  ay,  and  a  damn'd  sin. — No,  I  will  not  forgive  him. 
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— Sirrah,  I  will  make  such  an  example  of  you,  as  shall 
deter  all  such  vagabonds  for  the  future  how  they  afiront 
the  church. 

AIK  LIX.     Buff-coat. 

Puz.  In  spiritual  court 

I'U  show  you  such  sport. 
Shall  make  you  your  own  folly  curse.  Sir. 
Rob.  But  you  shall  be  bit. 

For  I'll  stand  in  the  sheet, 
And  keep  you  from  handling  my  purse,  Sir. 
Puz.  In  this  you'll  be  sham'd. 

In  the  other  world  damn'd. 
Here  a  priest,  there  a  devil  you'll  find,  Sir. 
Rob.  I  shall  know  then  if  priest 

Or  devil  be  best 
At  the  art  of  tormenting  mankind,  Sir. 
Puz.     Let  me  go,  John — I  will— splutter  I 

SCENE  XIV. 

8IR      OWKM      AP8HINKEN,     LADY      APSHINKBM,      PUZZLBTKIT, 
EOBIN,   WILLIAM,   JOHN,   SUSAN,  8WEETIS8A,   MAHQEBY. 

Lady  Ap.  Heyday  !  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Mr. 
Puzzleteit,  you  are  not  mad  I  hope  ? 

Pus.  Splutter !  my  lady,  but  I  am.  I  have  been 
abus'd — I  have  been  beaten. 

Lady  Ap.  It  cannot  be  by  Kobin,  I  am  sure ;  he's 
peaceably  enough  incUn'd. 

Will.  He'll  not  strike  a  blow,  unless  he's  forced  to  it, 
I  warrant  him. 

Pus.  Yes,  it  is  by  Robin ;  he  hath  abus'd  me  for 
writing  to  his  mistress,  when  I  have  not  had  a  pen  in 
my  hand,  save  for  half  a  sermon,  these  six  months. 

Will.  Sure    letters  run    strangely    in    his    head ! — he 
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hath  quarrell'd  with  me  once  to-day,  and  now  he  hath 
quarrell'd  with  Mr.  Puzzletest,  for  writing  to  his  mis- 
tress  He  knows  his  own  demerits,  and  therefore  is 

jealous  of  every  man  he  sees  for  a  rival. 

Rob.  I  have  not  so  bad  an  opinion  of  myself  as  to  be 
jealous  of  you,  however  sensible  you  may  be  of  your  own 
merits. 

Lady  Ap.  Let  us  have  no  quarrelling  here,  pray. — ^I 
thought  you  had  more  sense  than  to  quarrel  with  the 
church.  [_Aside  to  Eobin. 

Will.  Master  may  keep  you,  if  he  pleases when  he 

knows  you  are  a  rogue ;  but  I'll  swear  to  your  stealing 
the  two  silver  spoons. 

Sweet.  You  Iiave  reason  to  talk,  good  Mr.  William 

I'll  swear  to  your  having  robb'd  one  of  the  coaches  of 
the  curtains  to  make  yourself  a  waistcoat ;  and  your 
having  stolen  a  pair  of  buckles  out  of  the  harness,  and 
sold  them  to  Mr.  Owen,  to  wear  them  in  his  shoes. 

Sus.  If  you  come  to  that,  Madam,  who  stole  a  short 
silk  apron  from  my  lady,  and  a  new  flannel  petticoat, 
which  you  have  on  at  this  moment  ? 

Joh7i.  Not  so  fast,  good  Susan  saucebox— Who  basted 
away  dozens  of  butter  more  ihan  she  need,  that  she  may 

sell  the  grease Who  brings  in  false  bills  of  fare,  and 

puts  the  forg'd  articles  in  her  own  pocket  ? — Who  wants 
wine  and  brandy  for  sauces  and  sweetmeats,  and  drinks 
it  herself? 

Will.  And  who  wants  strong  beer  for  his  horses,  which 
he  drinks  himself  ? 

Marg.  I  think  you  should  forget  that,  lest  you  should 
be  put  in  mind  of  the  same  practice  with  the  coach- 
horses. 

Stts.  I  suppose  when  you  remember  that,  you  don't 
forget  taking  a  dram  from  her  ladyship's  bottle  every 
time  you  make  the  bed. 
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Lady  Ap.  I  can  excuse  you  there,  Margery,  for  I  keep 
all  my  bottles  under  lock  and  key. 

Sus.  But  I  suppose  your  ladyship  will  not  excuse  her 
from  a  false  key,  the  which  I  will  take  my  oath  she  hath 
now  in  her  pocket. 

Lady  Ap.  Very  tine,  indeed  I 

Puz.  Verily,  I  am  concern'd  to  find  ray  Bermons  have 
had  no  better  effect  on  you.  I  think  it  is  a  difficult 
matter  to  determine  which  deserves  to  be  hang'd  most; 
and  if  Robin,  the  butler,  hath  cheated  more  than  other 
people,  I  see  no  other  reason  for  it,  but  because  he  hath 
had  more  opportunity  to  cheat. 

Rob.  Well  said,  parson ! — once  in  thy  hfe  thou  hast 
spoken  truth. 

Will.  We  are  none  of  us  so  bad  bs  Robin,  tho' — there's 
cheating  in  his  very  name. — Robin,  is  as  much  as  to  say, 
robbing. 

Puz.  That  is  none  of  the  best  puns,  Master  Will. 

Pob.  Well  said,  parson,  again ! 

AIR  LX.      Ye  madcaps  of  England. 

In  this  Uttle  family  plainly  we  find 
A  little  epitome  of  human  kind. 
Where  down  from  the  beggar,  up  to  the  great  man, 
Each  gentleman  cheats  you  no  more  than  he  can. 
Sing  tantarara,  rogues  all. 

For  if  you  wiU  be  such  a  husband  of  pelf. 

To  be  serv'd  by  no  cheats  you  must  e'en  serve  yourself; 

The  world  is  so  cramm'd  brimful  of  deceit, 

That  if  Robin  be  a  name  for  a  cheat. 

Sing  tantarara,  Bobs  all,  Bobs  all, 

Sing  tantarara,  Bobs  all. 

I^dy  Ap.  And  have  I  been  raking,  and  rending,  and 
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BCraping,  and  scratching,  and  sweating,  to  be  plunder'd 
by  my  servants  ? 

Sir  Owen.  Why,  truly,  my  dear,  if  you  had  any  family 
to  provide  for,  you  would  have  had  some  excuse  for  your 
saving,  to  save  fortunes  for  your  younger  children. — Bnt 
as  we  have  but  one  son  to  provide  for,  and  he  not  much 
worth  providing  for,  e'en  let  the  servants  keep  what  they 
have  stole,  and  much  good  may  it  do  them. 

Lady  Ap.  This  is  such  notorious  extravagance ! 

Omnes.  Heavens  bless  your  good  honour. 

AIR   LXI.     My  name  is  old  ffetcson. 

Rob.  I  once  as  your  butler  did  cheat  you, 

For  myself  I  will  set  up  now  ; 
If  you  come  to  my  house  I  will  treat  you 
With  a  pig  of  your  own  sow. 

Sweet.      1  once  did  your  ladyship  chouse, 

And  rob  you  of  trinkets  good  store  ; 
But  when  I  am  gone  from  your  house, 
I  promise  to  cheat  you  no  more. 

Will.         Your  hning  I  own,  like  a  blockhead, 
I  stole,  to  my  utter  reproach ; 
But  you  will  'he  money  in  pocket, 

If  you  will  sell  off  your  horses  and  coach, 

Sus.  My  rogueries  are  all  confest. 

And  for  a  new  maid  you  may  look ; 
For  where  there's  no  meat  to  be  drest, 
There  is  little  need  of  a  cook. 

Chorus.     And  so  we  all  give  you  warning, 

And  give  you  a  month's  wages  too ; 
We  all  go  off  to-morrow  morning. 
And  may  better  servants  ensue. 
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Owen. 
MoUy. 
Sir  Ouoen. 
Lady  Ap. 
(hem. 
MoUy. 


SCENE  XV. 
To  them  OWEN  and  molly. 
Your  blessing,  Sir. 
How. 
We  are  your  son  and  daughter. 


Sir  Owen.  My  son  married  to  the  daughter  of  a 
tenant  I 

Oioen.  Oh,  Sir  1  she  is  your  tenant's  daughter,  but 
worthy  of  a  crown. 

AIR  LXII.     Fo7id  Echo. 

Oh,  think  not  the  maid  whom  you  scorn, 

With  riches  delighted  can  be  I 
Had  I  a  great  Princess  been  bom 

My  Owen  had  dear  been  to  me ! 
On  others  your  treasures  bestow, 

Give  Owen  alone  to  these  arms ; 
In  grandeur  and  wealth  we  find  woe, 

But  in  love  there  is  nothing  but  charms. 

In  title  and  wealth  what  is  lost, 

In  tenderness  oft  is  repaid  ; 
Too  much  a  great  fortune  may  cost, 

Well  purchae'd  may  be  the  poor  maid. 
While  fancy's  faint  dreams  cheat  the  great. 

We  pleasure  will  equally  prove ; 
While  they  in  their  palaces  hate, 

We  in  our  poor  cottage  may  love. 
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Sir  Owen.  She  sings  delightfully,  that's  the  truth  on't. 
Owen.  T'other     song, — t'other     song — ply    him    with 
Eougs  till  he  forgives  us. 

AIR  LXm.     Lass  of  Patie's  MiU. 

Molly.      If  I  too  high  aspire, 
_  'Tis  love  that  plumes  my  wing. 

Love  makes  a  clown  a  squire. 

Would  make  a  squire  a  king. 
What  maid  that  Owen  spies. 

From  Love  can  e'er  be  free  ? 
Love  in  his  lac'd  coat  lies, 
And  peeps  from  his  toupee. 

Sir  Owen.  I  can  hold  out  no  longer.  

Lady  Ap.  Nor  I :  let  me  see  you  embrace  one  another, 
and  then  I'll  embrace  you  both. 


AIR  LSrV.     Caro  vien. 

Molly.  With  joy  my  heart's  o'erflowing  ; 

Owen.       With  joy  my  heart's  jolly. 

MoUy.  Oh,  my  dearest  sweet  Owen  ! 

Owen.       0,  my  charming  Molly  I 
Since  I  am  happy  myself,  I  will  make  others  so. — ^These 
letters,  Robin,  which  caus'd  all  the  jealousy  between  you 
and  Sweetissa,  I  wrote  out  of  a  frolic. 

Rob.  Ha !  and  did  I  suspect  Sweetissa  falsely  ! 

Sweet.  And  did  I  suspect  my  Robin  ? 

Rob.  Oh,  my  Sweetissa!  my  sweet. 

Sweet.  Oh,  my  Robin  !  my  Bob. 

Rob.  This  hour  shall  make  us  one. Doctor,  lead 

church. 

Will.  What  say'st  thou,  Susan  ?    Shall  we  follow  our 
leaders  ? 


!se 
ou 
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Sus.  Why,    faith,  I   am   generally   frank,    you    know,  J 
and  speak  my  mind. — I  say,  yes. 

John.  And  thou,  Margery  ? 

Marg.  I  do  not  say  no. 

Piu.  I  am  ready  to  do  your  business  whenever  you  I 
please. 

Otcen.  Lookye,  as  I  have   married  first,  I  desire  my  j 
wedding  may  be  celebrated  first,  at  least  with  one  dance ; 
for  which  I  have  prepar'd  tJie  fiddles. 

Puz.  And  for  which  1  have  prepar'd  my  fiddle  too; 
for  I  am  always  in  utrumque  paratus. 

Owen.  This    shall    be    a    day  of   hospitality,  I    am 
reBolv'd. 

Lady  Ap.  And  I  am  resolv'd  not  to  see  it ;  and  would 
advise  you  not  to  be  extravagant  in  it. 

A  dance  here. 


AIE  LXV.     LiUle  Jack  Homei; 

Couples  united. 
Ever  delighted. 
May  they  ne'er  disagree  I 
Women.  First  we  will  wed, 

Men.  Then  we'll  to  bed ; 

Omnes.  What  happy  rogues  are  we ! 

Chorus.  Couples  united. 

Ever  delighted, 
May  we  ne'er  disagree  I 
First  we  will  wed, 
Then  we'll  to  bed ; 
What  happy  rogues  are  we. 


LOTTEEY 


A  FABGE, 


AS   IT  WAS  AOTBD  AT 


THE    THBATBB-ROYAL,    IN    DBUBY-LANB,    IN    1731. 


FEOLOGUE: 


As  Tragedy  prescribes  to  passion  rules, 
So  Comedy  delights  to  punish  fools ; 
And  while  at  nobler  games  she  boldly  flies, 
Farce  challenges  the  vulgar  as  her  prize. 
Some  follies  scarce  perceptible  appear 
In  that  just  glass,  which  shews  you  as  you  are. 
But  farce  still  claims  a  magnifying  right, 
To  raise  the  object  larger  to  the  sight, 
And  shew  her  insect  fools  in  stronger  light. 
Implicit  faith  is  to  her  poets  due, 
.  And  all  her  laughing  legends  still  are  true. 
Thus  when  some  conjurer  does  wives  translate, 
What  dull  affected  critic  damns  the  cheat  ? 
Or  should  we  see  credulity  profound, 
Give  to  ten  thousand  fools,  Ten  Thousand  Pound ; 
Should  we  behold  poor  wretches  horse  away 
The  labour  of  a  twelvemonth  in  a  day  ; 
Nay,  should  our  poet,  with  his  muse  agog, 
Shew  you  an  Alley-broker  for  a  rogue, 
Tho'  'tis  a  most  impossible  suggestion, 
Faith  1  think  it  all  but  Farce,  and  grant  the  question. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN. 

Mr.  Stocks, ME.  HABPBR. 

Jack  Stocks, MR.  gibber,  jun. 

First  Buyer, me.  beret. 

Second  Buyer,  a  Hackney  Coachman,  me.  mullabt. 

Lovemore, me.  stoppelaee. 

Whisk, ME.  E.  WETHBEILT. 


WOMEN. 
Chloe, MISS  EAPTOE. 

Mrs.  Stocks,  Sister-in-law  to  Stocks,    mrs.  wetheeilt. 

Jenny, miss  Williams. 

Lady, mes.  oates. 

seevants,  &c. 
scene,  london. 
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LOTTEEY 


SCENE  T. 

MB.  STOCKS  alone. 

AIK  I. 


A  LOTTERY  is  a  taxation 
Upon  all  the  fools  in  creation ; 

And  Heav'n  be  prais'd 

It  is  easily  rais'd, 
Credulity's  always  in  fashion  : 

For  Folly's  a  fund 

Will  never  lose  ground, 
While  fools  are  so  rife  in  the  nation. 

[Knocking  unthout 

Enter  1  buyer. 

1  Buy.  Is  not  this  a  house  where  people  buy  lottery- 
tickets  ? 

Stocks.     Yes,  Sir 1  believe  I  can  furnish  you  with 

as  good  tickets  as  any  one. 

1  Buy.  I  suppose,  Sir,  'tis  all  one  to  you  what  number 
a  man  fixes  on  P 

Stocks.  Any  of  my  numbers. 

1  Buy.  Because  I  wou'd  be  glad  to  have  it.  Sir,  the 
number  of  my  own  years,  or  my  wife's ;  or,  if  I  cou'd 
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not  have  either  of  those,  I  wou'd  be  glad  to  have  it  the 
number  of  my  mother's. 

Stocks.  Ay,  or  suppose,  now,  it  was  the  number  of 
your  grandmother's  ? 

1  Buy.  No,  no  !  she  has  no  luck  in  lotteries  :  she  had  a 
whole  ticket  once,  and  got  but  fifty  pounds  by  it. 

Stocks.  A  very  unfortunate  person,  truly.  Sir,  my 
clerk  will  furnish  you,  if  you'll  walk  that  way  up  to  the 

office.     Ha,  ha,  ha  !— There's  one  10,000^.  got. What 

an  abundance  of  imaginary  rich  men  will  one  month 
reduce  to  their  former  poverty. 

[Knocking  icitkout.] 
Come  in. 

Ejiter  2  buyer. 

2  Buy.  Does  not  your  worship  let  horses,  Sir  ? 
Stocks.  Ay,  friend. 
2  Buy.  I  have  got  a  little  money  by  driving  a  hackney- 
coach,  and  I  intend  to  ride  it  out  in  the  lottery. 

Stocks.  You  are  in  the  right ;  it  is  the  way  to  drive 
your  own  coach. 

2  Buy.  I  don't  know,  Sir,  that ; ^but  I  am  vrilling 

to  be  in  Fortune's  way,  as  the  saying  is. 

Stocks.  You  are  a  wise  man,  and  it  is  not  impossible 

but  you  may  be  a  rich  one. — 'Tis  not  above no  matter 

how  many  to  one,  but  that  you  are  this  night  worth  ten 
thousand  pounds. 


AIR  n.     Freemason's  tune. 

Here  are  the  best  horses 

That  ever  ran  courses, 
Here  is  the  best  pad  for  your  wife,  Sir 

Who  rides  one  a-day, 

If  luck's  in  his  way. 
May  ride  in  a  coach  all  his  Ufe,  Sir, 
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The  Sportsman  esteems 

The  horse  more  than  gems, 
That  leaps  o'er  a  pitiful  gate,  Sir ; 

But  here  is  the  hack, 

If  you  sit  but  his  back. 
Will  leap  you  into  an  estate.  Sir. 

2  Buy.  How  long  a  man  may  labour  to  get  that  at 
work,  which  he  can  get  in  a  minute  at  play  ! 


AIR  III.     Black  Joke. 

The  soldier,  in  a  hard  campaign. 

Gets  less  than  the  gamester  by  throwing  a  main, 

Or  dealing  to  bubbles,  and  all,  all  that : 
The  stoutest  sailor,  every  one  knows, 
Gets  less  than  the  courtier,  with  cringing  bows, 

And  Sir,  I'm  your  vassal,  and  all,  all  that : 
And  town-bred  ladies  too,  they  say, 
Get  less  by  virtue  than  by  play  : 

And  Dowdy  Joan 

Had  ne'er  been  known. 
Nor  coach  had  been  her  ladysliip's  lot, 
But  for  the  black  ace,  and  aU,  aJl  that. 

And  belike  you,  Sir,  I  wou'd  wiUingly  ride   upon  the 
number  of  my  coach. 

Stocks.  Mr.  Trick,  let  that  gentleman  have  the  number 
of  his  coach — [Aside.]  No  matter  whether  we  have  it  or 
no.  As  the  gentleman  is  riding  to  a  castle  in  the  air,  an. 
airy  horse  is  the  properest  to  carry  him.  [Knockitig  hard 
without]  Heyday !  this  is  some  person  of  quality,  by 
the  impudence  of  the  footman. 

Enter  lady. 
Lady.  Your  servant,  Mr.  Stocks. 
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Stocks.  I  am  your  ladyship's  most  obedient  servant. 

Lady.  I  am  come  to  buy  some  tickets,  and  hire  some 
horses,  Mr.  Stocks. — I  intend  to  have  twenty  tickets 
and  ten  horses  every  day. 

Stocks.  By  which,  if  your  ladyship  has  any  luck,  you 
may  very  easily  get  30,000/.  or  40,000^. 

Lady.  Please  to  look  at  these  jewels.  Sir they  cost 

my  lord  upwards  of  6000/. 1  intend  to  lay  oat  what 

you  will  lend  upon  'em. 

Stocks.  If  your  ladyship  pleases  to  walk  up  into  the 
dining-room,  I'll  wait  on  you  in  a  moment. 


I 


Enter  pobtke. 

Well,  friend,  what's  your  business  ? 

Porter.  Here's  a  letter  for  you,  an't  please  you. 

Stocks.  [_Reading.'\ 

'  Brother  stocks, 

'  Here  is  a  young  lady,  come  to  lodge   at  my  houBe 

'  from  the  country,  has  desir'd  me  to  find  out  some  one 

'  who  may   instruct   her   how  to  dispose  of  10,000/.  to 

*  the  best  advantage. — I  believe  you  will  find  her  worth 
'  your  acquaintance.  She  seems  a  mere  novice,  and  I 
'  suppose   has  just   receiv'd  her  fortune ;    which   is   all 

*  that's  needful  from 

'  Your  afiectionate  brother, 

'  TIM.  STOCKS.' 

Very  well. It  requires  no  other  answer  than  that  I 

will  come.  [Knocking  hard  without. 

Heyday !  more  people  of  quality —  ■  [Opens  the  door. 


Enter  jack  stocks. 
Ha! 

J.  Stocks.  Your  servant,  brother. 
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Stocks.  Your  servant,  brother. — Why,  I  have  not  seen 
you  this  age. 

J.  Stocks.  I  have  been  a  man  of  great  business  lately. 

Stocks.  I  hope  your  business  has  turn'd  to  a  good 
account. 1  hope  you  have  clear'd  handsomely. 

J.  Stocks.  Ay,  it  has  turn'd  to  a  very  good  account. 
1  have  clear'd  my  pockets,  faith  ! 

Stocks.  I  am  sorry  for  that but  I  hope  you  will 

excuse  me  at  present,  dear  brother.— Here  is  a  lady  of 
quality  stays  for  me  ;  but  as  soon  as  this  hurry  of  business 

is  over,  I  shou'd  be  very  glad  to drink  a  dish  with 

you  at  any  coffee-house  you  will  appoint. 

J.  Stocks.  Oh !  I  shall  not  detain  you  long ;  and  so,  to 
cut  the  affair  as  short  as  possible,  I  desire  you  would 
lend  me  a  brace  of  hundreds, 

Stocks.  Brother ! 

J.  Stocks.  A  brace  of  hundreds  !  Two  hundred  pounds 
in  your  own  language. 

Stocks.  Dear  Jack,  you  know  I  wou'd  aa  soon  lend 
you  two  hundred  pounds  as  one ;  but  I  am  at  present 
BO  out  of  cash,  that 

/.  Stocks.  Come,  come,  brother,  no  equivocation :  two 
hundred  pounds  I  must  have,  and  will. 

Stocks.  Must  have  and  will ! — Ay,  and  shall  have  too, 
if  you  can  get  'em. 

/.  Stocks.  'Sdeath,  you  fat  rascal  I  what  title  had  you 
to  come  into  the  world  before  me. 

Stocks.  You  need  not  mention  that,  brother  ;  you  know 
my  riches,  if  I  have  any,  are  owing  to  my  industry ;  aa 

your  poverty  is  to  your  laziness  and  extravagance 

and  I  have  rais'd  myself  by  the  MultipUcation-table,  as 
you  have  undone  yourself  at  the  Hazard-table. 

J.  Stocks.  That  is  as  much  aa  to  say,  I  have  undone 
myself  like  a  gentleman,  and  you  have  rais'd  yourself 
like  a  pickpocket Sirrah,  you  are  a  scandal  to  the 
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famDy;  you  are  the  first  tradesman  that  has  been 
in  it. 

Stocks.  Ay,  and  the  first  that  has  been  worth  a  groat 
in  it,  and,  the'  you  don't  deserve  it,  I  have  thought  of  a 
method  to  put  you  in  a  way  to  make  you  the  second. 
There,  read  that  letter.  [J.  Stocks  reads  it  to  hinisel/.] 
Well,  Sir,  what  say  you  to  10,000^.  and  a  wife? 

J.  Stocks.  Say,  that  I  only  want  to  know  how  to  get 
them. 

Stocks.  Nothing  so  easy. — As  she  is  certainly  very 
silly,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  she  will  be  very  fond  of  a 
lac'd  coat  and  a  lord.— Now,  I  will  make  over  both  those 
to  you  in  an  instant.  My  Lord  Lace  hath  pawn'd  his  last 
suit  of  birth-night  clothes  to  me ;  and  as  I  intend  to 
break  before  he  can  redeem  'em — the  clothes  and  the 
title  are  both  at  your  service — So,  if  your  lordship 
pleases  to  walk  in,  I  will  but  just  dispatch  my  lady,  and 
be  with  you. 

J.  Stocks.  IS  I  can  but  nick  this  time,  ame's-ace,  I  defy 
thee.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  lovemoee. 
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"Wliat  a  chase  has  this  girl  led  me !  However  I  have 
track 'd  her  all  the  way,  till  within  a  few  miles  of  this 
town.  If  I  start  her  again,  let  her  look  to't.  I  am  mis- 
taken, or  she  began  to  find  her  passion  growing  too 
violent,  before  she  attempted  this  flight,  and  when  once  a 
woman  is  fairly  wounded,  let  her  fly  where  she  will,  the 
arrow  still  sticks  in  her  side. 
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AIR  IV.    Chloe  is  false,  but  still  she  is  charming. 
Women  in  vain  love's  powerful  torrent 

With  unequal  strength  oppose ; 
Reason,  awhile,  may  stem  the  strong  current, 
Love  still  at  last  her  soul  o'erflows. 
Pleasures  inviting, 
Passions  exciting. 
Her  lover  charms  her, 
Of  pride  disarms  her ; 
Down,  down  she  goes. 

Enter  whisk. 
So  Whisk,  have  you  heard  any  news  ? 

IVhisk.  News,  Sir!  ay,  I  have  heard  news,  and  such 
as  will  Burpriae  you. 

Lovem.  What !  no  rival,  I  hope. 

Whisk.  You  will  have  rivals  enough  now,  I  suppose.  , 

Why,   your   mistress   has   got  into  fine  lodgings  in 

Pail-Mall. 1  found  her  out  by  meeting  that  baggage 

her  maid,  in  the  street,  who  would  scarce  speak  to  me. 
I  followed  her  to  the  door ;  where,  in  a  very  few 
minutes,  came  out  such  a  procession  of  milliners,  mantua- 
makers,  dancing-masters,  fiddlers,  and  the  devil  knows 
what ;  as  I  once  remember  at  the  equipping  a  parliament 
man's  country  lady,  to  pay  her  first  visit. 

Lovem.  Ha!  by  all  that's  infamous,  she  is  in  keeping 
already ;  some  bawd  has  made  prize  of  her  as  she  alighted 

from    the    stage-coach. While    she    has    been   flying 

from  my  arms,  she  has  fallen  into  the  colonel's. 

AIR   V. 
How  hapless  is  the  virgin's  fate. 
Whom  all  mankind's  pursuing ; 

For  while  she  flies  this  treach'rous  bait. 

From  that  she  meets  her  ruin. 
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So  the  poor  hare,  when  out  of  breath. 

From  hound  to  man  is  prest, 
Then  she  encounters  certain  death. 

And  'acapea  the  gentler  beast.  [Exeunt 


Enter  chloe  and  jbnnt. 
Chloe.  Oh   Jenny !  mention   not   the    country,    I    faint 

at  the  sound  of  it there  is  more  pleasure  in  the  rattling 

of  one  hackney  coach  than  in  all  the  music,  that  romances 
tell  us  of,  in  singing  birds  and  falling  waters. 


Am  VI. 

Farswel,  ye  hills  and  valleys ; 

Farewel,  ye  verdant  shades ; 
I'll  make  more  pleasant  sallies 

To  plays  and  masquerades, 
With  joy,  for  town  I  barter 

Those  banks  where  flowers  grow; 
What  are  roses  to  a  garter  ? 

What  lilies  to  a  beau  ? 


Jenny.  Ay,  Madam would  the  10,000/.  prize  were 

once  come  up, 

Chloe.  Oh  Jenny  I  be  under  no  apprehension.  It  is 
not  only  from  what  the  fortune-teller  told  me,  but  I  saw 
it  in  a  coffee-dish,  and  I  have  dreamt  of  it  every  night 

these  three  weeks. Indeed,  I  am  so  sure  of  it,  that 

I  think  of  nothing  but  how  I  shall  lay  it  out. 

Jenny.  Oh,  Madam !  there  is  nothing  so  easy  in 
nature,  in  this  town,  as  laying  it  out. 

Chloe.  First  of  all,  Jenny,  I  will  buy  one  of  the  beat 
houses  in  town,  and  furnish  it. — Then  I  intend  to  set 
up  my  coach  and  six,  and  have  six  fine  tall  footmen. — 
Then  I  will  buy  me  aa  many  jewels  as  I  can  wear. — All 
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aorta  of  fine  clothes  I'll  have  too. — These  I  intend  to.  1 
purchase  immediately:  and  then  for  the  rest,  I  shall  I 
make  a  shift,  you  know,  to  spend  it  iu  housekeeping,' 
cards,  plays,  and  masquerades,  and  other  diversions. 

Jenny.  It    is    possible    you    may. — She    has    laid    out 
twenty  thousand  of  her  ten,  already. 

Chloe.  Well  I  shall  be  a  happy   creature. — I  long  to 
begin,  methinks. 

AIR  Vli.     In  Perseus  and  Andromeda. 

Oh  what  pleasures  will  abound, 
When  I've  got  ten  thousand  pound ! 
Oh  how  courted  I  shall  be  1 
Oh  what  lords  will  kneel  to  me  ! 

Who'll  dispute  my 

Wit  and  beauty. 
When  my  golden  charms  are  found  ! 

0  what  flattery. 

In  the  lottery, 
When  I've  got  ten  thousand  pound ! 

An't  I  strangely  altered  in  one  week,  Jenny  ?  Don't  I 
begin  to  look  as  if  I  was  born  and  bred  in  London, 
already?  Eh!  does  not  the  nasty  red  colour  go  down 
out  of  my  face  ?  An't  I  a  good  deal  of  pale  quaUty 
in  me? 

Jenny.  Oh,  Madam,  you  come  on  gloriously ! 

Enter  seevant. 

Se>-c.  Madam  I  here's  one  Mr.  SpadiUe  at  the  door ! 
Chloe.  Mr.  SpadiUe  !  who  is  that  ? 

Jenny.  It  is  your  ladyship's  Quadrille  master.  Madam, 

Chloe.  Bid    him    come    another    time. — I    an't    in   a 

humour  to  learn  any  thing  more  this  morning. — I'll  take 
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two  lesBons  to-morrow  though — for  they  tell  me  one  is 
not  qualified  for  any  company  till  one  can  play  at 
Quadrille. 

Serv.  Mr.  Stocks  the  broker  too,  Madam,  is  below. 

C'hloe.  Oh  1  that's  the  gentleman  who  is  to  dispose  of 
my  ten  thousand  pound  for  me — desire  him  to  walk  up. 
Is  it  not  pretty  now  to  have  so  many  visitants  ?  Is  not 
this  better  than  staying  at  home  for  whole  weeks,  and 
seeing  none  but  the  curate  and  his  wife,  or  the  squire  ? 

Jenny.  It  may  be  better  for  you  than  seeing  the 
squire ;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  had  you  staid  many  weeks 
longer,  he  had  been  a  dangerous  visitant. 

C'hloe.  I  am  afraid  so  too — -^for  I  began  to  be  in 
love  with  him,  and  when  once  a  woman's  in  love, 
Jenny 

Jenny.  Lud  have  mercy  upon  her  ! 

AIR  vm. 

CfUoe.   When  love  is  lodg'd  within  the  heart 

Poor  virtue  to  the  outworks  flies  ; 
The  tongue  in  thunder  takes  her  part, 

She  darts  in  liglitning  from  the  eyes. 
From  lips  and  eyes  with  gifted  grace 

In  vain  we  keep  out  charming  sin ; 
For  love  win  find  some  weaker  place 

To  let  the  dear  invader  in. 

£nfer  STOCKS. 

Stocks.  I  had  the  honour  of  receiving  yonr  commands, 
Madam. 

Chloe.  Sir,  your  humble  servant — Your  name  is  Mr. 
Stocks,  I  suppose. 

Stocks.  So  I  am  called  in  the  Alley,  Madam ;  a  name, 
though  I  say  it,  which  wou'd  be  as  well  received  at  the 
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bottom  of  a  piece  of  paper  as  any  He's  in  the  kingdom. 
But  if  I  mistake  not,  Madam,  you  wou'd  be  instructed 
how  to  dispose  of  10,000/.  j 

Chloe.  I  wou'd  so,  Sir.  I 

Stocks.  Why,  Madam,  you  know,  at  present,  public 
interest  is  very  low,  and  private  securities  very  difficult 

to  get and  I  am  soiry  to  say  it,  I  am  afraid  there 

are  some  in  the  Alley  who  are  not  the  honestest  men  in 
the  kingdom.     In  short,  there  is  one  way  to  dispose  of 

money  with  safety  and  advantage,  and  that  is to  put 

it  into  the  charitable  corporation. 

Chloe.    The    charitable    corporation!   pray,    what 
that? 

Stocks.  That  is,  Madam,  a  method,  invented  by  some 
very  wise  men,  by  which  the  rich  may  be  charitable  to 
the  poor,  and  be  money  in  pocket  by  it. 


Enter  servant. 


Serv.  Madam,  here  is  one  my  Lord   Lace  desires  to  1 
know  if  you  are  at  home. 

Ckbe.    Lord  Lace  !    Oh  Gemini !    who's  that  ? 

Stocks.  He  is  a  man  of  the  first  quality,  and  one  of 
the  best  estates  in  the  kingdom ;  why,  he's  as  rich  as  a 
supercargo. 

Enter  JACK  STOCKS,  as  Lord  Lace. 

J.  Stocks.  Bid  the  chair  return  again  an  hour  lience, 
and  give  orders  that  the  chariot  be  not  used  tliis  evening, 

Madam,  I  am  your  most  obedient  humble  servant. 

Ha !  Egad,  Madam,  I  ask  ten  thousand  pardons,  I 

expected  to  have  met  another  lady. 

Stocks.  I  suppose  your  lordship  means  the  countess 
of- 

/.  Stocks.  Ay,  the  Countess  of  Seven  Dials. 
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Stocks.  She  left  these  lodgings  this  day  se'ani^t,  my 
lord,  which  was  the  day  this  lady  came  into  'em. 

J.  Stocks.  I  shall  never  forgive  myself  being  guilty  of 
80  great  an  error  ;  and  ucless  the  breath  of  my  submis- 
sion can  blow  up  the  redundancy  of  your  good-nature, 
till  it  raise  the  wind  of  compassion,  I  shall  never  be  able 
to  get  into  the  harbour  of  quiet. 

Stocks.  Well  said,  faith — the  boy  has  got  something  by 
following  plays,  I  see.  [Aside. 

CIdoe.  Is  this  one  of  your  proud  lords  ?  Why,  he  is 
ten  times  more  humble  than  the  parson  of  our  parish. 

J.  Stocks.  Ha !  and  are  you  then  resolved  not  to 
pardon  me  !  Oh  !  it  is  now  too  late  ;  you  may  pronounce 
my  pardon  with  your  tongue,  when  you  have  executed 
me  with  your  eyes. 


AIE  IS. 

Chloe.     Alas  !  my  lord,  you're  too  severe, 

Upon  so  slight  a  thing  ; 
And  since  I  dare  not  speak  for  fear. 

Oh  give  me  leave  to  sing. 
A  rural  maid  you  find  in  me, 

That  fate  I've  oft  deplor'd  ; 
Yet  think  not  I  can  angry  be 

With  such  a  noble  lord. 


I 


J.  Stocks.  Oh  ravishing  !  exquisite  !  ecstacy  !  joy  ! 
transport !  misery  !  flames !  ice !  How  shall  I  thank 
this  goodness  that  undoes  me  I 

Chloe.  Undoes  you,  my  lord  ! 

J.  Stocks.  Oh  Madam !  there  is  a  hidden  poison  in 
those  eyes  for  which  nature  has  no  antidote. 

Jenny.  My  lord  has  the  same  designs  as  the  squire,  I 
fear :  he  makes  love  too  violent  for  it  to  be  honourable. 
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Ckloe.  Alas, 


■  lord !  I  am  young  and  ignorant- 
though  you  shall  find  I  have  sense  enough  to  make  ; 
good  market.  [J.*i(ie.l 

J.  Stocks.  Oh  Madam!  you  wrong  your  own  charms. I 
— Mr.  Stocks,  do  you  send  to  this  lady  the  diamond  ring  1 

you   have   of  mine   to  set shall  I  beg  you    would 

honour  it  with  wearing !  It  is  a  trifle,  not  worth  above 
3000/. — You  shall  have  it  again  the  day  after  we  are 
married,  upon  honour.  [Aside  to  Stocks. 

Stocks.  It  shall  be    sent   to   your   lordship's    order   in 

three  days'  time which  will  be  after  you  are  married,  , 

if  you  are  married  at  all.  [Aside  to  him.i 

Chloe.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

/.  Stocks.  Nor  I  neither,  rat  me  I  [Aaide.^  Say  butJ 
you  will  be  mine. 

Chloe.  You  are  too  hasty.  Sir.  Do  you  think  I  can  J 
give  my  consent  at  first  sight  ? 

/.  Stocks.  Oh !  it  is  the  town  way  of  wooing ;  people  1 
of  fashion  never  see  one  another  above  twice  before  \ 
marriage 

Stocks.  Which  may  be  the  reason  why  some  of  'em  I 
scarce  see  one  another  above  twice  after  they  are  J 
married. 

/.  Stocks.  I  would  not  presume  to  ask  such  a  thing, ' 
if  I  were  not  pressed  by  necessity.  For  if  I  am  not 
married  in  a  day  or  two,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  marry 
another  whom  I  have  promia'd  already. 

Chloe.  Nay,  if  you  have  been  once  false,  you  will 
always  be  so. 

AIR  X. 


I've  often  heard 

Two  things  averr'd 
By  ray  dear  grandmamma. 
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To  be  as  sure, 

As  light  is  pure, 
As  knavery  in  law. 

The  man  who'll  prove 

Once  false  to  love. 
Will  still  make  truth  his  scoff ; 

And  woman  that 

Has ^you  know  what. 

Will  never  leave  it  off. 

Stocks.  I  see.  Madam,  this  is  a  very  improper  time  for 
business,  so  I'll  wait  on  your  ladyship  in  the  afternoon. 

/.  Stocks.  Let  me  beg  leave.  Madam,  to  give  you  a 
little  advice.  I  know  something  of  this  town. — ^Have 
nothing  to  do  with  that  fellow,  he  is  one  of  the  greatest 
rogues  that  ever  was  hang'd. 

Chloe.  I  thought,  my  lord,  you  had  spoke  just  now  as 
if  you  had  employ'd  him  too. 

J.  Stocks.  Yes,  Madam,  yes, ^the  fellow  has   some 

40  or  50,000/.  of  mine  in  his  hands,  which  if  ever  I  get 
out,  I  give  you  my  honour,  if  I  can  help  it,  I'll  never  see 
his  face  again.  But  as  for  your  money,  don't  trouble 
yourself  about  it,  leave  the  disposal  of  that  to  me. — ^I'll 
warrant  I  find  ways  to  lay  it  out. 

Enter  lovemorb. 

Lovem.  My  Chloe !  Ha !  can  you  turn  thus  disdainful 
from  me  ? 

CMoe.  Sir,  I  know  you  not. 

Lovem.  Not  know  me!  And  is  this  the  fellow  for 
whom  I  am  unknown  ?  this  powderpuff. — Have  you  sur- 
render'd  to  him,  in  one  week,  what  I  have  been  ages  in 
soliciting. 

/.  Stocks.  Harkye,  Sir, whoever  you  are,  I  wou'd 
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•not  have  you  think,  because  I  am  a  beau,  and  a  lord, 
that  I  won't  fight. 

Lovem.  A  lord !  Oh  1  there  it  is !  the  charms  are  in 
the  title. — What  else  can  you  see  in  this  walking  per- 
fume shop  that  can  charm  you  ?  Is  this  the  virtue,  and 
the  virtue,  that  you  have  been  thund'ring  in  my  ears? 
'Sdeath !  I  am  distracted !  that  ever  a  woman  shou'd 
be  proof  against  the  arts  of  mankind,  and  fall  a  sacrifice 
to  a  monkey. 


AIE  XI.    Son  Confuso. 

Some  confounded  planet  reigning 
Must  have  mov'd  you  to  these  airs ; 
Or  could  your  incUnation 

Stoop  eo  low, 
From  my  passion, 

To  a  beau  P 
Blood  and  thunder ! 
Wounds  and  wonder ; 
Can  you  under-rale  me  so  ? 

But  since  I,  to  each  pretender, 
My  pretensions  must  surrender, 
Farewel  all  your  frowns  and  scorns ; 

Rot  me,  Madam,  I 

Wish  my  rival  joy  I 
Much  joy  !  much  joy  of  his  horns. 
Zounds  !  and  furies  I  can  I  bear  it  ? 
Can  I  tamely  stand  the  shock  ? 

Sure ten  thousand  devils 

Cannot  prove 

Half  such  evils. 
As  to  love. 
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Blood  and  thunder ! 
Wounds  and  wonder ! 
Who'd  be  under 
Woman's  love  ? 


AIR  xn. 

Chloe.       Dear  Sir,  be  not  in  such  a  passion, 
There's  never  a  maid  in  the  nation 

Who  would  not  forego 

A  dull  squire  for  a  beau  ; 
Love  i3  not  your  proper  vocation, 
Lovem.     Dear  Madam,  be  not  in  such  a  fury, 
For  from  St.  James's  to  Drury, 

No  widow  you'll  find. 

No  wife  of  your  mind. 
Chloe.       Ah  hideous  !  I  cannot  endure  you. 

Ah  !  see  him how  neat ! 

Ah  !  smell  him how  sweet  I 

Ah  !  hear  but  his  honey  words  flow  ! 

What  maid  in  her  senses, 

But  must  fall  into  trances. 
At  the  sight  of  so  lovely  a  beau ! 

/.  Stocks.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  we  are  very  much  oblig'd  to 
you,  Madam — Ha,  ha  ! — squire  Noodle,  faith,  you  make 
a  very  odd  sort  of  a  ridiculous  figure.  Ha,  ha ! 

Chloe.  Not  worth  your  lordship's  notice. 

Lovem.  I  would  advise  you,  my  lord,  as  you  love  the 
safety  of  that  pretty  person  of  yours,  not  to  let  me  find  it 
at  my  return ;  for,  if  I  come  within  the  smell  of  your 
pulvilio,  I  will  so  metamorphose  your  beauship 

J.  Stocks.  Impudent  scoundrel ! 

CMoe.  I  am  frighten 'd  out  of  my  wits,  for  I  know  he 
is  very  desperate. 
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J.  Stocks.  Oh,  Madam !  leave  me  to  deal  with  him ; 
ni  let  a  little  light  through  his  body. 

Chloe.  Ah  I  but,  my  lord !  what  will  be  the  conse- 
quence of  that  P 

J.   Stocks.     Nothing  at   all,  Madam 1  have  kiU'd 

half  a  dozen  such  dirty  fellows,  and  no  notice  taken 
of  it. 

Chloe.  For  my  sake,  my  lord,  have  a  care  of  yourself, 

AIR  xni. 

Ah  think,  my  lord !  how  I  should  grieve 

To  see  your  lordship  bang'd ; 
But  greater  still  my  fears,  believe, 
r  Lest  I  should  see  you  hang'd. 

f  Ah !  who  could  see, 

On  Tyburn-tree, 
You  swinging  in  the  air ! 

A  halter  round 

Your  white  neck  bound. 
Instead  of  solitaire. 

/.  Stocks.  To  prevent  all  danger,  then,  let  us  be  mar- 
ried this  instant. 

Chloe.  Oh  fy !  my  lord ;  the  world  will  say  I  am  a 
strange  forward  creature. 

J.  Stocki.  The  world,  Madam,  might  be  saucy  enough 
to  talk  of  you,  if  you  were  married  to  a  private  gentle- 
man  but  as  you  wiU  be  a  woman  of  quality,  thej' 

won't  be  surpriz'd  at  anything  you  do. 

Chloe.  People  of  quality  have  indeed  privileges,  they 
say,  beyond  other  people ;  and  I  long  to  be  one  of 
them. 
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AIR  XIV.     While  Joh. 
Oh  how  charming  my  life  will  be. 
When  marriage  has  made  rae  a  fine  lady ! 
In  chariot,  six  horses,  and  diamonds  bright. 
In  Flanders  lace,  and  'broidery  clothes, 
0  how  I'll  flame  it  among  the  beaus ! 
In  bed  all  the  day,  at  cards  all  the  night. 
Oh !  how  I'll  revel  the  hours  away  ! 
Sing  it,  and  dance  it,  coquette,  and  play; 
With  feasting,  toasting, 
Jesting,  roasting, 
Kautum  scantiiin,  flanting  janting, 
Laughing  at  all  the  world  can  say.      \^Exei 

Jenny.  This  is  something  like there  is  some  mettle 

in  these  London  lords Our  poor  country  squires  will 

always  put  us  to  the  blush  of  consenting these  sparks 

know  a  woman's  mind  before  she  speaks  it.  Well,  it  is 
certainly  a  great  comfort  to  a  woman,  who  has  done 
what  she  should  not  do,  that  she  did  it  without  her  own 
consent.  ^^ 

Enter  lovemorg.  ^H 

Lovem.  Ha!  flown?  Mrs.  Jenny,  where's  your  nrfs^ 
tress  ? 

Jenny.  My  mistress,  Sir,  is  with  my  master. 

Lovem.  Damnation!  Where?  Shew  me  this  instant, 
and 

Jenny.  And  what  ?  It  is  surprising  to  me  how  a  man 
of  Mr.  Loveraore's  sense  should  pursue  a  woman  who 
uses  him  so  ill ;  when,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  there  is 
a  woman  in  the  world  has  a  much  juster  notion  of  his 
merit. 

Lovem.  Harkye,  Mrs.  Minx,  tell  rae  where  your  mis- 
tress is,  or  I'll  squeeze  your  little  soul  out. 
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Jenny.  Oh,  murder !  murder  !  help  !  murder ! 

Enter  mhs.  stocks. 

Afrs.  Stocks.  Heyday !  What's  the  matter  ?  Who  is 
this  committing  murder  in  my  house  ?  Who  are  you, 
Sir  ?     What  rascal,  what  thief  are  you,  Sir  ?     Hey  1 

Lovem.  This  must  be  the  bawd,  by  the  politeness  of 
her  language.  [.4sit?e.]— Dear  Madam,  be  not  in  such 
a  passion ;  I  am  no  bilking  younger  brother ;  and  though 
I  am  no  lord,  you  may  find  me  a  good  customer,  and  as 
good  a  paymaster  as  any  lac'd  fop  in  Cliristendom. 

Mrs.  Stocks.  Sir,  I  keep  no  shop,  nor  want  any  of  your 
custom. ^What  has  he  done  to  you,  child  ?  [To  Jenny. 

Jenny.  He  has  done  nothing  to  me,  indeed  Madam, 
only  squeez'd  me  by  the  arm,  to  tell  him  where  my 
mistress  was. 

Mra.  Stocks.  And  what  have  you  to  do  with  her  mis- 
tress? 

Lovem.  Why  faith,  I  am  like  to  have  nothing  to  do 
with  her  mistress,  without  your  good  offices. — Lookye, 
mother,  let  me  have  the  first  of  her,  and  here  are  500/. 
at  your  service. 

Mrs.  Stocks.  What  does  the  saucebox  mean  ? 

Lovem.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

AIR  XV. 
When  the  candidate  offers  his  purse, 

What  voter  requires  what  he  meant  ? 
When  a  great  man  attempts  to  disburse, 

What  Uttle  man  asks  his  intent  ? 
Are  you  not  then  asham'd, 
When  my  mistress  I've  nam'd 
And  my  purse  I've  pull'd  out, 
Any  longer  to  doubt 

My  meaning,  good  mother  ? 
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Mrs.  Stocks.  Mother ! 0  that  ever  I  should  live  to 

see  this  day ! — I  that  have  escap'd  the  name  of  a  whore 

in  my  youth,  to  be  call'd  a  bawd  in  my  old  age. Sirrah, 

sirrah,  the  mother  that  bore  you  was  not  an  honester 
woman. 

Enter  jac£  stoces,  and  chloe.  ^H 

/.  Stocks.  What's  the  matter,  Mrs.  Stocks  ?  ^^ 

Mrs.  Stocks.  Oh,  Madam  I  liad  you  heard  how  I've 
been  abus'd  on  your  account — Here's  a  filthy  feUow  has 
offer'd  me  money  to 

Chloe.  What,  dear  Madam  P 

Mrs.  Stocks.  To  procure  your  ladyship  —  dear 
Madam 

J.  Stocks.  Sir,  I  desire  you  wou'd  omit  any  farther 
solicitation  to  this  lady,  and  on  that  condition  I  forgive 
the  past.     This  lady  is  now  my  wife. 

Lovem.  How !  Is  this  true,  Chloe  ? 

Chloe.  Ev'n  as  you've  heard,  Sir. 

J.  Stocks,  Here's  a  fellow  won't  take  a  lord's  word  for 
a  wife. 

Lovem.  Henceforth,  I  will  never  take  a  woman's  word 
for  any  thing. 

J.  Stocks.  Then  I  wish  you'd  take  yourself  away.  Sir. 

Lovem.  Sir,  I  shall  take  the  hberty  of  staying  here, 
because  I  believe  my  company  is  disagreeable  to  you. 

/-  Stocks.  Very  civil,  faith  ! — Clome,  my  dear,  let  us 
leave  tliis  sullen  gentleman  to  enjoy  his  spleen  by  himself. 

Cfiloe.  Oh  my  dear  lord !  let's  go  to  the  Hall  to  see  the 
lottery  drawn. 

J.  Stocks.  If  your  ladyship  pleases. So,  dear  squire, 

adieu.  [JSxeuni  J.  Stocks  a?id  Chloe. 

Lovem.  I'll  follow  her  stiU ;  for  such  a  coxcomb  of  a 
husband  will  but  give  her  a  better  relish  for  a  gallant. 

[Exit. 
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Jenny.  And  I'll  follow  you  still ;  for  such  usage  fronir* 
one  miBtreas,  will  give  you  the  better  relish  for  another.. 


SCENE   m.    GuildkaU. 

COMMIBSIONERS,   CLERKS,  SPECTATOBS,    MOB,  &C. 

1  Mob.  What,  are  they  not  drawing  yet? 
Stocks.  No,  but  they'll  begin  presently. 

AIR  XVI.     South-sea  baUad. 
Stocks.  The  lottery  just  is  beginning, 

Twill  soon  be  too  late  to  get  an  estate, 
For,  Fortune,  like  dames  fond  of  sinning, 

Does  the  tardy  adventurer  hate. 
Then  if  you've  a  mind  to  have  her. 
To-day  with  vigour  pursue  her, 
Or  else  to-morrow, 
You'll  find  to  your  sorrow, 
She' as  granted  another  the  favour. 
Which  to-day  she  intended  for  you.  Sir. 

1  Mob.  Never  tell  me,  Thomas,  it  is  all  a  cheat ;  what 
do  those  people  do  behind  the  curtain?  There's  never 
any  honesty  behind  the  curtain. 

2  Mob.  Harkye,  neighbour,  I  fancy  there  is  somebody 
in  the  wheels  that  gives  out  what  tickets  he  pleases  ;  for 
if  you  mind,  sometimes  there  are  twenty  blanks  drawn 
together,  and  then  two  or  three  prizes. 

1  Mob.  Nay,  if  there  be  twenty  blanks  drawn  together, 
it  must  be  a  cheat ;  for,  you  know  the  man  where  I  hired 
my  horses  told  me  there  was  not  quite  ten  blanks  to 
a  prize. 

2  Mob.   Pox  take  their  horses !  I  am  sure  they  have 
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run  away  with  all  the  money  I  have  brought  to  town 
with  me. 

1  Mob.  And  yet  it  can't  be  all  a  cheat,  neither  ;  for  you 
know  Mrs.  Sugarsops  of  our  town  got  twenty  pound. 

2  Mob.  Ay,  you  fool ;  but  does  not  her  brother  live 
with  a  parliament- man  ? 

1  Mob.  But  he  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  lottery, 
has  he  ? 

2  Mob.  Ah,  Laud  help  thee  I Who  can  tell  what  he 

has  to  do  with  it  ? 

1  Mob.  But  here's  Mrs.  Sugarsops  herself. 

Enter  MBS.   SUGAB80PS. 

Sug.  How  do  you,  neighbour  Harrow  ? 

2  Mob.  Ah !  Mrs.  Sugarsops !  you  are  a  lucky  woman. 
Sug.  I  wUh  you  would  make  your  words  good. 

2  Mob,  Why,  have  not  yon  got  twenty  pounds  in 
the  lottery  ? 

Stig.  Ah  Lud !  that's  all  rid  away,  and  twenty  pounds 

more  to  it. Oh !  'tis   all  a  cheat ;  they  let  one  get 

a  little  at  first,  only  to  draw  one  in,  that's  all.  I  have 
hired  a  horse  to-day  ;  and,  if  I  get  nothing  by  that,  I'll 
go  down  in  the  country  to-morrow. 

1  Mob.  I  iuteud  to  ride  no  longer,  nor  neighbour 
Graze  here  neither. — He  and  I  go  halves  in  a  ticket  to- 
day.— See  here  is  the  number. 

Stig.  As  I  live,  the  very  ticket  I  have  hired  myself ! 

2  Mob.  Nay,  that  cannot  be.  It  may  be  the  same 
number,  perhaps,  but  it  cannot  be  the  same  ticket,  for 
we  have  the  whole  ticket  for  ourselves. 

Sitg.  I  tell  you,  we  are  both  cheated. 

h-ishman.  Upon  my  shoul,  it  is  very  brave  luck, 
indeed;  the  deel  take  me  but  this  will  be  brave  news 
to  carry  back  to  Ireland. 
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\  Mob.  Ay,  there's  he  that  has  got  the  five  thousanM 
pound  which  came  up  to-day.  m 

2  Mob.  I  give  you  joy  of  the  five  thousand  pound,  Sir.  I 
Irishman.  Ah  honey !  fait,  I  have  not  got  it  as  yet— ■ 

but,  upon  my  shoul,  I  was  within  a  ticket  of  it,  joy.  J 

3  Mob.  I  hope  your  worship  will  take  care  that  my  J 
horse  be  drawn  to-day,  or  to-morrow,  because  I  shall  go  I 
out  of  town  next  day.  J 

Stocks.  Never  fear,  friend.  I 

Sug.  You  are  a  fine  gentleman,  to  let  me  the  same  1 
ticket  you  had  let  before  to  these  men  here.  ] 

Stocks.  Pehaw  !  Madam,  it's  impossible  ;  it's  a  mistake  I 
Sug.  Here  is  the  number,  Sir ;  it  is  the  same  on  both  i 
papers.  j 

Stocks.  Ha  I  why  Mr.  Trick  has  made  a  Uttle  blunder 
here  indeed !    However,  Madam,  if  it  comes  up  a  prize, 
you  shall  both  receive   it. — Ha,  ha,  ha !  d'ye  think  my  | 
horses  won't    carry  double.   Madam? — This  number  is  ; 
a  sure  card,  for  it  was  drawn  a  blank  five  days  ago.  j 

[Aside, 

Enter  UOACHMAX.  I 

Coach.  Oh  Sir  1  your  worship  has  let  me  a  very  lucky 
horse  :  it  is  come  up  twenty  pound  already.  So  if  your 
worship  would  let  me  have  the  money — 

Stocks.  Let  me  see,  tickets  are  this  day  nineteen 
pound ;  and  your  prize  is  worth  eighteen  pound  eighteen 
shillings ;  so  if  you  give  me  two  shillings,  which  are 
the  difference,  we  shall  be  quit. 

Coach.  How,  Sir  !  how  I 

Stocks.  Upon  my  word,  friend,  I  state  the  account 
right. 

Coach.  Oh,  the  devil !  and  have  I  given  three  pound 
for  the  chance  of  losing  two  shillings  more  ? 

Stocks.  Alas,  Sir  1      I   cannot  help    ill   fortune. — You 
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have  had  ill  luck ;  it  might  have  come  up  a  hundred, 
or  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand. 

Coach.  Ten  thousand  1 — ten  thousand  devils  take  you 
all.  Oons  1  if  I  can  but  once  get  a  stock  jobber  into  my 
coach,  if  I  don't  break  his  neck  1 — 


AiE  xvn. 


■  Coat. 


In  all  trades  we've  had 
Some  good,  and  some  bad, 

But  a  stock  jobber  has  no  fellow  ; 
To  hell  who  would  sally, 
Let  him  go  to  Change-alley, 

There  are  fiends  who  will  make  his  soul  1 

The  lawyer  who's  been 

In  the  pillory  seen, 
While  eggs  his  complexion  made  yellow  ; 

Nay,  the  devil's  to  blame, 

Or  he'll  own  to  his  shame, 
That  a  stock  jobber  has  no  fellow. 


L 


Enter  l.  stocks  and   chloe.      Commissioners    advance   to 
open  the  wheels. 

J.  Stocks.  Well,  my  dear,  this  is  one  of  the  moat  un- 
accountable rambles,  just  after  matrimony ! but  you 

shall  always  find  me  the  most  complaisant  of  husbands. 

Chloe.  Oh  !  my  lord,  I  must  see  all  the  curiosities  ;  the 
Tower,  and  the  lions,  and  Bedlam,  and  the  court,  and  the 
opera. 

/.  Stocks.  Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  you  shall  see  everything 
— but  the  devil  take  me,  if  I  accompany  your  ladyship. 
I  think  I  will  not  talk  to  her  of  her  fortune  before  to- 
morrow morning.  l^Aside. 
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Chloe.  I  will  not  mention  the   ten  thousand  pounds  I 
before  it  comes  up :  it  will  be  the  prettiest  surprise  I  I 

[^Aside.  \ 
J.  Stocks.  So,  the  lottery  ia  going  to  begin  drawing,         I 

AIK  XVIil.     Now  ponder  well  ye  parents  dear.  \ 

1  Prod.  Number  one  hundred  thirty-two  !  J 

2  Prod.       That  number  is  a  blank.  1 

1  Prod.  Number  one  hundred  ninety-nine  !  ■ 

2  Prod.       And  that's  another  blank.  1 

1  Prod.  Number  six  thousand  seventy-one  !  I 

2  Prod.       That  number  blank  is  found.  I 

1  Prod.  Number  six  thousand  eighty-two  ;  I 

2  Prod.       Oh !  that  is  twenty  pound.  I 

1  Mob.  Oh !  oh  !  are  you  come  ?     I  am  glad  to  find  ' 
there  are  8ome  prizes  here. 

AIR  XIX.     Dutch  Shipper.    Second  part.  ■ 

1  Prod.  Number  six  thousand  eighty-two,  ^ 

2  Prod.       Is  twenty  pound,  is  twenty  pound.  I 

1  Prod.  Number  six  thousand  eighty-two  !  J 

2  Prod.      Oh  !  that  is  twenty  pound.  ^^^^1 

You  see  'tis  all  fair,  ^^^^| 

See  nothing  is  there.  ^^^^B 
[Pointini^  to  the  boys,  who  hold  up  their  hands.  '  i 
The  hammer  goes  down. 

Hey  Presto !  be  gone,  ' 

And  up  comes  twenty  pound.  J 

Chorus.            You  see  'tis  all  fair,  &c.  H 

1  Prod.  Forty-five  thousand  three  hundred  and  ten. 

2  Prod.  Blank. 
1.  Prod.  Sixty-one  thousand  ninety-seven. 
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4  Moh.  Stand  clear  !  stand  clear !  that's  my  ticket. 
2  Prod.  Blank. 
,  4  Mob.  Oh  Lud !  Oh  Lud !  [Exit  cryuigT 

1  Prod.  Number  four  thousand  nine  hundred  sixty. 

2  Prod.  Blank.  [Chloe  faints. 
J.  Stocks.  Help  1  help  ! 

Sug.  Here,  here  are  some  Hartshorn  and  Salvolatile 
drops. 

1  Mob.  Poor  lady !  I  suppose  her  ticket  is  come  up 
blank. 

2  Mob.  May  be,  her  liorse  has  thrown  her,  neighbour. 

[The  lottery  continues  dravniig  in  dumb  shew. 

Enter  loyemore  and  jenny.  ^_ 

J.  Stocks.  What's  the  matter,  my  angel?  ^H 

Chloe.  Oh  ! that  last  blank  was  my  ticket.  ^H 

J.  Stocks.  Ha,  ha !  and  could  that  give  you  any  pain  ? 

Chloe.  Does  it  not  you  ? 

J.  Stocks.  Not  a  moment's,  my  dear,  indeed. 

Chloe.  And  can  you  bear  the  disappointment,  without 
upbraiding  me  ? 

/.  Stocks.  Upbraiding  you  !     Ha,  ha,  ha !     With  what  ? 

Chloe.  Why,  did  you  not  marry  me  for  my  fortune? 

J.  Stocks.  No,  no,  my  dear 1  married  you  for  your 

person;  I  was  in  love  with  that  only,  ray  angel. 

Chloe.  Then  the  loss  of  my  fortune  shall  give  me  no 
longer  uneasiness. 

J.  Stocks.  Loss  of  your  fortune  ?  Ha  !  How  !  What  1 
What! 

Chloe.  0  my  dear  !  I  had  no  fortune,  but  what  I 
promis'd  myself  from  the  lottery. 

/.  Stocks.  Ha  1 

Chloe.  So,  the  devil  take  all  lotteries,  dreams,  and 
conjurers. 

J.  Stocks.  The  devil    take    them,   indeed- 
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■  married  to  a  lottery-ticket,  to  an  imaginary  ten  thousand 
pound  ?  Death  !  hell !  and  f  artea  !  blood  !  blunders  I 
blanks ! 

Chtoe.  Is  this  your  love  for  me,  my  lord  ? 

J,  Stocks.  Love  for  you  !     Dem  you,  fool,  idiot. 

Jenny.  This  it  is  to  marry  a  lord he  can't  be  civil 

to  his  wife  the  first  day. 

Enter  stocks. 

Stocks.  Madam,  the  subscriptions  are  ready and  if 

my  lord 

J.  Stocks.  Brother,  this  is  a  trick  of  yours  to  ruin  me. 

Stocks.  Heyday  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

J.  Stocks.  Matter !  why  I  have  had  a  Levant  thrown 
upon  me. 

Lovem.  The  ten  thousand  pound  is  come  up  a  blank, 
that's  all. 

Stocks.  A  blank! 

J.  Stocks.  Ay,  a  blank !  do  you  pretend  to  be  ignorant 
of  it  P  However,  Madam,  you  are  bit  as  well  as  I  am ; 
for  I  am  no  more  a  lord,  than  you  are  a  fortune. 

Chtoe.  Now  I'm  undone,  indeed. 

AIR  XX.     Virgins  beware, 
Lovem.  Now,  my  dear  Chloe,  behold  a  true  lover, 

Whom,  though  your  cruelty  seem'd  to  dis- 
dain, 
Now  your  doubts  and  fears  may  discover. 
One  kind  look's  a  reward  for  his  pain. 
Thus  to  fold  thee, 

How  blest  is  life  I 
Love  shall  hold  thee 
Dearer  than  wife. 
What  joys  in  chains  of  dull  marriage  can  be. 
Love's  only  liappy,  when  liking  is  free. 
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As  you  seem.  Sir,  to  have  no  overbearing  fondness  for 

your  wife,  VM  take  her  off  your  hands. As  you  have 

misB'd  a  fortune  with  her,  what  say  you  to  a  fortune 
without  her  ? — Eesign  over  all  pretensions  in  her  to  me, 
and  I'll  give  you  a  thousand  pounds  this  instant. 

J.  Stocks.  Ha !  pox !  I  suppose  they  are  a  thousand 
pounds  you  are  to  get  in  the  lottery. 

Lovem.  Sir,  you  shall  receive  'em  this  moment. 
J.  Stocks.    Shall  I?     Then,  Sir,    to  shew   you   I'll  be 
before-hand  with  you,  here  she  is — take  her^ — -and  if  ever 
I   ask  her  back    of  you  again,  may    I   lose    the   whole 
thousand  at  the  first  sitting. 

Ckloe.  And  can  you  part  with  me  so  easily  ? 
/.  Stocks.  Part   with  you  ?     If  I  was  married   to  the 
whole  sex,  I'd  part  with  'em  all  for  half  the  money. 

Lovem.  Come,  my  dear  Chloe,  had  you  been  married, 
as  you  imagin'd,  you  should  have  lost  nothing  by  the 
change. 

Chloe.  A  lord !  faugh !  I  begin  to  despise  the  name 
now,  as  heartily  as  I  lik'd  it  before. 

Commissioner's,  <^c.  close  the  wheels  arid  come  forward. 
AIE   X5I. 
Since  you  whom  I  lov'd, 
So  cruel  have  prov'd ; 
And  you  whom  I  slighted  so  true ; 

From  my  delicate  fine  powder'd  spouse, 
I  retract  all  my  thrown  away  vows, 
And  give  them  with  pleasure  to  you. 
Hence  all  women  learn, 
When  your  husbands  grow  stern, 
And  leave  you  in  conjugal  want; 

Ne'er  whimper  and  weep  out  your  eyes. 
While  what  the  dull  husband  denies, 
Is  better  suppUed  by  gallant. 
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Stocks.  Well,  Jack,  I  hope  you'll  forgive  me ;  or  if  I  ] 
intended  you  any  barm,  may  tickets  fall,  and  all  the  I 
horses  I  have  let  to-day  be  drawn  blanks  to-morrow. 

J.  Stocks.  Brother,  I  believe  you ;  for  as  I  do  not 
apprehend  you  could  have  got  a  shilling  by  being  a 
rogue,  it  is  possible  you  may  have  been  honest, 

Lovem.  Come,    my   dear    Chloe,    don't   let    your   luck 

grieve  you you  are    not    the    only    person    who  hag    I 

been  deceived  in  a  lottery.  J 

AiE  xxn.  I 

That  the  world  is  a  lottery,  what  man  can  doubt  ? 
When  bom,  we're  put  in,  when  dead,  we're  drawn  out; 
And  though  tickets  are  bought  by  the  fool  and  the  wise. 
Yet  'tis  plain  there  are  more  than  ten  blanks  to  a  prize. 
Sing  ta  ntararara,  fools  all,  fools  all. 
Stocks.  The  court  has  itself  a  bad  lottery's  face, 

■Where  ten  draw  a  blank,  ere  one  draws  a  place ; 

For  a  ticket  in  law  who  would  give  you  thanks  ? 

For  that  wheel  contains  scarce  any  but  blanks. 

Sing  tantararara,  keep  out,  keep  out. 

Lovem.  'Mongst  doctors  and  lawyers  some  good  ones 

are  found ; 

But,  alas !  they  are  rare  as  the   ten   thousand 

pound. 
How  scarce  is  a  prize,  if  with  women  you  deal, 
Take  care  how  you   marry — for,   Oh!  in   that 
wheel. 

Sing  tantararara,  blanks  all,  blanks  all. 
Stocks.  That  the  stage  is  a  lottery,  by  all  'tis  agreed ; 

Where    ten    plays    are    damn'd,    ere    one    can 

succeed; 
The  blanks  are  so  many,  the  prizes  so  few. 
We  all  are  undone,  unless  kindly  you, 

Sing  tantararara,  clap  all,  clap  all. 
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LuD !  I'm  almost  asham'd  to  shew  my  face  ! 
Was  ever  woman  like  my  Lady  Lace  ? 
Maids  have  been  often  wives,  and  widows  soon, 
But  I'm  maid,  wife,  and  widow,  all  in  one. 
Who'd  trust  to  Fortune,  if  she  plays  such  pranks  ? 

Ten  thousand and  a  lord !  and  both  prove  blanks  t 

A  piteous  case !  and  what  is  still  more  madding, 
To  lose  so  fine  a  lord  before  I  had  him. 
Had  all  been  well  till  honey-moon  was  over, 
It  had  been  then  no  wonder  to  discover, 
I  a  new  mistress,  he  a  rival  lover. 
To  wake  so  soon  from  such  deHcious  dreams, 
Such  pure,  polite,  extravagant  fine  schemes. 
Of  plays,  and  operas,  and  masquerades, 
Of  equipage,  quadriUe,  and  powder'd  blades. 
And  all  blown  up  at  once — Oh  !  horrid  sentence  1 
Forc'd   to    take   up    at    last — with — faugh!  an    old    ac- 
quaintance. 

But  hold when  my  misfortunes  I  recal, 

Agad  !  'tis  well  I've  any  man  at  all. 
Yet  since  discarded  once  at  such  short  warning. 
This  too  may  turn  me  off  to-morrow  morning. 
If  that  should  happen,  I  were  finely  slurr'd  ; 
Wliat  should  I  then  do  ?    What  I  why  get  a  third. 
Well,  if  he  does,  as  I  have  cause  to  fear. 
To-morrow  night,  gallants,  you'll  find  me  here. 
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17.  In  all  trades  we've  had, 

18.  Number  one  hundred  thirty-two  ! 

19.  Number  six  thousand  eighty-two, 

20.  Now,  my  dear  Chloe,  behold  a  true  lover, 

21.  Since  you  whom  I  lov'd, 

22.  That  the  world  is  a  lottery,  what  man  can) 

doubt? 
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A  COMEDY, 

AS  IT  WAS  AOTBD  AT  THE 
THEATBEBOTAL  IN  DBUBT  LANE,  IN  1781. 


^  j    HflBO  ego  non  oredam  Ventuunft  digna  Lnoema  ? 
^  HaBO  ego  non  agitem  ? 
Cdm  leno  aodpiat  mcBohi  bona,  si  capiendi 
Job  nallam  ozori,  dootoe  epeotajre  lacunar, 
DootoB  e(  ad  calioem  yigilanti  Btertere  naio. 

Joy.  Sat.  1. 


THE   RIGHT   HONOUBABLE 


SIE    EGBERT    WALPOLE, 


Knigbl  ol  Ihe  most  noble  Order  ol  the  Garter, 


While  the  peace  of  Europe,  and  the  lives  and  fortunes  ' 
of  60  great  a  part  of  mankind  depend  on  your  counsels, 
it  may  be  thought  an  offence  against  the  public  good  to 
divert   by  trifles  of  this  nature  any  of  those  moments 
which  are  so  sacred  to  the  welfare  of  our  country.  - 

But  however  ridiculed  or  exploded  the  muses  may  be, 
in  an  age  when  their  greatest  favourites  are  liable  to  the 
censure  and  correction  of  every  boy  or  idiot,  who  shall 
have  it  in  his  power  to  satisfy  the  wantonness  of  an  evil 
heart,  at  the  expense  of  the  reputation  and  interest  of 
the  best  poet,  yet  has  this  science  been  esteemed,  hon- 
oured, protected,  and  often  professed  by  the  greatest 
persons  of  antiquity.  Nations  and  the  muses  have  gene- 
rally enjoyed  the  same  protectors. 

The  reason  of  this  is  obvious  :  as  the  best  poets  have 
owed  their  reward  to  the  greatest  heroes  and  statesmen 
of  their  times,  so  those  heroes  have  owed  to  the  poet  that 
posthumous  reputation,  which  is  generally  the  only 
reward  that  attends  the  greatest  actions.  By  them  the 
great  and  good  blaze  out  to  posterity,  and  triumph  over 
the  little  malice  and  envy  which  once  pursued  them. 
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Protect  therefore,  Sir,  an  art  for  which  you  may  pro- 
mise yourself  such  notable  advantages ;  when  the  little 
artifices  of  your  enemies,  which  you  have  surmounted, 
shall  be  forgotten;  when  envy  shall  cease  to  misrepre- 
sent your  actions,  and  ignorance  to  misapprehend  them. 
The  muses  shall  remember  their  protector,  and  the  wise 
statesman,  the  generous  patron,  the  stedfast  friend,  and 
the  true  patriot ;  but  above  all  that  humanity  and  sweet- 
ness of  temper,  which  shine  through  all  your  actions, 
shall  render  the  name  of  Sm  Bobebt  Walpolb  dear  to 
his  no  longer  ungrateful  country. 

That  success  may  attend  all  your  counsels,  that  you 
may  continue  to  preserve  us  from  our  enemies  abroad, 
and  to  triumph  over  your  enemies  at  home,  is  the  sincere 
wish  of. 

Sir, 
your  most  obliged,' 

most  obedient  humble  servant, 

HENEY  FIELDING. 


PROLOGUE: 


'Ik  early  youth  our  author  first  begun 
To  combat  with  tlie  ££(lli£8_of,Jlie-tosm ; 
Her  want  of  art  his  unskill'd  muse  bewail'd. 
And,  where  his  fancy  pleas'd,  his  judgment  fail'd. 
Hence,  your  nice  tastes  he  atrove  to  entertain 
With  unshap'd  monsters  of  a  wanton  brain  I 

He  taught  Tom  Thumb  strange  victories  to  boast, 
Slew  heaps  of  giants,  and  then kill'd  a  ghost ! 

To  rules,  or  reason,  scorn 'd  the  dull  pretence, 
And  fought,  your  champion  'gainst  the  cause  of  sense  ! 

At  length,  repenting  frolic  flights  of  youth, 
Once  more  he  flies  ta  nature  and  to  truth : 
In  yirtue'a.just  defence  aspires  to  faihe,  , 

And  courts  applause  without  the  applauders'  shame!] 

Impartial  let  your  praise  or  censure  flow, 
For,  as  he  brings  np  friend,  he  hopes  to  find  no  foe. 
His  muse  in  schools  too  unpolite  was  bred, 
To  apprehend  each  critic — that  can  read  : 
For,  sure  no  man's  capacity's  less  ample 
Because  he's  been  at  Oxford  or  the  Temple  ! 
He  shews  but  httle  judgment,  or  discerning, 
Who  thinks  taste  banish'd  from  the  seats  of  learning. 

Nor  is  less  false,  or  scandalous  th'  aspersion, 
That  such  will  ever  damn  their  own  diversion. 
But  poets  damn'd,  like  thieves  convicted,  act, 
^ail  at  their  jury,  and  deny  the  fact! 
To-night  (yet  strangers  to  the  scene)  you'll  view 
A  pair  of  monsters  most  entirely  new ! 
Two  characters  scarce  ever  found  in  Ufe, 
A  willing  cuckold — sells  his  willing  wife ! 
But,  ffbrnTwfiatever  chme  the  creatures  come. 
Condemn  *em  not — because  not  found  at  home. 
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If  then  true  nature  in  his  scenes  you  trace, 
Not  scenes  that  Comedy  to  Farce  debase  ; 
I(modem  vice  detestable  be  shewn, 
(An3,  vicious  as  it  is,  he  draws  the  town ;) 
Though  uo  loud  laugh  applaud  the  serious  page, 
Eestore  the  sinking  honour  of  the  stage : 
The  stage,  which  was  not  for  low  farce  desigp'd, 
But  to  divert,  instruct,  and  mend  mankind,  i 
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MODEEN    HUSBAND. 


ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

SCBKE,  MBS.    HODEim'B  HoUSe. 

MES.  MODERN  at  ker  toikt ;  LATELY  attending. 

URS.  MODERN. 

LuD  1  this  creature  is  longer  in  sticking  a  pin,  than  some  ■] 
people  are  in  dressing  a  head.  Will  you  never  have  j 
done  fumbling? 

Lately.  There,  Ma'am,  your  ladyship  is  drest. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Drest  !  ay,  most  frightfully  drest,  I  am  ] 
sure — If  it  was  not  too  late,  I  would  begin  it  all  again.. 
This  gown  is  wretchedly  made,  and  does  not  become  me. 
— When  was  Trlcksey  here  ? 

Lately.  Yesterday,  Ma'am,  with  her  bill. 

Mrs.  Modem.  How  !  her  bill  already. 

Lately.  She  says,  Ma'ara,  your  ladyship  bid  her  bring  it..] 

Mrs.  Modei-n.  Ay,  to  be  sure,  she'll  not  fail  to  remem- 1 
ber  that. 

lately.  She  says  too.  Ma'am,  that  she's  in  great  distress  | 
for  her  money. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Oh,  no  doubt  of  that ;  I  do  not  know  \ 
any  one  who  is  not. 
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I 


•nmaa         ' 


Lately.  What   shall  I    do.   Ma'am,    when   she  comes 
again  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  must You  must  send  her  away 

again  I  thint. 

Lately.  Yes,  Ma'am,  but 

Mrs.  Modern.  But but   what?     Don't   trouble  me 

with  your  impertinence  ;  I  have  other  things  to  think  on 

}^    ''• Billa!    bills!    bills!     I  wonder  in  a  civiliz'd  nation 

^♦' ,.'  there  are  no  laws  against  duns.     [Knocking  at  the  door.'] 

0  Come  in. 


SCENE  n.  ^M 

To  them  FOOTMAN. 

Foot.  My  lady  Ever-play,  Madam,  gives  her  humble 
service  to  you,  and  desires  your  ladyship's  company  to- 
morrow se'ennight,  to  make  a  party  at  Quadrille  with  my 
Lady  LoseaU  and  Mrs.  Banespouse. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Lately,  bring  the  Quadrille-book  hither; 
see  whether  I  am  engag'd. 

Lately.  Here  it  is,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Run  over  the  engagements. 

Lately.  Monday,  February  5,  at  Mrs.  Squabble's ; 
Tuesday,  at  Mrs.  Witless's ;  Wednesday,  at  Lady  Mat- 
adore's ;  Thursday,  at  Mrs,  Fiddlefaddle's ;  Friday,  at 
Mrs.  Ruin's ;  Saturday,  at  Lady  TriBe's ;  Sunday,  at 
Lady  Barbara  Pawnjewel's. 

Mrs.  Modem.  What  is  the  wench  doing  ?  See  for  how 
long  I  am  engag'd.  At  this  rate  you  wiU  not  have  done 
this  hour. 

Lately.  Ma'am,  your  ladyship  is  engag'd  every  night 
till  Thursday  three  weeks. 

Mrs.  Modem.  My  service  to  Lady  Ever-play ;  I  have 
parties  every  night  till  Thursday  three  weeks,  and  thei 
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shall  be  very  glad  if  she  will  get  two  more  at  my  house 
— and — Tom — take  the  roil  of  visits,  and  go  with  my 
chair  to  pay  them ;  but  remember  not  to  call  at  Mrs. 
Worthy's. 


MRS.    MODERN,    LATELY. 

p        Mrs.  Modem.  I  intend  to  leave  off  her  acquaintance  .  , 

l\,for  I  never  see  any  people  of  fashion  at  her  house,  which,      .^a  r]] 

indeed,  I  do  not  wonder  at ;  for  the  wretch  is  hardly  ever  V    ^  *  v* , 

to  be   met   with  without   her  husband.      And   truly,   I  fi^*' vj 

think,  slie  is  not  fit  company  for  any  other.  Did  you 
ever  see  any  one  dress  like  her.  Lately  ? 

Lately.  Oh,  frightful !  I  have  wondered  how  your 
ladyship  could  endure  her  so  long. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Why  she  plays  at  Quadrille  worse  than 
she  dresses,  and  one  would  endure  a  great  deal  in  a 
person  who  loses  her  money. 

Lately.  Nay,  now  I  wonder  that  your  la'shlp  has  left 
her  off  at  all. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Truly,  because  she  has  left  off  play ;  and 
now  she   rails   at  cards,  for  the  same  reason  as  some 

women    do    at    gallantry from    ill    success. — Poor 

creatures!  how  ignorant  they  are,  that  all  their  railing 
is  only  a  loud  proclamation  that  they  have  lost  their 
money,  or  a  lover. 

Lately.  They  may  rail  aa  long  as  they  please.  Ma'am ; 
they  will  never  be  able  to  expel  those  two  pleasures  out 
of  the  world. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Ah,  Lately !  I  hope  I  shtdl  be  expelled 
out  of  the  world  first.  Those  Quadrille  rings  of  mine 
are  worth  more  money  than  four  of  the  best  brilliants. 
^There   is   more    conjuration    in    these    dear   cin 


.• 
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[Shews  a  ring.]  These  Spades,  Hearta.  Clubs,  and  Dia- 
monds. Hark,  I  hear  my  husband  coming ;  go  you 
down  stairs.  [Exit  Lately.]  Husband,  did  I  say  ?  Sure, 
-  the  wretch,  who  sells  his  wife,  deserves  another  name. 
But  I  must  be  civil  to  him  while  I  despise  him. 


MR.    MODEEN,   MRS.    MODEKN. 


Mrs.  Modeim.  My  dear,  good-morrow. 

Mr.  Modern.  I  hope  you  slept  well  last  night,  Madam  ; 
that  is,  I  hope  you  had  good  success  at  cards. 

Mrs.  Modej-n.  Verj'  indifferent.  I  had  won  a  consider- 
able sum,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  cursed  Sans-prendre- 
vole  that  swept  the  whole  table.  That  Lady  Weldon 
has  such  luck,  if  I  were  superstitious,  I  should  forswear 
playing  with  her — for  I  never  play'd  with  her,  but  I 
cheated,  nor  ever  playd  with  her,  but  I  lost. 

Mr.  Modem.  Then,  without  being  very  superstitious,  I 
think  that  you  may  suspect  that  she  cheats  too. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Did  I  not  know  the  other  company — For 
the  very  worst  of  Quadrille  is,  one  cannot  cheat  without 
a  partner.  The  division  of  a  booty  gives  one  more  pain, 
than  the  winning  it  can  pleasure — I  am  to  make  up 
accounts  to-morrow  with  Mrs.  Sharpring — but  where  to 
get  the  money  I  know  not,  unless  you  have  it,  child. 

Mr.  Modern.  I  have  it !  I  wanted  to  borrow  some  of 
you ;  unless  you  can  raise  me  five  hundred  pounds  by 
to-morrow  night,  I  shall  be  in  a  fjur  way  to  go  to  jail  ihe 
next  morning. 

Mrs.  Modem.  If  the  whole  happiness  of  my  life 
depended  on  it,  I  could  not  get  the  tenth  part. 

Mr.  Modem.  You  do  not  manage  Lord  Richly  right. 
Men  will  give  any  thing  to  a  woman  they  are  fond  of. 


I 
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Mrs.  Modem.  But  not  to  a  woman  whom  they  were  I 
fond  of.  The  decay  of  Lord  Eichly's  passion  is  tool 
apparent  for  you  not  to  have  observ'd  it.  He  visitHl 
me  seldom ;  and  I  am  afraid,  should  I  ask  a  favour  of  I 
him,  it  might  break  off  our  acquaintance.  ^ 

\J/r.  Modei-n.  Then  I  see  no  reason  for  your  acquaint- 
ance :  he  dances  no  longer  at  my  house,  if  he  will  not 
pay  the  music — But  hold,  I  have  a  thought  come  into 
my  head  may  oblige  him  to  it,  and  make  better  music  i 
for  us  than  you  imagine.  I 

Mrs.  Modem.  What  is  it  ? 

Mt.  Modem.  Suppose  I  procured  witnesses  of  his 
famiharity  with  you  —  I  should  recover  swinging 
damages. 

Mrs.  Modern.  But  then  my  reputation 

Mr.  Modem.  Pooh,  you  will  have  enough  to  gild  it ; 
never  fear  your  reputation  while  you  are  rich — for  gold 
in  this  world  covers  as  many  sins  as  charity  in  the  nest. 
^  that  get  a  great  deal,  and  give  away  a  little,  and  you 
secure  your  happiness  in  both.  Besides,  in  this  case  all  ] 
the  scandal  falls  on  the  husband. 

Mrs.  Modeiii.  Oh  no  !    I  shall  be  no  more  visited— 
Farewell,  dear   Quadrille,  dear,  dear  Sans-prendre-vole,  J 
and  matadores. 

Mr.  Modei-n.  You  will  be  forc'd  to  quit  these  pleasures 
otherwise ;  for  your  companions  in  'em  will  quit  you  the 
very  moment  they  apprehend  our  sinking  fortune.  You 
will  find  that  wealth  has  a  surer  interest  to  introduce 
roguery  into  company,  than  virtue  to  introduce  poverty. 

Mrs.  Modern.  You  will  never  persuade  me :  my  repu-  ?  ^ 
tation  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  life.  k 

Mr.  Modem.  Very  strange !  that  a  woman  who  made 
so  Uttle  scruple  of  sacrificing  the  substance  of  her  virtue,  I 
should  make   so    much  of    parting  with    the    shadow  1 
of  it. 


I 
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Mrs.  Modem.  'Tis  the  shadow  only  that  is  valuable 

Reputation  is  the  soul  of  virtue. 

Mr.  Modem.  So  far,  indeed,  that  it  survives  long  after 
the  body  is  dead.  Tho'  to  me  virtue  has  appeared 
nothing  more  than  a  sound,  and  reputation  is  its  echo. 
Is  there  not  more  charm  in  the  chink  of  a  thousand 
guineas,  than  in  ten  thousand  praises  ?  But  what  need 
more  arguments ;  as  I  have  been  contented  to  wear 
horns  for  your  pleasure,  it  is  but  reasonable  you  shou'd 
let  me  shew  'em  for  my  profit. 

Mrs.  Modem.  If  my  pleasures,  Mr.  Modem,  had  been 
your  only  inducement,  you  wou'd  have  acted  another 
part.  How  have  you  maintain'd  your  figure  in  the  world 
.  since  your  losses  in  the  South  Sea,  and  others  P  And  do 
you  upbraid  me  with  the  crimes  which  you  yourself  have 
hcens'd— have  lived  by  ? 

Mr.  Modem.  Had  I  foilow'd  my  own  inchnations,  I 
had  retired ;  and  instead  of  supporting  these  extrava- 
gances by  such  methods,  had  reduc'd  my  pleasures  to  my 
fortune.  Twas  you,  Madam,  who  by  your  unbridled 
pride  and  vanity  run  me  into  debt ;  and  then — ^I  gave  up 
your  person  to  secure  my  own. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Ha !  have  I  secur'd  thy  worthless  per- 
son at  the  expense  of  mine?  No,  wretch,  'tis  at  the 
price  of  thy  shame,  I  have  purchas'd  pleasures.  Why, 
why  do  I  say  thy  shame  ?  The  mean,  the  groveling 
animal,  whom  any  fear  cou'd  force  to  render  up  the 
honour  of  his  wife,  must  be  above  the  fear  of  shame. 
Did  I  not  come  unblemish'd  to  thee  ?  Was  not  my  life 
unspotted  as  my  fame,  till  at  thy  base  intreaties  I  gave 
up  my  innocence  ? — Oh !  that  I  had  sooner  seen  thee 
starve  in  prison,  which  yet  I  will,  ere  thou  shalt  reap  the 
fruits  of  my  misfortunes.  No,  I  will  publish  thy  dis- 
honour to  the  world. 

iVIr.  Modern.  Nay,  but,  my  dear. 
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Mrs.  Modem.  Despicable  monster. 

Mr.  Modem.  But,  child,  hearken  to  reason. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Never,  never. 

Mr.  Modem.  I  own  myaelf  in  the  wrong.  I  ask  ten 
thousand  pardons.     I  will  submit  to  any  punishment. 

Mrs.  Modem.  To  upbraid  me  with — 

Mr.  Modem.  My  dear,  I  am  in  the  wrong,  I  say.  I 
never  will  be  guilty  of  the  like  again.  ^ 

Mrs.  Modem.  Leave  me  a  while  :  perhaps  I  may  come 
to  myself. 

Mr.  Modern.  My  dear,  I  am  obedient. — Sure,  the  grand 
seignior  has  no  slave  equal  to  a  contented  cuckold. 

SCENE  V.  ^H 

MH8.    MODERN   aloiie.  ^^^ 

Mrs.   Modem.    What    shall    I  do?     Money   must    be 

rais'd but  how?      Is   there  on  earth  a  person  that 

would  lend  me  twenty  guineas  ?  I  have  lost  Gaywit's 
heart  too  long  to  espect  any  thing  there ;  nor  wou'd  my 
love  ever  suffer  me  to  ask  him.  Ha !  Bellamant  per- 
haps may  do  it :  he  is  generous,  and  I  believe  he  loves 
me.  I  will  try  him,  however. — What  wretched  shifts 
are  they  obliged  to  make  use  of,  who  would  support  thefj  ^ 
appearance  of  a  fortune  which  they  have  not.  1 1    ' 


SCENE  VI. 
SCENE,  the  Street  be/ore  lohd  richly's  door. 


CAPTAIN    MERIT. 


Capt.  Merit.  That  is  the  door  I  must  attack ;  and  I 
have  attack'd  a  city  with  lees  reluctance.  There  is  more 
hardship  in  one  hour's  base  soUcitation  at  a  levee,  than 
in  a  whole  campaign. 
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CAPTAIN   MERIT,   FOBTEB, 


Capt.  Merit.  Does  my  Lord  Eichly  see  company 
morning  ? 

Porter.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  yet  whether  he  does  or  no. 

Capt  Merit.  Nay,  I  have  seen  several  gentlemen  go  in. 

Porter.  I  know  not  whom  yon  may  see  go  in.  I  sup- 
pose they  have  business  with  liis  lordship.  I  hope  you 
will  give  my  lord  leave  to  be  at  home  to  whom  he 
pleases. 

Capt.  Merit.  If  business  be  a  passport  to  his  lordship, 
I  have  business  with  him  of  consequence. 

Porter.  Sir,  I  shall  tell  him  of  it. 

Capt.  Ment.  Sir,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  to  tell  him 
now. 

Porter.  I  cannot  carry  any  message  now,  unless  I 
knew  you. 

Capt.  Mei-it.  Why,  don't  you  know  me  ?  that  my  name 
is  Merit. 

Porter.  Sir,  here  are  so  many  gentlemen  come  every 
day,  that  nnleas  I  have  often  new  tokens  to  remember 
'em  by,  it  is  impossible. — Stand  by  there ;  room  for  my 
Lord  Lazy. 

[Lord  Lazy  crosses  in  a  chairif 


SCENE  vin. 

CAPTAIN   MERIT,   CAPTAIN   BRAVEMOHE,  fvom  the  House. 

Capt.  Brave.  Merit,  good-morrow;  what  important 
affair  can  have  sent  you  hither,  whom  I  know  to  shun 
I  .the  houses  of  the  great  as  much  as  virtue  does  ? 
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W  Capt.  Merit.  Or  as  much  as  they  do  poverty ;  for  I H 
■  have  not  been  able  to  advance  farther  than  you  see  me.  H 
I  'Sdeath,  I  have  mounted  a  breach  against  an  armed  file  ■ 
I  of  the  enemy,  and  yet  a  single  porter  has  denied  me 
I  entrance  at  that  door.  You,  I  see,  have  speeded  better.  i 
I  Capt.  Brave.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  thou  errant  man  of  war —  ^| 
I  Harkye,  friend,  there  is  but  one  key  to  all  the  great  ^| 
r    men's  houses  in  town.  ^M 

Capt.  Merit.  Is  it  not  enough  to  cringe  to  power,  but^| 

we  must  do  the  same  to  the  servants  of  power  ?  H 

•f         Capt.  Brave.  Sir,  the  servants  of  a  great  man  are  all  " 

great  men.     Would  you  get  within  their  doors,  you  must 
^v  bow  to  the  porter,  and  fee  him  too.     Then,  to  go  farther,      ^ 
L    you  must  pay  your  devoirs  to  hia  gentleman  ;  and,  after  ^ 
I     you    have    bowed  for  about  half  an  hour  to  hia  whole  H 
I     family,  at  last  you  may  get  a  bow  from  himself.  ^M 

I        Capt.  Merit.  Damnation !    I'd  sooner  be  a  galley-slave.  H 
I    Shall  I,  who  have    spent  ray   youth  and  health  in    myM 
I    country's  service,  be  forc'd  by  auch  mean  vassalage  to 
I     defend  my  old  age  from  cold  and  hunger,  while  every 
[     painted   butterfly   wantons   in    the    sunshine?     [Colonel 

Courtly   crosses.]     'Sdeath,   there's  a  fellow   now — That 

fellow's  father  was  a  pimp  ;  his  mother,  she  turn'd  bawd  ; 
V  and  his  sister  turn'd  whore :  you  see  the  consequence. 
I  How  happy  is  that  country,  where  pimping  and  whoring 
F'are  esteemed  public  services,  and  where  grandeur  and  K. 

the  gallows  lie  on  the  same  road !  ■ 

Capt.   Brave.   But,  leaving  off  railing,  what   is  your  H 

business  with  his  lordship  ?  ■ 

L  Capt.  Merit.  There  is  a  company  vacant  in  Colonel 
I  Favourite's  regiment,  which,  by  his  lordship's  interest,  I 
I    hope  to  gain.  ^ 

I       Capt.  Brave.  But  pray,  by  what  do  you  hope  to  gain  fl 
I  his  lordship's  interest  P  H 

I       Capt.   Merit.   You  know,   Bravemore,  I  am  little  in-  H 
I        VOL.  n.  N  H 
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iclin'd  to  boasting ;  but  I  think  my  services  may  epeak 
aomething  for  me. 

Capt.  Brave.  Faith,  I'm  afraid  you'll  find  'em  dumb ; 
or,  if  they  do  speak,  it  will  be  a  language  not  understood 
by  the  great.  Suppose  you  apply  to  his  nephew,  Mr. 
Gaywit;  hia  interest  with  my  lord  may  be  of  service 
to  you. 

Capt.  Merit.  I  have  often  seen  him  at  Mr.  Bellamant's, 
and  believe  he  would  do  any  thing  to  serve  me. 

Capt.  Brave.  But  the  levee  is  begun  by  this.  If  you 
please,  I'll  introduce  you  to't. 

Capt.  Merit.  What  an  abundance  of  poor  wretches  go 
rto  the  feeding  the  vanity  of  that  leviathan — one  j 
ir(^ue. 


SCENE  IS. 


LORD  EicHLY  at  kts  House. 


1 — one  great 


L.  RicJdy.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — agreeable !    Courtly,  thou  art 

the  greatest  droll  upon  earth you'll  dine  with  me 

Lord  Lazy,  will  you  make  me  happy  too  ? 

L.  Lazy.  I'll  make  myself  so,  my  lord. 

L.  Richly.  Mr.  Woodall,  your  servant ;  how  long  have 
you  been  in  town  P 

Woodall.  I  cannot  be  particular;  I  carry  no  alma- 
nack about  me,  my  lord ;  a  week  or  a  fortnight,  perhaps  : 
too  much  time  to  lose  at  this  season,  when  a  man  should 
be  driving  the  foxes  out  of  his  country. 

Col.  Courtly.  I  hope  you  have  brought  your  family  to 
town  :  a  parliament-man  shou'd  always  bring  his  wife 
:with  him,  that,  if  he  does  not  serve  the  pubhc,  she  may. 

L.  RicMy.  Now  I  think  familiarity  with  the  wife  of  a 
senator  should  be  made  a  breach  of  privilege. 
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W  Col.  Courtly.  Your  lordship  is  in  the  right— the  person 

I        of  his  wife  should  be  made  as  sacred  as  his  own. 
P  WoodaU.    Ay,  the  women  would  thank  U8  damnably 

[  for  such  a  vote — and  the  colonel  here  is  a  very  likely 

'  man  to  move  it. 

Col.  Courtly.  Not  I ;  for  the  women  then  would  be  as 
backward  to  be   our  wives  as  the  tradesmen  are  now  to 
^  '^  be  our  creditors. 

WoodaU.  To  the  fine  gentlemen  of  us,  who  lay  out 
their  small  fortunes  in  extravagance,  and  their  slender 
stock  of  love  on  their  wenches.  I  remember  the  time, 
when  I  was  a  young  fellow,  that  men  used  to  dress  like 
men :  but  now  I  meet  with  nothing  but  a  parcel  of 
tonpet  coxcombs,  who  plaster  up  their  brains  upon  their  ^^A 
periwigs.  ^^| 

L.  Richly.  I  protest  thou  art  an  errant  wit,  WoodaU.  I 

Col.  Courtly.  Oh,  he's  one  of  the  greatest  wits  of  his 
'county. 

WoodaU.  I    have   one   of  the  greatest  estates  of  my  / 
county,  and,  by  what  I  can  see,  that  entitles  a  man  to    \)''-  * 
wit  here  as  well  as  there.  ^  ■ 

Capt.  Merit.  Methinks,  this  rough  spark  is  very  free   "(   -^ 
with  his  lordship.  \To  Bravemore. 

Caft.  Brave.  You  must  know  this  is  a  sort  of  polite   '-^ 
bear-baiting.     There  is  hardly  a  great  man  in  town  but       j.1 
what  is  fond  of  these  sort  of  fellows,  whom  they  take  a      ^  ' 
delight  in  baiting  with  one  or  more  buffoons.     But  now 
for  your  business. 

L.  Richly.  I    shall   see    him  this  morning ;  you    may 
depend  on  my  speaking  about  it. —  [To  a  gentleman,  _ 

Captain  Bravemore,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Capt.  Brave.  My  lord,  here  is  a  gentleman  of  distin- 1 
guish'd  services ;  if  your  lordship  wou'd  recommend  him  1 
to  Colonel  Favourite. 

L.  Richly.  Sir,  I  shall  certainly  do  it. 
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Capt.  Merit.  There  being  a  company  vacant,  my  lord 
— My  name  is  Merit. 

L.  Richly,  Mr.  Merit,  I  shall  be  extremely  glad  to  serve 
you — Sir  John,  your  most  obedient  humble  servant. — 
Lazy,  what  were  you  saying  about  Mr.  BeUamant  ? 

L.  Lazy.  We  were  talking,  my  lord,  of  his  affair,  which 
was  heard  in  our  house  yesterday. 

L.  Richly.  I  am  sorry  I  was  not  there.  It  went  against 
him,  I  think. 

L.  Lazy.  Yes,  my  lord,  and  I  am  afraid  it  affects  him 
deeply. 

Col.  Courtly.  Undone,  Sir ;  quite  undone. 

L.  Richly.  Upon  my  soul,  Mrs.  Bellamant's  a  fine 
woman. 

Woodall.  Tlien,  I  suppose,  if  her  husband's  undone, 
you'll  have  her  among  you. 

L.  Richly.  Woodall,  thou'rt  a  liquorish  dog.  Thou 
wou'dst  have  the  first  snap. 

Woodall.  Not  I ;  none  of  your  town  ladies  for  me ;  I 
always  take  leave  of  women  from  the  time  I  come  out  of 
the  country  till  I  go  back  again. 

L.  Lazy.  Women  !  Pox  on  him  !  he  means  foxes  again. 

Col.  Courtly.  He  knows  no  difference. 

Woodall.  Nor  you  either.     But  harkye,  I  fancy  it  i^m 
safer  riding  after  the  one  than  the  other.  ^H 

Col.  Courtly.  Thy  ideas  are  as  gross  as  thy  person.    ^H 

L.  Richly.  Hang  him,  sly  rogue you   never  knew 

a  fox-hunter  that  did  not  love  a  wench. 

Woodall.  No,  nor  a  wench  of  any  sense  that  did  not 
love  a  fox-hunter. 

L.  Richly.  Modem,  your  servant. 

Mr.  Modeim.  I  would  presume  only  to  remind  your 
lordship 

L.  Richly.  Depend  upon  it,  I  will  remember  you — \ 
hope  your  lady  is  well. 
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Mr.  Modem.  Intirely  at  your  service,  my  lord. 

L.  Richly.  I  have  a  particular  affair  to  communicatlj 
to  her :  a  secret  that  I  caunot  send  by  you ;  you  know  j 
all  secrets  are  not  proper  to  trust  a  husband  with. 

Mt.  Modei-n.  You  do  her  too  much  honour,  my  lord  t\ 
I  believe  you  will  find  her  at  home  any  time  to-day. 

L.  Richly.  Faith,  Modern,  I  know  not  whether  thou  j 
art  happier  in  thy  temper,  or  in  thy  wife. 

Mr.  Mode]"}!.  Um ,  my    lord,    as    for    my    wife,   ' 

believe  she  is  as  good  as  moat  wives ;  I  beUeve  she  is  i 
virtuous  woman  ;  that,  I  think,  I  may  affirm  of  her. 

L.  Richly.  That  thou  may'st,  I  dare  swear ;  and  that 
I  as  firmly  believe  as  thou  dost  thyself:  and  let  me  tell 
you,  a  virtuous  woman  is  no  common  jewel  in  this  age. 
— But  prithee,  hast  thou  heard  anything  of  Mr.  BeUa-  1 
maut's  affairs? 

Mr.  Modem.  No  more  than  that  he  has  lost  his  cause,  I 
which  he  seem'd  to  expect  the  other  night,  when  he  was 
at  my  house. 

L.  Richly.  Then  you  are  intimate. 

Mr.  Modern.  He  visits  my  wife  pretty  often,  my  | 
lord. 

L.  Richly.  Modem,  you  know  I  am  your  friend— 
and  now  we  are  alone,  let  me  advise  you.  Take  care  J 
of  Bellamant,  take  a  particular  care  of  Bellamant — He  1 
is  prudent  enough  in  his  amours  to  pass  upon  the  world  j 
for  a  constant  husband ;  but  I  know  him — I  know  him — ■"  I 
He  is  a  dangerous  man. 

Air.  Modem.  My  lord,  you  surprise  me  so,  that — 

L.  Richly.  I  know  you  will  excuse  this  freedom  my  j 
friendship  takes :  but  beware  of  Bellamant  as  you  loval 
your  honour. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  coach  is  at  the  door. 

L.  Richly.  My  dear  Modern,  I  see  the  great  surprigrj 
you  are  in :  but  you'll  excuse  my  freedom. 
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Mr.  Modem.  I  am  eternally  obliged  to  your  lord- 
ship 

L.  Richly.  Tour  humble  servant. 

Mr.  Modern.  I  hope  your  lordship  will  pardon  my 
freedom,  if  after  all  these  obligations  I  beg  leave  once 
more  to  remind  you. 

L.  Richly.  Depend  upon  it,  I'll  take  care  of  you. — 
What  a  world  of  poor  chimerical  devils  does  a  levee 
draw  together  ?  All  gaping  for  favours,  without  the 
least  capacity  of  making  a  return  for  them. 

But  great  men,  justly,  act  by  wiser  rules ; 
A  levee  is  the  paradise  of  fools. 


ACT  n.— SCME  I. 


SCENE,    MR3.    BEIAAMAKT's   House. 


UBS.    BBT.I.AMANT,    EMILIA. 


HRS.    BELLAUANT. 

Bid  John  put  up  the  coach.  \To  a  servant. 

What  think  you  now,  Emilia  ?  Has  not  this  morning's 
ramble  giv'n  you  a  surfeit  of  the  town  ?  After  all  the 
nonsense  and  ill-nature  we  have  heard  to-day,  wou'd  it 
grieve  one  to  part  with  the  place  one  is  sure  to  hear  'em 
over  again  in  ? 

Emilia.  I  am  far  from  thinking  any  of  its  pleasures 

worth  too  eager  a  wish and  the  woman,  who  has 

with  her  in  the  country  the  man  she  loves,  must  be  a 
very  ridiculous  creature  to  pine  after  the  town. 
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Mrs.  Bella.  And  yet,  my  dear,  I  believe  you  know 
tliere  are  such  ridiculous  creatures. 

Emilia.  I  rather  imagine  they  retire  with  the  man 
they  shou'd  love,  than  him  they  do  :  for  a  heart,  that  k' 
passionately  fond  of  the  pleasures  here,  has  rarely  room- 
for  any  other  fondness.  The  town  itself  is  the  passion  of 
the  greater  part  of  our  sex ;  but  such  I  can  never  allow 

a  just  notion  of  love    to. A    woman   that   sincerely 

loves,  can  know  no  happiness  without,  nor  misery  with, 
her  beloved  object. 

Mrs.  Bdla.  Tou  talk  feelingly,  I  protest,  I  wish  yoa 
don't  leave  your  heart  behind  you.  Come,  confess :  I 
hope  I  have  deserv'd  rather  to  be  esteem'd  your  confi- 
dante than  your  mother-in-law. 

EmiUa.  Wou'd  it  be  a  crime  if  it  were  so  ?  But  if' 
love  be  a  crime,  I  am  sure  you  cannot  upbraid  ma 
with  it.  I 

Mra.  Bella.  Though  if  it  be  a  crime,  I  am  sure  you  are 
guilty. — ^Well,  I  approve  your  choice,  child. 

Emilia.  My  choice !  excellent  I  I  carry  his  picture  in 
my  eyes,  I  suppose  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  As  sure  as  in  your  heart,  my  dear.  1 1 

Emilia.  Nay,  but  dear  Madam,  tell  me  whom  youi 
g:uess.  '^  ' 

Mrs.  Bella.  Hush,  here's  Mr.  Bellamant. 

Enter  bellamant. 

Mr.  Bella.  So  soon  returned,  my  dear?  Sure  you 
found  nobody  at  home. 

Mrs.  Bella.   Oh,  my  dear !     I  have  been   in  such  an 
assembly   of    company,    and    so    pulled  to   pieces    with 
impertinence    and    ill-nature. — Welcome,    welcome  !    the, 
country !  for  sure  the  world  is  so  very  bad,  those  placaJS  i 
are  best  where  one  has  the  least  of  it. 

Mr.  Bdla.  What's  the  matter? 
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Mrs.  Bella.  In  short,  I  have  been  downright  affixjnted. 

Mr.  Bella.  Who  durst  affront  you  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  A  set  of  women  that  dare  do  ev'ry  thing, 
but  what  they  ahou'd  do. — In  the  first  place,  I  was  com- 
pUmented  with  prude,  for  not  being  at  the  last  mas- 
querade— with  dulness,  for  not  entering  into    the  taste 

of  the  town  in  some  of  its  diversions Then  had  my 

whole  dress    run  over,  and  dislik'd;    and    to  finish  all, 
Mrs.  Termagant  told  me  I  look'd  frightful. 

Mr.  Bella.  Not  all  the  paint  in  Italy  can  give  her  half 
your  beauty. 

Mrs.  Bella.  You  are  certainly  the  most  complaisant 
man  in  the  world,  and  I  the  only  wife  who  can  retire 
home  to  be  put  in  a  good  humour.  Most  husbands  are 
like  a  plain-dealing  looking-glass,  which  sullies  aU  the 
compliments  we  have  receiv'd  abroad  by  assuring  us  we 
do  not  deserve  'em. 

[During  this  speech,  a  servant  delivers  a 
letter  to  Bellamant,  which  he  reads. 

Emilia.  I  believe,  though,  Madam,  that  generally  hap- 
pens when  they  are  not  deserv'd :  for  a  woman  of  true 
beauty  can  never  feel  any  dissatisfaction  from  the  jus- 
tice of  her  glass ;  nor  she,  who  has  your  worth,  from 
the  sincerity  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Your  father  seems  discomposed. — I  wish 
there  be  no  ill  news  in  his  letter. 

Mr.  Bella.  My  dear,  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you. 

Mrs,  Bella.  Say  to  command  me. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  gave  you  a  bank-note  of  a  hundred  yes- 
terday, you  must  let  me  have  it  again. 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  am  the  luckiest  creature  in  the  world, 
that  I  did  not  pay  away  some  of  it  this  morning. 
Emilia,  child,  come  with  me.  [Erlt  with  Emilia. 

Mr.  Bella.  Excellent !  unhappy  woman !  How  little 
doth  she  guess,  she  fetches  this  money  for  a  rival  ?    That , 
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is  all  the  little  merit  I  can  boast  towards  her.— To  have 
contended,  by  the  utmost  civility  and  compliance  with 
all  her  desires,  and  the  utmost  caution  in  the  manage- 
ment of  my  amour,  to  disguise  from  her  a  secret,  that; 
mast  have  made  her  miserable.    Let  me  read  once  more. 


'  If  you  have,  or  ever  had,  any  value  for  me,  send  mt 
'  a  hundred  pounds  this  morning,  or  to  make  'em  more 
'  welcome    than  the  last  of  necessities    can,  bring  them 

'  yourself  to Yours — more  than  her  own, 

'HILLARIA  MODERN.' 

Why,  what  a  farce  is  human  life!    How  ridiculous  is 
the  pursuit  of  our  desires,  when  the  enjoyment  of  thi 
is  sure  to  beget  new  ones  I 


-  I 

I 


BELLAMANT,  CAPTAIN    BELLAMANT. 


Cupt.  Bella.  Good-morrow,  Sir. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  suppose.  Sir,  by  the  gaiety  of  your  dress, 
and  your  countenance,  I  may  wish  you  joy  of  something 
besides  your  father's  misfortunes. 

Capt.  BeUa.  Would  you  have  me  go  into  mourning  for 
your  losses.  Sir  P 

Mr.  Bella.  You  may  mourn,  Sir 1  am  now  unable 

to  support  your  extravagance  any  longer.  My  advice, 
nay,  my  commands  have  had  no  effect  upon  you,  but 
necessity  must ;  and  your  extravagance  must  fall  of 
course,  when  it  lias  nothing  to  support  it. 

Capt.   Bella.  I  am  surpris'd  you  should  call 
pences  of  a  gentleman  extravagance. 

Mr.   BeUa.  I  am  sorry  you  think  the  expences 


ichl^^J 
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fool,  or  fop,  the  expences  of  a  gentleman:  and  that  race- 
horses, cards,  dice,  whores,  and  embroidery,  are  necessary 
ingredients  in  that  amiable  composition. 

Capt.  Bella.  Faith,  and  they  are  so  with  most  gentle- 
men of  my  acquaintance ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
Sir,  these  are  the  quaUfications  which  recommend  a 
man  to  the  best  sort  of  people.  Suppose  I  had  staid  at 
the  university,  and  followed  Greek  and  Latin  as  you 
advis'd  me ;  what  acquaintance  had  I  found  at  court  ? 
what  bows  had  I  received  at  an  assembly,  or  the  opera  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  And  will  you  please  to  tell  me,  Sir,  what 
advantage  you  have  received  from  these  ?  Are  you  the 
wiser,  or  the  richer  ?  What  are  you  ?  Why,  in  your 
opinion,  better  drest — Where  else  had  been  that  smart 
,toupet,  that  elegant  sword-knot,  that  coat  cover'd  with 
]fi  ,  lace,  and  then  with  powder  ?  That  ever  Heav'n  should 
/j/"\make  me  father  to  such  a' drest  up  daw  1  A  creature 
who  draws  all  his  vanity  from  the  gifts  of  tailors  and 
periwig-makers ! 

Capt.  Bella.  Wou'd  you  not  have  your  son  drest,  Sir  ? 

Mr.  BeUa.  Yes,  and  if  he  can  afford  it,  let  him  be 
sometimes  fine ;  but  let  him  dress  like  a  man,  not  affect 
the  woman  in  his  habit  or  his  gesture. 

Capt.  BeUa.  If  a  man  will  keep  good  company,  he 
must  comply  with  the  fashion. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  wou'd  no  more  comply  with  a  ridiculous 
fashion  than  with  a  vicious  one ;  nor  with  that,  which 
makes  a  man  look  like  a  monkey,  than  that,  which  makes 
him  act  Uke  any  other  beast. 

Capt.  Bella.  Lord,  Sir!  you  are  grown  strangely  un- 
polite. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  shall  not  give  myself  any  further  trouble 
with  you ;  but,  since  all  my  endeavours  have  prov'd 
inefiectual,  leave  you  to  the  bent  of  your  own  incli- 
nations.    But  I  must  desire  you    to  send  me  no  more 
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biUs  ;   I  assure  you  I  shall  not  answer  them you  must 

live   on   your    commission this  last    misfortune   has 

made  it  impossible  that  I  shou'd  add  one  farthing  to  your 
income. 

Capt.  Bella.  I  have  an  affair  in  my  view  which  may 

add  to  it. Sir,    I  wish  you  good-morrow. — When    a 

father  and  son  must  not  tali  of  money-matters,  I  cannot 
see  what  they  have  to  do  together. 


SCENE  m. 


mh.  bellamant,  mbs.  bellamant,  e^milia. 


Mrs.  Bella.  Here  is  the  bill,  my  dear. 

Mr.  Bella.  You  shall  be  repaid  in  a  day  or  two 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  saw  your  son  part  hastily  from  you  as 
I  came  in ;  I  hope  you  have  not  been  angry  with  him. 

Mr.  Bella.  Why  will  you  ever  intermeddle  between  us  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  hope  you  will  pardon  an  intercession, 
my  dear,  for  a  son-in-law,  which  I  should  not  be  guilty 
for  a  son  of  my  own. 


1 


MH.  Q-ITWIT,  MR.  BELLA  MAST,  MBS.  BELLAMAKT,  EMILIA. 

Mr.  Gayioit.  Bellamant,  good-morrow  —  ladies,  your  \ 
humble  servant. 

Mr.  Bella.  Servant,  Mr.  Gaywit.  I  thought  yout/J 
time  had  been  so  employ 'd  that  you  had  forgot  youT'i 
friends. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  ought   to    excuse  so  long    an  absenc^^ 
but,  as  Bellamant  knows  that   it  must  give  myself  1 ' 
greatest  pain,  he  will  impute  it  to  business. 
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Mr.  Bdla.  Did  I  not  also  know  that  two  days  of  thy 
life  were  never  giVn  to  badness  yet — 

Mr.  Gaymt.  Not  what  the  grave  world  call  so,  I 
confess ;  but  of  what  the  gay  world  allow  that  name  to, 
no  hands  were  ever  fuller. 

Mr.  Bella.  You  have  been  making  love  to  some  new 
mistress,  I  suppose. 

Mr.  Gaywit  Fie,  it  is  only  husbands  make  a  bo^Qss 
of  love,  to  us  'tis  but  an  ^miisement.    ^5-  w  Lk.^ /  id^iih" 

Mrs.  Bella.  Very  fine  I  and  to 'my  face  too  !  '     •  ' 

Mr.  Gaytoit.  Mr.  Bellamant,  Madam,  is  so  known  an 
exception  to  the  general  mode  of  husbands,  that  what  is 
thrown  on  them  cannot  affect  one  of  so  celebrated  a 
constancy. 

Mrs.  Bella.  That's  a  virtue  he  may  be  celebrated  for, 
without  much  envy. 

Mr.  Gaytoit.  He  will  be  envy'd  by  all  men  for  the 
cause  of  that  constancy.  Were  such  wives  as  Mrs.  Bella- 
mant less  scarce,  such  husbands  as  my  friend  wou'd 
be  more  common. 

Emilia.  You  are  always  throwing  the  fault  on  us. 

Mrs.  Bella.  It  is  commonly  in  us,  either  in  our  choice 
of  our  husband,  or  our  behaviour  to  them.  No  woman, 
who  married  a  man  of  perfect  sense,  was  ever  unhappy, 
but  from  her  own  folly.  [Knock  here. 

Mr.  Gaywit  [looking  out  of  the  window.]  Ha  I  a  very 
worthy  uncle  of  mine,  my  lord  Eichly. 

Mr.  Bella.  ^ou'U  excuse  me  if  I  am  not  at  home. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Fie !  to  deny  yourself  to  him  would  be 
unprecedented. 

Mr.  Bella.  I    assure    you,    no for    I    have    often 

done  it. 

Mr.  Gaytoit.  Then,  I  believe  you  are  the  only  man 
in  town  that  has.  But  it  is  too  late,  I  hear  him  on  the 
stairs. 
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Mrs.  Bella.  Come,  Emilia,  we'll  leave  the  gentlemen 
to  their  entertainment;  I  have  been  surfeited  with  it 
already. 


SCENE  V. 

LOBD  BICflLT,   MB.   OATWIT,   MB.   BELLAMANT. 

L.  Richly.  Dear  Bellamant,  I  am  your  most  obedient 
servant.  I  am  come  to  ask  you  ten  thousand  pardons, 
that  my  affairs  prevented  my  attendance  the  day  your 
cause  came  on.  It  might  have  been  in  my  power  to 
have  serv'd  you  beyond  my  single  vote. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  am  oblig'd  to  your  lordship;  but  as  I 
have  great  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  the  justice  of  your 
honourable  house — ^I  am  contented. 

L.  Richly.  I  hope  the  loss  was  not  considerable. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  thought  your  lordship  had  heard. 

L.  Richly.  I  think,  I  was  told  twenty  thousand  pound 

^but  that's  a  trifle,  a  small  retrenchment  in  one's 

expences two  or  three  dozen  suits  the  less,  and  two 

or  three  dozen  fewer  women  in  the  year,  will  soon  re- 
imburse you. 

Mr.  Bella.  My  loss  is  not  equal  to  what  your  lordship 
intimates ;  nor  can  I  complain  of  a  fortune,  still  large 
enough  to  retire  into  the  country  with. 

L.  Richly.  Nay,  dear  Bellamant,  we  must  not  lose  you 
so.  Have  you  no  friend  that  could  favour  you  with 
some  comfortable  snug  employment,  of  a  thousand  or 
fifteen  hundred  per  annum  P 

Mr.  Gaymt.  Tour  lordship  is  the  properest  person  in 
the  world. 

L.  Richly.  Who,  I  ?  I  am  sure  no  mortal  would  do 
half  so  much  to  serve  dear  Jack  Bellamant  as  myself — 
but  I  have  no  interest  in  the  least. 


.Li.'/ 
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Mr.  Bella.  I  am  oblig'd  to  the  good  offices  of  my 
friend,  but  I  assure  your  lordship  I  have  no  intention 
that  way.  Beside,  I  liave  liv'd  long  enough  in  the  world 
to  see  that  necessity  is  a  bad  recommendation  to  favours 
of  that  kind,  which  as  seldom  fall  to  those  who  reaUy 
want  them,  as  to  those  who  really  deserve  them. 

L.  Richly.  I  can't  help  saying  those  things  are  not 
easily  obtain'd.  I  heartily  wish  I  could  serve  you  in 
any  thing. — It  gives  me  a  great  deal  of  uneasiness  that 
ray  power  is  not  equal  to  my  desire — Damn  it,  I  must 
turn  this  discourse,  or  he'll  never  have  done  with  it. — 
[.d«'(ft^.]  Oh,  Bellamant,  have  you  heard  of  the  new 
opera  of  Mr.  Crambo  ? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  What's  the  name  of  it  ? 

L.  Richly.  It  will  be  caU'd  the  Humours  of  Bedlam. 
I  have  read  it,  and  it  is  a  most  surprising  fine  perform- 
ance.   It  has  not  one  syllable  of  sense  in  it  from   the 
first  page  to  the  last. 
-    Mr.  Gaywit.  It  must  certainly  take. 

L.  Richly,  Sir,  it  shall  take,  if  I  have  interest  enough 
to  support  it.  I  hate  your  dull  writers  of  the  late  reigns. 
The  design  of  a  play  is  to  make  you  laugh ;  and  who 
can  laugh  at  sense  P 

"  Mr.  Gaywit,  I  think,  my  lord,  we  have  improv'd  on 
the  Italians.  They  wanted  only  sense — we  have  neither 
sense  nor  music. 

L.  Richly.  I  hate  all  music  but  a  jig. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  don't  think  it  would  be  an  ill  project, 
my  lord,  to  turn  the  best  of  our  tragedies  and  comedies 
into  operas. 

L.  Richly.  And,  instead  of  a  company  of  players,  I 
would  have  a  company  of  tumblers  and  ballad  singers. 

Mr.  Bella.  Why,  faith  I  believe  it  will  come  to  that 
soon,  unless  some  sturdy  critic  should  oppose  it. 

L.  Richly.  No  critic  shall  oppose  it.     It  would  be  very 


fine,  truly,  if  men  of  quality  were  confin'd  in  their  taste ; 
we  should  be  rarely  diverted,  if  a  set  of  pedants  were  to 
license  all  our  diversions ;  the  stage  then  would  be  as 
dull  as  a  country  pulpit. 

M>\  Gaywxl.  And  the  boxes  in  Drury-lane,  as  empty 
ae  the  galleries  in  St.  James's. 

Mr.  Bella.  Like  enough :  for  religion  and  common^ 
sense  are  in  a  fair  way  to  be  banish'd  out  of  the  world 
together. 

L.  Richly.  Let  them  go,  egad. 

Mr.  BeUa.  This  is,  I  beUeve,  the  only  age  that  has 
scom'd  a  pretence  to  religion, 

L.  Richly.  Then  it  is  the  only  age  that  hath  scom'd 
hypocrisy. 

Mr.  Bella.  Eather,  that  hypocrisy  is  the  only  hypo- 
crisy it  wants.  You  shall  hare  a  known  rascal  set  up  for 
honour — a  fool  for  wit — and  your  professed  dear  bosom- 
fawning  friend,  who,  though  he  wallow  in  wealth,  would 
refuse  you  ten  guineas  to  preserve  you  from  ruin,  shall  ■ 
lose  a  hundred  times  that  sum  at  cards  to  ruin  your 
wife. 

L.  Richly.  There,  dear  Jack  Bellamant  is  the  happiest 
man  in  the  world,  by  possessing  a  wife  whom  a  thousand 
times  that  sum  would  have  no  effect  on. 

Mr.  BeUa.  I  look  upon  myself  equally  happy,  my  lord, 
in  having  no  such  friend  as  would  tempt  her. 

L.  Richly.  That  thou  bast  not,  I  dare  swear.  But  I 
thank  you  for  putting  me  in  mind  of  it.  I  must  engage 
her  in  my  author's  cause,  for  I  know  her  judgment  has 
a  great  sway. 

Mr.  Bella.  As  our  stay  will  be  so  short  in  town,  she 
can  do  you  no  service  ;  besides  I  have  heard  her  detest 
partiaUty  in  those  affairs  ;  you  would  never  persuade 
her  to  give  a  vote  contrary  to  her  opinion. 

L.  Richly.  Detest  partiality !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — I  have  heard 
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a  lady  declare  for  doing  justice  to  a  play,  and  condemn 
it  the  very  next  minute — though  I  knew  she  had  neither 
seen  nor  read  it.  Those  thinga  are  entirely  guided  by 
favour. 

Mr.  Gayvnt.  Nay,  I  see  no  reason  to  fix  the  scandal  on 
the  ladies  :  party  and  prejudice  have  the  same  dominion 
over  us.  Ask  a  man's  character  of  one  of  his  party,  and 
you  shall  hear  he  is  one  of  the  worthiest,  honestest  fellows 
in  Christendom  ;  ask  it  of  one  of  the  opposite  party,  and 
you  shall  find  him  as  worthless,  good-for-nothing  a  dog 
as  ever  was  hang'd. 

Mr.  BeUa.  So  that  a  man  must  labour  very  hard  to 
get  a  general  good  reputation,  or  a  general  bad  one. 

L.  Richly.  Well,  since  you  allow  so  much,  you  will 
give  me  leave  to  tempt  Mrs.  Bellamant. 

Air.  BeUa.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Thou  art  a  well-bred  husband,  indeed, 
to  give  another  leave  to  tempt  your  wife. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  should  have  been  a  very  ill-bred  one  to 
have  deny'd  it.    Who's  there  ? 


.Al 


Entei-   SEHVAHT. 


L.  RicUy.  If  I  had  said  more,  he  had  granted  it,  rather 
than  have  lost  my  favour.  Poverty  makes  as  many 
cuckolds  as  it  does  thieves.  "  ^~  [Xntie. 

Mr.  Bella.  Wait  on  my  Lord  Richly  to  your  mistress's 
apartment — I  am  your  most  obedient  servant. 


MR.   GAYWIT,   ME.    BELLAMANT. 


I 


Mr.  Gaymt.  I  find  you  are  resolv'd  to  make  your  wife  ' 
share   your   misfortunes.     It  would   have  been  civil  to 
have  given  her  the  choice  of  not  being  at  home. 
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Mr.  Bella.  I  wanted  to  be  alone  with  you ^besides, 

women  have  a  Uberty  of  sending  away  an  impertinent 
■visitant,  which  we  have  not. 

Mi:  Gaywit.  Ay,  and  a  way  of  entertaining  visitants 
too  which  we  have  not ;  and  he  is  a  visitant  not  easily 
sent  away,  I  assure  you.  I  have  known  him  receive 
very  vigorous  rebuffs  without  retreating. 

Mr.  Bella.  You  talk  as  if  you  suspected  hia  making 
love  to  my  wife. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  He  does  so  to  every  woman  he  sees ; 
neither  the  strictest  friendship  profess'd  to  her  husband, 
nor  the  best  reputation  on  her  own  side,  can  preserve 
any  woman  he  likes  from  his  attacks  :  for  he  is  arriv'd 
at  a  happy  way  of  regarding  all  the  rest  of  mankind  as  ' 
his  tenants,  and  thinks,  because  he  possesses  more  than 
they,  he  is  entitled  to  whatever  they  possess.  i 

Mr.  Bella.  Insolent  vanity !  I  wonder  the  spirit  of 
mankind  has  not  long  since  crush'd  the  tyranny  of  such 
lordly  wolves ;  yet,  believe  me,  Gaywit,  there  generally 
goes  a  deal  of  affectation  to  compose  this  voluptuous 
man.  He  oftener  injures  women  in  their  fame,  than  in 
their  persons.  This  affectation  of  variety  discovers  a 
sickly  appetite;  and  many  mistresses,  like  many  dishea, 
are  often  sent  away  untasted. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  A  very  innocent  affectation,  truly,  to 
destroy  a  lady's  fame. 

Mr.  Bella.  Why,  ay,  for  we  are  come  to  an  age, 
wherein  a  woman  may  live  very  comfortably  without 
it  :  as  long  as  the  husband  is  content  with  his  infamy, 

rthe  wife  escapes  hers. 
Mr.  Gaywit.  And  I  am  mistaken,  if  many  husbands  in 
this  town  do  not  live  very  comfortably  by  being  con- 
tent with  their  infamy,  nay,  by  being  promoters  of  it. 
It  is  a  modem  trade,  unknown  to  our  ancestors,  a  modem 
bubble,  which  seems  to  be  in  a  rising  condition  at  present. 

VOL.    II. 
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Mr.  Bella.  It  is  a  stock -jobbing  age,  ev'ry  thing  has  its 
price ;  taairiag^  is  traffick  throughout ;  as  most  of  us 
bargain  to  be  husbands,  so  some  of  us  bargain  to  be 
ouckolds ;  and  he  would  be  as  much  laughed  at,  who 
preferr'd  his  love  to  his  interest,  at  this  end  of  the  town, 
as  he  who  preferr'd  his  honesty  to  his  interest  at  the 
other. 

Mr.  Gayreit.  You,  Bellamant,  have  had  boldness 
enough,   in    contradiction  to   this    general   opinion,   to 

<  choose  a  woman   from  her  sense   and   virtues.     I   wish 
it  were  in  my  power  to  foUow  your  example — but — 

Mr.  Bella.  But  the  opinion  of  the  world,  dear  boy. 
'         Mr.  Gaywit.    No,  my  good  forefathers  have  chosen  a 
■%/      wife  for  me.     I  am  oblig'd  by  the  settlement  of  Lord 
Eichly's  estate  to  marry  Lady  Charlotte. 

Mr.  Bella.    How! 

Mr.  Gaywit.  The  estate  will  descend  to  me  so  en- 
cumber'd,  I  assure  you. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  thought  it  had  not  been  in  Lord  Kichly's 
power  to  have  cut  off  the  entail. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Not  if  I  marry  Lady  Charlotte. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  think  you  are  happy  in  being  engag'd  to 
no  more  disagreeable  woman. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Lady  Charlotte  is,  indeed,  pretty ;  but 
were  she  everything  a  lover  could  wish,  or  even  imagine 
— there  is  a  woman,  ray  friend — 

Mr.  Bella.  Nay,  if  you  are  in  love  with  another,  I  pity 
you. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Did'st  thou  know  how  I  love,  you  would 
pity  me :  but  did'st  thou  know  whom,  could'st  thou 
look  upon  her  with  eyes  like  mine,  could'st  thou  behold 
beauty,  wit,  sense,  good-nature,  contending  which  should 
adorn  her  most. 

Mr.  Bella.  Poor  Gaywit  I  thou  art  gone  indeed. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  But,  I  suppose,  the  ladies  have  by  this 
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discharg'd  their  visitant.  Now  if  you  please,  we  will 
attend  them. 

Mr.  Bella.  Tou  will  excuse  me,  if  I  leave  you  with 
them ;  which  I  will  not  do,  unless  you  promise  I  shall 
find  you  at  my  return. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  intend  to  dedicate  the  day  to  your 
family ;   so  dispose  of  me  as  you  please. 

SCENE  VII. 

SCENE,  HBS.  MODEBN's  HoUSB. 


LORD    BICHLY,    MBS.    MODERN. 

Mr8.  Modem.  I  think  I  ought  to  blame  your  unkind- 
ness 1  have  not  seen  you  so  long. 

L.  Richly.  Do  you  think  a  week  so  long  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Once  you  would  have  thought  so. 

L.  Richly.  Why,  truly,  hours  in  the  spring  of  love  are 
something  shorter  than  they  are  in  the  winter. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Barbarous  man !  do  you  insult  me,  after 
what  I  have  done  for  you  ? 

L.  Richly.  I  fancy  those  favours  have  been  reciprocal. 
^'.Mrs.  Modern.  Have  I  not  given  you  up  my  virtue  ? 

L.  Richly.  And    have    I    not    paid   for    your  virtue, 

Madam?    I  am  sure  I  am  1500^.  out  of  pocket,  which, 

in   my  way    of  counting,  is     fourteeu   more   than    any 

woman's  virtue  is  worth ;  in  short,  our  amour  is  at  an 

;;-^end,  for  I  am  in  pursuit  of  another  mistress. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Why  do  you  come  to  torment  me  with 
her? 

L.  Richly.  Why,  I  would  have  you  act  like  other 
^^rudent  women  in  lower  station ;  when  you  can  please 
no  longer  with  your  own  person,  e'en  do  it  with 
other  people's.  j  , 
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Mrs.  Modem.  Monster  !  insupportable  ! 

L.  Richly.  You  may  rave.  Madam,  but  if  you  will  not 
do  me  a  favour,  there  are  wiser  people  enow  will — I  fix'd 
on  you  out  of  a  particular  regard  to  you  ;  for  I  tliink, 
when  a  man  is  to  lay  out  his  money,  he  is  always  to  do 
it  with  his  friends. 

Mrs.  Modern.   I'll  bear  it  no  lonffcr.  t  ^/^  • 

L.  Richly.  Sav  I.  \['^«''9- 

Mrs.  Modern.  Stay,  my  lord,  can  you  be  so  cruel  ? 

L.  Richly.  Pshaw  !  [Going. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Oh  !  stay  !  stay ! — you  know  my  neces- 
sities, 

L.  Richly.  And,  I  think,  I  propose  a  very  good  cure 
for  them. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Lend  me  a  hundred  guineas. 

L.  Richly.  I  will  do  more. 

Mrs.  Modem.   Generous  creature ! 

L.  Richly.  I'U  give  you — twenty. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Do  you  jest  with  my  necessity  ?'^ 

L.  Richly.  Lookye,  Madam,  if  you  will  do  a  good- 
natur'd  thing  for  me,  I  will  oblige  you  in  return,  as  I 
promis'd  yon  before,  and  I  think  that  very  good  payment. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Pray,  my  lord,  use  me  with  decency  at 
least. 

L.  Richly.  Why  should  we  use  more  decency  to  an  old 
acquaintance  than  you  ladies  do  to  a  new  lover,  and  have 
more  reason  for  so  doing  ?    You  often  beUe  your  hearts, 

when  you  use  us  ill In  using  you  so  we  follow  the 

dictates  of  our  nature. 

[Enter  a  servant,  who  delivers  a  letter  to  mks.  jiodeen. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Ha !  it  is  Bellamant's  hand and  the 

note  that  I  desir'd — This  is  lucky  indeed. 


good  cure 
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SCENE  vm. 


LOED   EICHLY,   MB.   OATWIT,  EMIUA,  LADY   CUAHLOTTE, 
CAPTAIN  BELLAMANT,   MES,   MODBEN. 


J%^ 


L.  Richly.  So !  here's  an  end  of  my  business  for  the 
present,  I  find. 

La.  Chart.  Oh,  dear  Modern  I  I  am  heartily  glad  to 
see  you  are  alive ;  for  you  must  know,  I  thought  it 
impossible  for  any  one  to  be  alive,  and  not  to  be  at  the 
rehearsal  of  the  new  opera. 

Capt  BeUa.  How  can  you  be  surprj^'d  at  one  of  no 
taste,  Lady  Charlotte  P 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  suppose  it  was  very  full  ? 

La.  Chart.  Oh !  everybody  was  there ;  all  the  world. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  How  can  that  be.  Lady  Charlotte,  when 
80  considerable  a  part,  as  Mrs.  Modern,  was  wanting  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Civil  creature !  when  will  you  say  such 
a  thing  P 

Capt.  BeUa.  When  I  am  as  dull,  Madam. 

L.  Richly.  Very  true !  no  one  makes  a  compliment  but 
those  that  want  wit  for  satire. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Eight,  my  lord.  It  is  as  great  a  sign  of  \  I 
want  of  wit  to  say  a  good-natur'd  thing,  as  want  of  sense  '  1 
to  do  one. 

La.  Chart.  Oh !  I  would  not  say  a  good-natur'd  thing 
for  the  world.  Captain  Bellamant,  did  you  ever  hear  me 
say  a  good-natur'd  thing  in  your  Ufe  ? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  But  I  am  afraid.  Lady  Charlotte,  though 
wit  be  a  sign  of  ill-nature,  ill-nature  is  not  always  a  sign 
of  wit. 

La,  Chart.  I'll  give  you  leave  to  say  any  thing,  after 
what  I  have  said  this  morning— Oh !  dear  Modern,  I 
wish  you  had  seen  Emilia's  dressing-bos!  such  japaning 
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— he !  he !  he ! — she  hath  varnished  over  a  windmill  ten 
several  times  before  she  discover'd  she  had  placed  the 
wrong  side  upwards. 

Mrs.  Mod^-n.  I  have  had  just  such  another  mis- 
fortune. I  have  laid  out  thirty  pounds  on  a  chest,  and 
now  I  dislike  it  of  all  things. 

La.  Charl.  Oh  I  my  dear,  I  do  not  like  one  thing  in 
twenty  that  I  do  myself. 

Emilia.  You  are  the  only  person  that  dishkes,  I  dare 
say.  Lady  Charlotte. 

La.  Charl.  Oh,  you  flatt'ring  creature !  I  wish  you 
could  bring  my  papa  to  your  opinion.  He  says  I  throw 
away  more  money  in  work  than  in  play. 

Mrs.  Modem.  But  you  have  not  heard  half  my  mis- 
fortune ;  for  when  I  sent  my  chest  to  be  sold,  what  do 
you  think  I  was  offered  for  my  thirty  pounds'  worth  of 
work  ?  ^H 

La.  Charl.  I  don't  know;  fifty  guineas,  perhaps.        '^^ 

Mrs.  Modem.  Twenty  ahiUings,  as  I  live. 

La.  Charl.  Oh  !  intolerable  !     Oh  !  insufferable  ! 

Capt.  Bella.  But  are  we  to  have  no  Hazard  this 
morning  ? 

Mrs.  Modern.  With  all  my  heart — lord  Eichly,  what 
say  you  ? 

L.  Richly.  My  vote  always  goes  with  the  majority. 
Madam. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Come,  then,  the  shrine  is  within,  and 
you  that  will  offer  at  it,  follow  me. 
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SCENE  IX. 

MS.    GATWIT,  EMILIA, 

Emilia.  Mr,  Gaywit,  are  you  no  gamester  ? 
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Mr.    Gaywit.    No,    Madam ;    when    I    play, 
utmost  stretch  of  my  complaisance. 

Emilia.  I  am  glad  I  can  find  one  who  is  as  great  an 
enemy  to  play  as  myself;  for,  I  assure  you,  we  are  both 
of  the  same  opmion. 

Air.  Gayvnt.  I  wish  we  were  bo  in  every  thing. 

Emilia.  Sir! 

Mr.  Gaytcit  I  say,  Madam,  I  wish  all  of  my  opinions 
were  as  well  seconded ;  and  yet,  methioks,  I  would  not 
have  your  thoughts  the  same  with  mine. 

Emilia.  Why  so,  pray  ? 

Air.  Gaymt.  Because  you  must  have  then  many  an 
unhappy  hour,  which  that  you  may  ever  avoid  will  be 
still  my  heartiest  prayer. 

Emilia.  I  am  oblig'd  to  you,  sir. 

Afr.  Gaywit.  Indeed  you  are  not.  It  is  a  self- 
interested  wish :  for,  believe  me,  to  see  the  least 
affliction  attend  you  would  give  this  breast  the  greatest 
agony  it  is  capable  of  feeling. 

Emilia.  Nay,  this  is  so  extravagant  a  flight,  I  know 
not  what  to  call  it. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Nor  I call  it  a  just  admiration  of  the 

highest  worth,  call  it  the  tenderest  friendship  if  you 
please  ;  though  much  I  fear  it  merits  the  sweetest,  softest 
name  that  can  be  given  to  any  of  our  passions.  If  there 
be  a  passion  pure  without  alloy,  as  tender  and  soft,  as 
violent  and  strong,  you  cannot  sure  miscal  it  by  that 
name. 

Emilia.  You  grow   now  too  philosophical  for  me  to 
f  understand  you  :  besides,  you  would,  I  am  sure,  be  best 
f  I  understood  ironically ;  for  who   can  believe  anything  of 
Mr.  Gaywit,  when  he  hath  asserted  that  he  is  unhappy  ? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Nay,  I  will  leave  my  case  to  your  own 
determination  when  you  know  it.  Suppose  me  oblig'd 
to  marry  the  woman  I  don't  like,  debarr'd  for  ever  from 
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her  I  love,  I  doat  on,  the  delight  of  my  eyea,  the  joy  of 
my  heart.  Suppose  me  obUg'd  to  forsake  her,  and 
marry another. 

EmiUa.  But  I  cannot  suppose  you  oblig'd  to  that. 

Mr.  Gayteit.  Were  it  not  an  impertinent  trouble,  I 
could  convince  you. 

Emilia.  I  know  not  why  I  may  not  be  escus'd  a  little 
concern  for  one,  who  hath  expressed  so  much  for  me. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Then,  Madam,  the  settlement  of  my 
"whole  fortune  obliges  me  to  marry  Lady  Charlotte 
Gaywit. 

Emilia.  How  ! — but  suppose  the  refusal  were  on  Lady 
Charlotte's  side? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  That  ia  my  only  hope. 

Emilia.  And  I  can  assure  you  your  hope  is  not  ill- 
grounded. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  know  she  hath  express'd  some  dialike 
to  me ;  but  she  is  a  woman  of  that  sort,  that  it  is  as 
difficult  to  be  certain  of  her  dislike,  as  her  affection ;  and 
whom  the  prospect  of  grandeur  would  easily  make 
obedient  to  her  father's  commands. 

Emilia.  Well,  if  you  are  sincere,  I  pity  you  heartily. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  And  if  you  are  sincere,  I  never  knew 
happiness  till  this  dear  moment. 


SCENE  X. 


MR.   G\rWIT,  EMILIA,  LORD  BICHLY,  MES.   MODEHX,   LADY 
CHABLOTTE,  CAPTAIN  BELLAMAKT. 

I      Mrs.  Modem.  Victoria  !  Victoria ! 
r*      Capt.  Bella.  Stripl,  by  Jupiter ! 

La.  Charl.  Eleven  mains  together ;   Modern,  you 
a  devil. 
Emilia.  What's  the  matter.  Lady  Charlotte  ? 
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La.  Charl.  Oh,  my  dear,  you  never  saw  tlie  like — 
Modern  has  held  in  nine  thousand  mains  in  one  hand, 
aud  won  all  the  world. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  She  has  always  great  luck  at  Hazard, 

L.  Richly.  Surprising  toMiay,  upon  my  word. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Surprising  to  me;  for  it  is  the  first 
success  I  have  had  this  month;  and  I  am  sure  my 
Quadrille  makes  every  one  a  sufficient  amends  for  my 
Hazard. 

L.  Richly.  You  are  one  of  those,  whose  winning 
nobody  ever  heard  of,  or  whose  losing  no  one  ever  saw. 

Capt.  Bella.  But  you  forget  the  auction,  Lady 
Charlotte. 

ia.  Ckarl.  What  have  I  to  do  with  an  auction,  that 
am  ruin'd  and  undone  P 

Mr.  Gaywit.  As  much  as  many  that  are  undone ;  bid 
out  of  whim,  in  order  to  raise  the  price,  and  rnin  ntTifira.  • 
Or  if  the  hammer  should  fall  upon  you,  before  you 
expect  it,  take  a  sudden  dislike  to  the  goods,  or  dispute 
your  own  words,  and  leave  them  upon  the  hands  of  the 
seller. 

Mrs.  Modem.  How  polite  is  that  now !  Gaywit  will 
grow  shortly  as  well-bred  as  Madcap. 

Capt.  Bella.  We  shall  have  him  there  too,  and  he  is 
the  life  of  an  auction. 

La.  Charl.  Oh !  the    most   agreeable  creature    in   the 

world he   has  more  wit  than  anybody,  he  has  made 

me  laugh  five  hundred  hours  together.     Emilia,  we  will 
just  call  there,  and  then  I'll  set  you  down  at  home. 

Emilia,  Let  us  but  just  call,  then. 

La.  Charl.  That  caution  is  admirable  from  you,  when 
you  know  I  never  stay  above  sis  minutes  any  where. 
WeU,  you  never  will  reform. 

L.  Richly.  I  desire,  Charlotte,  you  would  be  at  home 
by  four. 
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La.  Chart.  I  shall  very  easily,  my  lord ;  for  I  have 
not  above  fourteen  or  fifteen  places  to  call  at.  Come, 
dear  creature,  let  us  go,  for  I  have  more  business  than 
half  the  world  upon  my  hands,  and  I  must  positively 
call  at  the  auction. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Where  you  have  no  business,  it  seems. 

La,  Chart.  Impertinent !     Modern,  your  servant. 


SCENE  XI. 

LOED   RICHLY,  MRS.    MODERN, 
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L.  Richly.  I  only  waited  till  you  were  alone,  Madam — 
to  renew  my  business. 

Mrs.  Modern.  If  you  intend  to  renew  your  imperti- 
nence, I  wish  you  would  omit  both, 

L.  Richly.  So,  I  find  I  have  my  work  to  do  over  again. 

Mrs.  Modern.  But  if  you  please,  my  lord,  to  truce  with 
your  proposals,  and  let  Piquet  be  the  word. 

L.  Richly.  So,  you  have  taken  money  out  of  my 
daughter's  hands,  to  put  it  into  mine. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Be  not  confident — I  have  been  too  hard 
for  you  before  now. 

L.  Richly.  Well,  and  without  a  compliment,  I  know 
none  whom  I  would  sooner  lose  to  than  yourself;  for  to 
any  one  who  loves  play  as  well  as  you,  and  plays  as  ill,  the 
money  we  lose,  by  a  surprising  ill  fortune,  is  only  lent. 

Afrs.  Modem.  Methinks,  my  lord,  you  should  be  fearful 
of  deterring  me  by  this  plain  dealing. 

L.  Richly.  I  am  better  acquainted  with  your  sex.  It 
is  as  impossible  to  persuade  a  woman  that  she  plays  ill, 
as  that  she  looks  ill.  The  one  may  make  her  tear  her 
cards,  and  the  other  break  her  looking-glass. 

'  Her  want  of  skill,  for  want  of  luok  must  pass ; 

Ab  wEint  of  beauty's  owing  to  her  glass.' 
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ACT  m.    SCENE  I. 


SCENE  continues. 


LORD  BICHLT,  UBS.    MODE£N. 


ME8.    MODERN, 


Can  you  be  so  cruel  P 

L.  Richly.  Ridiculous !  you  might  aa  well  ask  me  for 
my  whole  estate ;  I  am  sure  I  would  as  soon  give  it  you. 

Mrs.  Modem.  An  everlasting  curse  attend  the  cards  I 
to  be  repiqu'd  from  forty,  when  I  play'd  but  for  five  !  my 
lord,  I  beUeve  you  a  cheat. 

L.  Richly.  At  your  service,  Madam when  you  have 

more  money,  if  you  will  honour  me  with  notice,  I  will  be 
ready  to  receive  it. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Stay,  my   lord give  me  the  twraity 

guineas. 

X.  Richly.  On  my  conditions. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Any  conditions. 

L.  Richly.  Then  you  must  contrive,  some  way  or  other, 
a  meeting  between  me  and  Mrs.  Bellamant,  at  your 
house. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Mrs.  Bellamant ! 

L.  Richly.  Why  do  you  start  at  that  name  ? 
■  iMrs.  Modem.  She  has  the  reputation  of  the  strictest 
virtue  of  any  woman  in  town. 

L.  Richly.  Virtue  I  ha,  ha,  ha !  so  have  you,  and  bo 
have  several  of  my  acquaintance ;  there  are  as  few 
women  who  have  not  the  reputation  of  virtue  as  that 
have  the  thing  itself. 
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Mrs.  Modern.  And  what  do  you  propoae  by  meeting      ' 
her  here  ? 

L.  Richly.  I  am  too  civil  to  tell  you  plainly  what  I 
propose ;  though  by  your  queatioa  one  would  imagine 
you  expected  it. 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  expect  any  thing  from  you,  rather 
than  civility,  my  lord. 

L.  Richly.  Madam,  it  will  be  your  own  fault,  if  I  am 
not  civil  to  you.  Do  this  for  me,  and  I'll  deny  you 
nothing. 

Mrs.  Modem.  There  is  one  thing  which  tempts  me 
more  than  your  gold,  which  is  the  expectation  of  seeing 
you  desert  her,  as  you  have  done  me. 

L.  Richly.  Which  is  a  pleasure  you'll  certainly  have : 
and  the  sooner  you  compass  my  wishes,  the  sooner  you 
may  triumph  in  your  own :  nay,  there  is  a  third  motive 
will  charm  thee,  my  dear  Hillaria,  more  than  the  other 
two.  When  I  have  laid  this  passion,  which  hath  abated 
that  for  you,  I  may  return  to  your  arms  with  all  my 
former  fondness, 

Mrs.  Modern.  Excuse  my  incredulity,  my  lord ;  for, 
though  love  can  change  its  object,  it  can  never  return  to 
the  same  again. 

L.  Richly.  I  may  convince  you  of  the  contrary but 

to  our  business ;  fortune  has  declar'd  on  our  side  already, 
I  by  sending  Bellamant  hither :  cultivate  an  acquaintance 
I  with  him,  and  you  cannot  avoid  being  acquainted  with 
his  wife.  She  is  the  perfect  shadow  of  her  husband ; 
they  are  as  inseparable  as  lady  Coquette  and  her  lap- 
dog. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Yes,  or  as  her  ladyship  and  her  imper- 
I  tinence ;  or  her  lap-dog  and  his  smell.     Well,  it  is  to 

me  surprising,   how  women  of  fashion  can  carry  hus- 
bands, children,  and  lap-dogs  about  with   them ;   three 
I  things  I  never  could  be  fond  of.  j 
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L.  Richly.  If  the  ladies  were  not  fonder  of  their  lap- 
dogs  than  their  husbands,  we  should  have  no  more  dogs 
in  St.  James's  parish,  than  there  are  lions  at  the  Tower. 

Mrs.  Modem.  It  is  an  uncommon  bravery  in  you  to 
single  out  the  woman  who  is  reputed  to  be  the  fondest 
of  her  husband. 

L.  Richly.  She  that  is  fond  of  one  man  may  be  fond  of 
another.  Fondness,  in  a  woman's  temper,  like  the  love 
of  play,  may  prefer  one  man,  and  one  game;  but  will 
incline  her  to  try  more,  especially  when  she  expects 
greater  profit,  and  there,  I  am  sure,  I  am  superior  to  my 
rival :  if  flattgjy  will  allure  her,  or  riches  tempt  her,  she 
shall  be  mine ;  and  those  are  the  two  great  gates  by 
which  the  devil  enters  the  heart  of  womankind- 
Psha !     He  here  !— 


SCENE  n. 


LORD    RICHLY,    MR.    MODERK,    MRS.    MODERN. 


Mr.  Modem.  I  am  your  lordship's  most  obedient 
humble  servant.  ^  . 

L.  Richly.  Have  you  seen  this  new  opera,  Madam  ?        *^  ^ 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  have  heard  vast  commendations  of  it ; 
but  I  cannot  bear  an  opera,  now  poor  La  Dovi's  gone. 

L.  Richly.  Nor  I,  after  poor  A  la  Fama. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Oh !  Cara  la  Dovi !  I  protest  I  have 
often  resolv'd  to  follow  her  into  Italy. 

L.  Richly.  You  will  allow  A  la  Fama's  voice,  I  hope. 

Mrs.  Modem.  But  the  mien  of  La  Dovi,  then  her 
judgment  in  singing ;  the  moment  she  enter'd  the  stage 
I  have  wish'd  myself  all  eyes. 

L.  Richly.  And  the  moment  A  la  Fama  sung  I  have 
wish'd  myself  all  ears. 
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Mr.  Modem.  I  find  I  am  no  desir'd  part  of  this  com- 
pany. I  hope  your  lordship  will  pardon  me;  business 
of  the  greatest  consequence,  requiring  my  attendance, 
prevents  my  waiting  on  your  lordship  according  to  my 
desires. 
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£.  Richly.  This  unseasonable  interruption  has  quite 
cut  the  thread  of  my  design.  Pox  on  him,  a  husband, 
:\like  the  fool  in  a  play,  is  of  no  use  but  to  cause  con- 
j  j  fusion. 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  would  have  an  opportunity  at  my 
house,  and  to  procure  it,  I  must  be  acquainted  with  Mrs. 
Bellamant;  now,  there  is  a    lucky   accident   which   you 

are  not   apprized   of Mr.    Bellamant    is  an  humble 

servant  of  mine. 

L.  Richly.  That  is  lucky,  indeed ;  could  we  give  her  a 
cause  of  suspicion  that  way,  it  were  a  lively  prospect  of 
my  success ;  aa  persuading  a  thief  that  his  companion  is 
false  is  the  surest  way  to  make  him  so. 

Mrs.  Modem.  A  very  pretty  eomparison  of  your  lord- 
ship's between  the  two  states. 

Enter  seevamt. 

Serv.  Madam,  Mr.  Bellamant  desires  to  know  if  your 
ladyship  is  at  home. 

Mrs.  Modern.  I  am.    Bring  him  into  the  dining-room. 

L.  Richly.  Thou  dear  creature,  let  me  but  succeed  in 
this  affair,  I'll  give  thee  millions. 

Mrs.  Modem.  More  gold,  and  fewer  promises,  my 
lord. 
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L.  Richly.  An  hundred  guineas  shall  be  the  price  of 
our  first  interview. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Be  punctual,  and  be  confident.  Go  out 
the  back  way,  that  he  may  not  see  you. 

Z.  Richly.  Adieu,  my  Machiavel.      ( 


SCEHB,  MBS.    BELLAMAHT'S  Ho^l3e. 
MBS.    BELLAHAHT,    MB.    GATWIT,  EMILU. 

Mrs.  Bella.  And  so,  Lady  Willitt,  after  all  her  pro- 
testations against  matrimony,  has  at  last  generously  be- 
stowed herself  on  a  young  fellow  with  no  fortune,  the 
famous  beau  Smirk. 

Emilia.  She  was  a  proof  against  every  thing  but 
charity. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  To  which  all  other  virtues  shou'd  be 
sacrific'd,  as  it  is  the  greatest;  the  ladies  are  apt  to 
value  themselves  on  their  virtue ;  as  a  rich  citizen  does 
on  his  purse  ;  and  I  do  not  know  which  is  of  the  greatest 
use  to  the  public. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Nor  I,  which  are  the  oftenest  bankrupts.  I 

Mr,  Gaywit.  And  as,  in  the  city,  they  suspect  a  man  f^-fitA 
/who  is  ostentatious  of  his  riches ;  so  should  I  the  woman     u.*5£(i 
^  'who  makes  the  most  noise  of  her  virtue.  /^ 

Mrs.  Bella.  We  are  all  the  least  solicitous  about  per;  / 
fections,  which  we  are  so  well  assur'd  of  our  possessing.     ^ 
Flattery  is  never  so  agreeable  as  to  our  blind  side.     Com- 
mend a  fool  for  his  wit,  or  a  knave  for  his  honesty,  and  - 
they  will  receive  you  into  their  bosoms.                                   ^^H 

Emilia.  Nay,  I   have  known  a  pretty  lady  who  was      ^^| 
vain  of  nothing  but  her  false  locks  ;  and  have  seen  a  pair 
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of  squinting  eyes   that   never  smil'd   at  a   compliment 
made  to  any  other  feature. 

3fr.  Gaywit.  Yes,  Madam,  and  I  know  a  pretty  gen- 
tleman who  obliges  me  very  often  with  his  ill-spelt 
songs ;  and  a  very  ugly  poet,  who  hath  made  me  a  pre- 
sent of  his  picture. 

Emilia.  Well,  since  you  see  it  is  so  agreeable  to 
flatter  one's  blind  side,  I  think  you  have  no  excuse  to 
compliment  on  the  other. 

Mr.  Gaymit.  Then  I  shall  have  a  very  good  excuse  to 
make  you  no  compliment  at  all.  But  this  I  assure  you, 
Emilia,  the  first  imperfection  I  discover,  I  will  tell  you 
of  it  with  the  utmost  sincerity. 

Emilia.  And  I  assure  you,  with  the  utmost  sincerity, 
I  shall  not  thank  you  for  it. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Then,  without  any  flattery,  you  are 
of  the  most  open  plain-dealers  I  have  met  with. 


SCENE  V. 


I 


k 


JIBS.   BELLAMANT,   EMILU,  LAJ)Y   CHARLOTTE,  MB.  GAYWIT. 

La.  Ckarl.  Dear  Mrs.  Bellamant,  make  some  excuse 
for  me ;  I  see  Emilia  is  going  to  chide  me  for  staying 
so  long.     When   did  she  know  the  fatigue  I  had  this 

afternoon 1  was  just    going  into  my  coach  when 

Lady  Twitter  came  in,  and  forc'd  me  away  to  a  fan- 
shop.  Well,  I  have  seen  a  set  of  the  prettiest  fans  to- 
day. My  dear  creature,  where  did  you  get  that  lace  ? 
I  never  saw  any  thing  so  ravishing. 

Emilia.  I  cannot  see  anything  so  extraordinary  in  it. 

La.  Chart.  It  could  not  cost  less  than  ten  pound  a 
yard Oh!  Mr.  Gaywit,  are  you  here? 

Emilia.  He  goes  with  us  to  the  play. 

La.  Charl.  Oh  hateful!   how   can  you  bear  him?    I 
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■would  as  soon  to  the  chapel  with  Lady  Prude  :  I  sa^ 
the  ridiculous  creature  cry  at  a  tragedy.  i 

Jlrs.  Bella.  Do  you  think  he  need  be  ashamed  of  thatjJ 
Lady  Charlotte  ?  |] 

La.  Chart,  I  would  as  soon  laugh  at  a  comedy,  or  fall 
asleep  at  an  opera. 

Mrs.  Bella.  What  is  the  play  to-night  ? 

La.  Chart.  I  never  know  that.  Miss  Eattle  and  I 
saw  four  acts  the  other  night,  and  came  away  without 
knowing  the  name.  I  think,  one  only  goes  to  see  the 
company,  and  there  will  be  a  great  deal  to-night:  for 
the  Duchess  of  Simpleton  sent  to  me  this  morning. 
Emilia,  you  must  go  with  me  after  the  play :  I  must 
make  just  fourteen  visits  between  nine  and  ten :  yes- 
terday was  the  first  payment  I  have  made  since  I  came 
to  town,  and  I  was  able  to  compass  no  more  than  three 
and  forty ;  though  I  only  found  my  Lady  Sober  at 
home,  and  she  was  at  Quadrille — ^Lud,  Mrs.  Bellamant, 
I  think  you  have  left  oS"  play,  which  is  to  me  surprising, 
when  you  play'd  so  very  well. 

Mrs.  Bella.  And  yet  I  believe  you  hardly  ever  saw 
me  win. 

La.  Chart  I  never  mind  whether  I  win  or  no,  if  I 
make  no  mistakes. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Which  you  never  fail  of  doing  as  often 
as  you  play. 

La.  Chart.  Do  you  hear  him  ? 

Emilia.  Oh !  he  sets  up  for  a  plain-dealer,  that  is,  one 
who  shews  his  wit  at  the  expense  of  his  breeding, 

£a.  Chart  Yes,  and  at  the  expense  of  his  truth. 

Emilia.  Never  mind  hira,  Lady  Charlotte,  you  will 
have  the  town  on  your  side. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Yes,  they  will  all  speak  for  you  that 
play  against  you. 

La.  Chart  This  is  downright  insupportable. 

VOL.    II.  p 
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SCENE    VI. 


MES.    BELLAMANT,    EMILIA,    MR.    QATWIT,     LADY    CHAKLOTTE, 
CAPTAIN     BELLAMANT. 

La.  Chart.  Oh !  here 'a  Captain  Bellamant  shall  be  my 
voucher. 

Capt.  Bella.  That  you  may  be  aSBur'd  of,  Lady 
Charlotte,  for  I  have  so  implicit  a  faith  in  your  lady- 
ship, that  1  know  you  are  in  the  right  before  you  speak. 

La.  Chart.  Mr.  Gaywit  does  not  allow  me  to  play  at 
Quadrille. 

Capt.  Bella.  He  may  as  well  deny  that  your  ladyship 
sees  ;  besides,  I  do  not  lay  a  great  deal  of  weight  on  his 
judgment,  whom  I  never  saw  play  at  all. 

La.  Chart.  Oh  1  abominable !  then  he  does  not  live  at 
all.     I  wish  my  whole  Ufe  was  one  party  at  Quadrille. 

Capt.  Bella.  As  a  Spaniard's  is  a  game  at  Chess,  egad. 
I       Mrs.  Bella.  1  never  intend  to  sacrifice  my  time  entirely 
to  play,  tUl  I  can  get  no  one  to  keep  me  company  for 
i  nothing. 

I       Mr.  Gaywit.  Eight,  Madam,  I   think   the   votaries    to 

gaming  should  be  such  as  want  helps  for  conversation : 

I  and  none  should  have  always  cards  in  their  hands,  but 

'  those  who  have  nothing  but  the  weather  in  their  mouths. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Thus  gaming  would  be  of  service  to  the 
repubUc  of  wit,  by  taking  away  the  encouragers  of  non- 
sense ;  as  a  war  is  of  service  to  a  nation,  by  taking  the 
idle  people  out  of  it. 

La.  Chart.  Intolerable !  Mrs.  Bellamant  an  advocate 
against  play  ? 
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LORD     EICHLT,     MB.     GArWIT,     CAPTAIN     BKIXAMANT,     LADY 
CHARLOTTE,   EMILIA,   MBS.    BELLAMANT. 

L.  Richly.  Who  is  an  advocate  against  play  ? 

La.  Chart.  Mrs,  Bellamant,  my  lord. 

L.  Richly.  She  is  grown  a  perfect  deserter  from  the 
Beau  Monde :  she  has  declared  herself  against  Mr. 
Crambo  too. 

La.  Chart.  Against  dear  Mr.  Crambo  ! 

Mrs.  Bella.  I    am   only    for   indulging    reason   in   our 
entertainments,  my  lord.      I    must  own,  when    I    see   a  i 
poUte  audience  pleas'd  at  seeing  Bedlam  on   the    stage, 
I  cannot  forbear  thinking  them  fit  for  no  other  place. 

L.  Richly.  Now,  I  am  never  entertain'd  better. 

La.  Chart.  Nor  I.  Oh,  dear  Bedlam !  I  have  gone 
there  once  a  week  for  a  long  time :  I  am  charm'd  with 
those  delightful  creatures  the  kings  and  the  queens. 

Capt.  Bella.  And  your  ladyship  has  contributed 
abundance  of  lovers,  all  kings,  no  doubt :  for  he  that 
could  have  the  boldness  to  attempt  you,  might  with 
much  less  madness  dream  of  a  throne. 

La.  Chart.  Well,  I  should  like  to  be  a  queen.  I  fancy, 
'tis  very  pretty  to  be  a  queen. 

Capt.  Bella.  Were  I  a  king.  Lady  Charlotte,  you 
should  have  your  wish. 

La.  Chart.  Ay,  but  then  I  must  have  you  too. — I 
would  not  have  an  odious  filthy  he-creature  for  the 
world. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Faith,  you  cannot  easily  find  any  who  is 
less  of  the  he-creature.  [Aside. 

Emilia.  But,  Lady  Charlotte,  we  shall  be  too  late  tor 
the  play. 
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La.  Charl.  I  believe  the  first  act  is  over,  so  we'll  go. 
I  don't  believe  I  ever  saw  the  first  act  of  a  play  in  my 
life but  do  you  tliint  I'll  suffer  you  in  my  coach  ? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  At  least,  you'll  suffer  me  to  put  this  lady 
iilLto  it. 

Capt.  Bella.  And  me  to  put  your  ladyship  in. 

La.  Charl.  Dear  Mrs.  Bellamant,  your  humble  servant. 

L.  Richly.  Shall  I  have  the  honour,  in  the  mean  time, 
of  entertaining  you  at  piquet  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  Your  lordship  has  such  a  vast  advantage 
over  me 

L.  Richly.  None  in  the  least :  but  if  you  think  so. 
Madam,  I'll  give  you  what  points  you  please. 

Mrs.  Bella.  For  one  party,  then,  my  lord. — Get  cards 
there — Your  lordship  will  excuse  me  a  moment. 

IL.  Richly.  Charming  woman !  and  thou  art  mine,  as 
surely  as  I  wish  thee — Let  me  see — she  goes  into  the 
country  in  a  fortnight — Now,  if  I  compass  my  affair  in 
a  day  or  two,  I  shall  be  weary  of  her  by  that  time,  and 
her  journey  will  be  the  most  agreeable  thing  that  can 
happen. 


r 


SCENE  vm. 

SCENE,  ME3.   MODEKN's  HoitSe. 
MBS.   MODERN,    MH.    BELLAMANT. 


i 


Mts.  Modem.  Is  it  not  barbarous,  nay,  mean,  to  up- 
braid me  with  what  nothing  but  the  last  necessity  could 
have  made  me  ask  of  you  ? 

Mr.  BeUa.  You  wrong  me,  I  lament  my  own  neces- 
sities, not  upbraid  yours.  My  misfortune  is  "too  public 
for  you  not  to  be  acquainted  with  it ;  and  what  restrains 
me  from  supporting  the  pleasures  of  the  best  wife  in  the 
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world,  may,  I  think,  justly  excuse  me  from  supporting 
those  of  a,  mistress. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Do  you  insult  me  with  your  wife's 
virtue  ?  You  !  who  liave  robb'd  me  of  mine  ? — yet 
Heaven  will,  I  hope,  forgive  me  this  first  slip ;  and  if 
henceforth  I  ever  listen  to  the  Siren  persuasions  of  your 
false  ungrateful  sex,  may  I — 

Mr.  Bella.  But  hear  me.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Would  I  had  never  heard,  nor  seen,  nor 
known  you. 

Mr.  BeUa.  If  I  alone  have  robb'd  you  of  your  honour, 
it  is  you  alone  have  robb'd  me  of  mine. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Your  honour !  ridiculous !  the  virtue  of 
&  man! 

Mr.  Bella.  Madam,  I  say,  my  honour ;  if  to  rob  a 
woman  who  brought  me  beauty,  fortune,  love,  and 
virtue ;  if  to  hazard  the  making  her  miserable  be  no 
breach  of  honour,  robbers  and  murderers  may  be  honour- 
able men;  yet,  this  I  have  done,  and  this  I  do  still 
for  you. 

Mrs.  Modern.  We  will  not  enter  into  a  detail,  Mr. 
Bellamant,  of  what  we  have  done  for  one  another ;  per- 
haps the  balance  may  be  on  your  side :  if  so,  it  must 
be  still  greater ;  for  I  have  one  request  which  I  must 
not  be  denied. 

Mr.  Bella.  You  know,  if  it  be  in  my  power  to  grant, 
it  is  not  in  my  power  to  deny  you. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Then  for  the  sake  of  my  reputation, 
and  to  prevent  any  jealousy  in  my  husband,  bring  me 
acquainted  with  Mrs.  Bellamant. 

Mr.  Bella.  Ha ! 

Mrs.  Modern.  By  winch  means  we  shall  have  more 
frequent  opportunities  together. 

Mr.  Bella.  Of  what  use  your  acquaintance  can  be, 
I  know  not. 
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Mrs.  Modem.  Do  you  scruple  it?  This  is  too  plain 
an  evidence  of  your  contempt  of  me ;  you  will  not  intro- 
duce a  woman  of  stain'd  virtue  to  your  wife  :  can  you, 
who  caus'd  my  crime,  be  the  first  to  condemn  me  for  it  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  Since  you  impute  my  caution  to  so  wrong 
a  cause,  I  am  willing  to  prove  your  error. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Let  our  acquaintance  begin  this  night 
then  ;  try  if  you  cannot  bring  her  hither  now. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  will  try,  nay,  and  I  will  succeed :  for 
.  oh  !  I  have  sacrificed  the  best  of  wives  to  your  love. 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  envy,  not  admire  her  for  an  affection 
which  any  woman  might  preserve  to  you. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  fly  to  execute  your  commands. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Stay — I — 

Mr.  Bella.  Speak. 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  must  ask  one  last  favour  of  you — and 
yet  I  know  not  how — though  it  be  a  trifle,  and  I  will 
repay  it only  lend  me  another  hundred  guineas. 

Mr.  Bella.  Your  request.  Madam,  is  always  a  com- 
mand.    1  think  time  flies  with  wings  of  lead  till  I  return. 


I  wii 

r  hej 


UBS.   MODERN,  Sola. 
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Mrs.  Modem.  And  I  shall   think  you    fly   on   golden 
wings,  my  dear  gallant.      Thou  ass,  to   think  that  the 
heart  of  a  woman  is  to  be  won  by  gold,  as  well  as  her 
.  person ;  but  thou  wilt  find,  though  a  woman  often  sells 
''■I  her  person,  she  always  gives  her  heart. 


I 


THE  MODERN  HUSBAND. 


SCENE,    MES.    BELLAMANT's  HoUSt. 
LOBD  EICHLT,   MRS.   BBLLAMAHT,    at  Piquet 

L.  Richly.  Sis  parties  succeasively  !  sure  Fortune  will 
change  soon,  or  I  shall  believe  she  is  not  blind. 

Mrs.  Bella.  No,  my  lord,  you  either  play  with  too 
great  negligence,  or  with  such  ill-luck,  that  I  shall  press 
my  victory  no  farther  at  present.  Besides,  I  can't  help 
thinking  five  points  place  the  odds  on  my  side. 

L.  Richly.  Can  you  change  this  note.  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  Let  it  alone,  my  Lord. 

L.  Richly.  Excuse  me.  Madam,  if  I  am  superstitiously 
observant  to  pay  my  losings  before  I  rise  from  the  table. 
— Besides,  Madam,  it  will  give  me  an  infinite  pleasure  to 
have  the  finest  woman  in  the  world  in  my  debt.  Do  but 
keep  it  till  I  have  the  honour  of  seeing  you  again.  Nay, 
Kadam,  I  must  insist  on  it,  though  I  am  forc'd  to  leave 
it  in  your  hands  thus — 


SCENE  XL 

MBS.    BKLLAMAST,  Sola. 

Mrs.  Bella.  What  can  this  mean ! 1  am  confident 

too  that  he  lost  the  last  party  designedly.  I  observ'd 
him  fix  his  eyes  stedfastly  on  mine,  and  sigh,  and  seem 

I  careless  of  his  game It  must  be  so        he  certainly 

hath  a  design  on  me.     I  will  return  him  his  note  imme- 

'  diately,  and  am  resolved  never  to  see  him  more. 
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SCENE  xn. 


BELLAMAST,    MBS.    BELLAMANT, 


f 

■  Mrs.  Bella.  My  dear !  where  have  you  been  all  day? 

I  I  have  not  had  one   moment   of  your   company   since 

I  dmner. 

I  Mr.  Bella.  I  have  been,  upon  buBmesa  of  very  great 

I  consequence,  my  dear. 

f  Mrs.  Bella.  Is  it  fit  for  me  to  hear  ? 

Mr,  Bella.  No,   my  dear,   it   would  only  make   you 
uneasy. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Nay,   then   I  must   hear  it,   that  I  may 
share  your  concern. 

Mr.  Bella.  Indeed,  it  would  rather  aggravate  it :  it  is 
not  in  your  power  to  assist  me ;  for  since  you  vnll  know 
it,  an  affair  hath  happened,  which  makes  it  necessary  for 
me  to  pay  an  hundred  guineas  this  very  evening. 
Mrs.  Bella.  Is  that  all  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  That,  indeed,  was  once  a  trifle — but  now  it 
makes  me  uneasy. 

Mrs.  Bella.  So  it  doth  not  me,  because  it  is  in  my 

power  to  supply  you. Here  is  a  note  for  that  Bum ; 

but  I  must  be  positively  repaid  within  a  day  or  two :  it 
is  only  a  friend's  money  trusted  in  my  hands. 

Mr.  Bella.  My  dear,  sure  wlien  Heaven  gave  me  thee, 
it  gave  me  a  cure  for  every  malady  of  the  mind,  and  it 
hath  made  thee  still  the  instrument  of  all  its  good  to  me. 
Mrs.  Bella.    Be  assured  I  desire   no   greater  blessing 
than  the  continual  reflection  of  having  pleas'd  you. 

LMr.  Bella.  Are  you  engaged,  my  love,  this  evening  ? 
Mrs.  Bella.    Whatever    engagement    I   have,    it   is   in 
your  power  to  break. 
Mr.  Bella.  If  vou  have  none,  I  will  introduce  ■ 


}duce  you  t^^ 
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a  new   acquaintance :    one  who    I    believe    you   never 

visited,  but  must  know  by  sight Mrs.  Modern. 

Mrs.  Bella.  It  is  equal  to  me  in  what  company  I  am, 
when  with  you.  My  eyes  are  so  dehghted  with  that 
principal  figure,  that  I  have  no  leisure  to  contemplate 
the  rest  of  the  piece.     I'll  wait  on  you  immediately. 


MB.  BELLAUANT,  Solus. 

Mr.  Bdla.  What  a  wretch  am  I !  Have  I  either 
honour  or  gratitude,  and  can  I  injure  such  a  woman? 
How  do  I  injure  her  !  while  she  perceives  no  abatement 
in  my  passion,  she  is  not  injured  by  its  inward  decay : 
nor  can  I  give  her  a  secret  pain,  while  she  hath  no 
suspicion  of  my  secret  pleasures.  Have  I  not  found  too 
,  an  equal  return  of  passion  in  my  mistress  ?  Does  she 
not  sacrifice  more  for  me  than  a  wife  can  ?  The  gallant 
is,  indeed,  indebted  for  the  favours  he  receives  :  but  the 
husband  pays  dearly  for  what  he  enjoys.  I  hope,  how- 
ever, this  will  be  the  last  hundred  pounds  I  shall  be 
asked  to  lend.  My  wife's  having  this  dear  note,  was  as 
lucky  as  it  was  unexpected — Ha ! — the  same  I  gave  this 
morning  to  Mrs.  Modern.  Amazement !  what  can  this 
mean? 

SCENE  XIV. 


HE.  BELLAMANT,  MBS.  BELLAMANT. 

Mr.  Bella.  My  dear,  be  not  angry  at  my  curiosity,  but 
pray  tell  me  how  came  you  by  this  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  Pardon  me,  my  dear,  I  have  a  particular 
reason  for  not  telling  you. 


. 
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Mr.  Bella.  And  I  have  a  particular  reason  for  asking 
it. 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  beg  you  not  to  press  me :  perhaps  you 
will  oblige  me  to  sacriBce  a  friend's  reputation. 

Mr.  Bella.  The  secret  shall  rest  in  my  bosom,  I  assure 
you. 

Mrs.  Bella.  But  suppose  I  should  have  promised  not 
to  suffer  it  from  my  own. 

Mr.  BeUa.  A  husband's  command  breaks  any 
promise. 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  am  surprised  to  see  you  so  solicitous 
about  a  triHe, 

Mr.  Bella.  I  am  rather  surprised  to  find  you  so  tena^ 
cious  of  one ;  besides,  be  assured,  you  cannot  have  half 
the  reason  to  suppress  the  discovery,  as  I  to  insist  upon 


Mrs.  Bella.  What  is  your  reason  P 

Mr.  BeUa.  The  very  difficulty  you  make  in  telling  it. 

Mrs.  BeUa.  Your  curiosity  shall  be  satisfied,  then' 
but  I  beg  you  would  defer  it  now.  I  may  get  absolved 
from  my  promise  of  secrecy.  I  beg  you  would  not  urge 
me  to  break  my  trust. 

Mr.  BeUa.  [Aside.]  She  certainly  hath  not  discovered 
my  falsehood,  that  were  impossible:  besides,  I  may 
satisfy  myself  immediately  by  Mrs.  Modern. 

Mrs.  BeUa.  What  makes  you  uneasy  P  I  assure  you 
there  is  nothing  in  this  worth  your  knowing. 

Mr.  BeUa.  I  believe  it,  at  least  I  shall  give  up  my 
curiosity  to  your  desire. 

Mrs.  BeUa.  I  am  ready  to  wait  on  you. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  must  make  a  short  visit  first  on  what  I 
told  you,  and  will  call  on  you  immediately. 


mW 
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MHS.     BELLAMANT,    sola. 


Mrs.  Bella.  What  can  have  given  him  this  curiosity  I 
know  not ;  but  sliould  I  have  discovered  the  truth,  who 
can  tell  into  what  suspicions  it  might  have  betrayed  TiJm  ? 
His  jealous  honour  might  have  resolved  on  some  fatal 
return  to  Lord  Richly,  had  he  taken  it  in  the  same  way 
as  I  do ;  whereas,  by  keeping  the  secret,  I  preserve  him 
every  way  from  danger;  for  I  myself  will  secure  his 
honour  without  exposing  his  person.  I  will  myself  give 
Lord  Eichly  his  discharge.  How  nearly  have  I  been 
unawares  to  the  brink  of  ruin  !  For,  surely,  the  lightest 
suspicion  of  a  husband  is  ruin,  indeed ! 

When  innocence  can  scarce  our  lives  defend, 
What  dangers  must  the  guilty  wife  attend  ? 


ACT  IV.— SCENE  I. 

BCBNE,  MRS.  MODERN'S  HoUSe. 

HR.    MODERN,  MRS.  MODERN. 

MR.  MODERN. 

In  short,  Madam,  you  shall  not  drive  a  separate  trade  at 
my  expense.  Your  person  is  mine  :  I  bought  it  lawfully 
in  the  church ;  and  unless  I  am  to  profit  by  the  disposal, 
r  shall  keep  it  all  for  my  own  use. 

Mrs.  Modem.  This  insolence  is  not  to  be  borne. 

Mr.  Modem.  Have  I  not  winked  at  all  your  intrigues 


iisposal,       ^^A 
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Have  I  not  pretended  business,  to  leave  you  and  your 
gallants  together  ?  Have  I  not  been  the  most  obsequious, 
observant — 

Mi-s.  Modem.  Out  with  it ;  you  know  what  you  are. 

Mr.  Modem.  Do  you  upbraid  me  with  your  vices, 
Madam? 

Mrs.  Modern.  My  vices ! — Call  it  obedience  to  a 
husband's  will.  Can  you  deny  that  you  have  yourself 
persuaded  me  to  the  undertaking  ?  Can  you  forget  the 
arguments  you  used  to  convince  me  that  virtue  was  the 
lightest  of  bubbles  ? 

Mr.  Modern.  I  own  it  all :  and  had  I  felt  the  sweets  of 
your  pleasures,  as  at  first,  I  had  never  once  upbraided 
you  with  them ;  but,  as  I  must  more  than  share  the 
dishonour,  it  is  surely  reasonable  I  should  share  the 
profit. 

Mt8.  Modern.  And  have  you  not  ? 

Mr.  ModeJ-n.  Wliat  if  I  have  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Why  do  you  complain  then  ? 

Mr.  Modern.  Because  I  find  those  efiects  no  more. 
Your  cards  run  away  with  the  lucre  of  your  other 
pleasures — and  you  lose  to  the  knaves  of  your  own  sex 
what  you  get  from  the  fools  of  ours. 

Mrs.  Modern.  'Tia  false  ;    you  know  I  seldom  lose 

Nor  indeed  can  I  considerably ;  for  I  have  not  lately  had 
it  in  my  power  to  stake  high  :  Lord  Eichly,  who  was  the 
fountain  of  our  wealth,  hath  long  been  dry  to  me. 

3fr.  Modern.  I  hope,  Madam,  this  new  gallant  will 
turn  to  a  better  account. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Our  amour  is  yet  too  young  to  expect 
any  fruit  from  thence. 

Mr.  Modern.  As  young  as  it  is,  I  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve it  is  grown  to  perfection.  Whatever  fruits  I  may 
expect  from  hira,  it  is  not  impossible,  from  what  hath 
already  happen'd,  but  I  may  expect  some  from  you,  and 
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that  is  not  golden  fruit.      I  am  sure  if  women  sprung 
from  the  earth,  as  some  pliilosophera  think,  it  was  from 
the  clay  of  Egypt,  not  the  sands  of  Peru.     Serpents  and  t 
crocodiles  are  the  only  fruit  they  produce. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Very  true ;  and  a  wife  contains  the 
whole  ten  plagues  of  her  country.  [Laughing. 

Mr.  Modern.  Wliy  had  I  not  been  a  Turk,  that  I  mighti 
have  enslaved  my  wife ;  or  a  Chinese,  that  I  might  have! 
sold  her  I  I 

Mrs.  Modern.  That  would  have  been  only  the  customi 
of  the  country ;  you  have  done  more,  you  have  sold  herl 
in  England;  in  a  country  where  women  are  as  backward! 
to  be  sold  to  a  lover  as  to  refuse  him ;  and  where  cuckold  1 
is  almost  the  only  title  of  honour  that  can't  be  bought.       I 

Mr.  Modem.  This  ludicrous  behaviour,  Madam,  as  ill 
becomes  the  present  subject,  as  the  entertaining  new 
gallants  doth  the  tenderness  you  this  morning  expressed 
for  your  reputation.  In  short,  it  is  impossible  that  your 
amours  should  be  secret  long  ;  and  however  careless  you 
have  been  of  me  whilst  I  have  had  horns  in  my  pocket, 
I  hope  you'll  take  care  to  gild  them  when  I  am  to  wear 
them  in  public. 

Mrs.  Modern.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Mr.  Modern.  Suffer  me  to  discover  you  together;  by[ 
which  means  we  may  make  our  fortunes  easy  all  at  once. 
One    good    discovery    in   Westminster-hall   will     be    of  I 
greater  service    than   Ms    utmost    generosity, — The   law  I 
will  give  you  more  in  one  moment,  than    his  love  for 
many  years. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Don't  think  of  it. 

Mr.  Modern.  Yes,  and  resolve  it;  unless  you  agree  to 
this,  Madam,  you  must  agree  immediately  to  break  up 
our  house,  and  retire  i^o  the  country. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Backs  and  tortures  are  in  that  name. 

Mr.  Modern.  But  many  more  are"in~"tEay  of  a  prison  : 
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80  you  must  resolve  either  to  quit  the  town,  or  6ubmit  to 
my  reasons. 

Mrs.  Modem.  When  my  reputation  is  gone  all  places 
are  alike  ;  when  I  am  despis'd  in  it  I  shall  hate  the  town 
as  much  as  I  now  like  it. 

Mr.  Modem.  There  are  other  places,  and  other  towns  ; 
the  whole  world  is  the  house  of  the  rich,  and  they  may 
live  in  what  apartment  of  it  they  please. 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  cannot  resolve. 

Mr.  Modem.  But  I  can  :  if  you  will  beep  your  reputa- 
tion, you  shall  carry  it  into  the  country,  where  it  will  be 
of  service — ^In  town  it  is  of  none — or  if  it  be,  'tis,  like  clogs, 
only  to  those  that  walk  on  foot ;  and  the  one  will  no 
more  recommend  you  in  an  assembly  than  the  other. 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  never  had  any  love  for  me. 

Mr.  Modem.  Do  you  tax  me  with  want  of  love  for 
you  ?  Have  I  not,  for  your  sake,  stood  the  public  mark 
of  infamy  ?  Would  you  have  had  me  poorly  kept  you, 
and  starv'd  you?— No — I  could  not  bear  to  see  you 
want ;  therefore  have  acted  the  part  I've  done  ;  and  yet, 
while  I  have  wink'd  at  the  giving  up  your  virtue,  have  I 
not  been  the  most  industrious  to  extol  it  everywhere  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  So  has  Lord  Richly,  and  so  have  all  his 
creatures  ;  a  common  trick  among  you,  to  blazon  out  the 
reputation  of  women  whose  virtue  you  have  destroyed, 
and  as  industriously  blacken  them  who  have  withstood 
you :  a  deceit  so  stale,  that  your  commendation  would 
BuUy  a  woman  of  honour. 

Mr.  Modern.  I  have  no  longer  time  to  reason  with  you  : 
so  I  shall  leave  you  to  consider  on  what  I  have  said. 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  Modem.  What  shall  I  do  ?  Can  I  bear  to  be  the 
pubUc  scorn  of  all  the  malicious  and  ugly  of  my  own  sex, 
or  to  retire  with  a  man  whom  I  hate  and  despise  ?  Hold  : 
there  is  a  small  glimpse  of  hope  that  I  may  avoid  them 
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both.  I  have  reason  to  think  Bellamant's  love  as  violent 
as  he  avers  it.  Now  could  I  persuade  him  to  fly  away 
with  me — Impossible  1  he  hath  still  too  much  tenderness 
for  his  wife. 


LORD  RICHLY,  MRS.    MODERN. 

L.  Richly.  What  success,  my  angel  ? 

Mrs.  ModetTi.  Hope  all,  ray  lord,  that  lovers  wish,  or 
husbands  fear  :  she  wUl  be  here. 

L.  Richly.  When  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Now,  to-night,  instantly. 

L.  Richly.  Thou  glory  of  intrigue !  what  words  shall 
thank  thee  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  No  words  at  all,  my  lord ;  a  hundred 
pounds  must  vritness  the  first  interview. 

L.  Richly.  They  shall ;  and  if  she  yields,  a  thousand. 

Mrs.  Modem.  That  you  must  not  expect  yet. 

L.  Richly.  By  heaven,  I  do ;  I  have  more  reason  to 
expect  it  than  you  imagine :  I  have  not  been  wanting  to 
my  desires  since  I  left  you.  Fortune  too  seems  to  have 
watched  for  me.  I  got  her  to  piquet,  threw  away  six 
parties,  and  left  her  a  bank  note  of  a  hundred  for  the 
payment  of  sis  pounds, 

Mrs.  Modem.  And  did  she  receive  it  ? 

L.  Richly.  With  the  same  reluctancy  that  a  lawyer  or 
physician  would  a  double  fee,  or  a  court-priest,  a  plurality. 

Mrs,  Modem.  Then  there  is  hope  of  success,  indeed. 

L.  Richly.  Hope  ;  there  is  certainty  :  the  next  attempt 
must  carry  her. 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  have  a  hundred  friends  in  the 
garrison,  my  lord. 
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L.  Richly.  And  if  some  of  tliem  do  not  open  the  gates 
for   me,  the    devil's   in    it.     I    have  succeeded  often  by 

II  leaving  money  in  a  lady's  hands  :  she  spends  it,  is  unable 
to  pay,  and  then  I,  by  virtue  of  my  mortgage,  imme- 
\  diately  enter  upon  the  premises. 

I  Mrs.  Modern.  You  are  very  generous,  my  lord. 
L.  Richly.  My  money  shall  always  be  the  humble 
servant  of  my  pleasures ;  and  it  is  the  interest  of  men 
of  fortune  to  keep  up  the  price  of  beauty,  that  they 
may  have  it  more  among  themselves. 
Mrs.  Modern.  I  am  as  much  pleased  as  surprised  at 
this  your  prospect  of  success ;  and  from  this  day  forward 
I  will  think  with  you  all  virtue  to  be  only  pride,  caprice, 
and  the  fear  of  shame. 

L.  Richly.  Virtue,  like  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  is  here, 
,  there,  every  where,  and  no  where  at  all :  its  appearance 
is  as  imaginary  as  that  of  a  ghost ;  and  they  are  much 
the  same  sort  of  people  who  are  in  love  with  one,  and 
afraid  of  the  other.  It  is  a  ghost  which  hath  seldom 
haunted  me,  but  I  had  the  power  of  laying  it. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  am  a  fatal  instance  of 
that  power. 

L.  Richly.  And  the  dearest,  I  assure  you,  which  is 
some  sacrifice  to  your  vanity ;  and  shortly  I  wiH  make 
an  offering  to  your  revenge — the  two  darling  passiona  of 
your  sex. 

Mrs.  Modern.  But  how  is  it  possible  for  rae  to  leave 
you  together  without  the  most  abrupt  rudeness  ? 

L.  Richly.  Never  regard  that ;  as  my  success  is  sure, 
she  will  hereafter  thank  you  for  a  rudeness  so  seasonable. 
Mrs.  Modern.  Mr.  Bellamant  too  will  be  with  her. 
L.  Richly.  He  will  be  as  agreeably  entertained  with 
you  in  the  next  room ;  and,  as  he  does  not  suspect  the 
least  design  in  me,  he  will  be  satisfied  with  my  being  iu 
her  company. 


k      _ 
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Mra.  Modem.  Sure  you  will  not  attempt  his  wife  while 
he  is  in  the  house. 

L.  Richly.  Pish !  he  is  in  that  dependence  on  my 
interest,  that,  rather  than  forfeit  my  favour,  he  would  be 
himself  her  pander.  I  have  made  twenty  such  men 
subscribe  themselves  cuckolds  by  the  prospect  of  one 
place,  which  not  one  of  them  ever  had. 

Mrs.  Mixlem.  So  that  your  foola  are  not  caught  like 
the  fish  in  the  water  by  a  bait»  but  like  the  dog  in  the 
water  by  a  shadow. 

L.  RichlyT'B^SiSles,  I  may  possibly  find  a  pretence  of 
sending  him  away. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Go  then  to  the  chocolate-house,  and 
leave  a  servant  to  bring  you  word  of  their  arrival.  It 
will  be  better  you  should  come  in  to  them  than  they 
find  you  here. 

L.  RicMy.  I  will  be  guided  by  you  in  all  things ;  and 
be  assured  the  consummation  of  my  wishes  shall  be  the 
success  of  your  own.  \_Exit  Lord  Kichly. 

Mrs.  ModeJTi.  That  they  shall  indeed,  though  in  a  way 
you  little  imagine.  Tlxis  forwardness  of  Mrs.  Bella- 
mant's  meets  my  swiftest  wishes.  Could  I  once  give 
Bellamant  reason  to  suspect  his  wife,  I  despair  not  of 
the  happiest  effect  of  his  passion  for  me. — Ha !  he's 
here,  and  alone. 


SCENE  m. 

HB.   BELLAMAKT,  MBS.  MQDBBN. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Where's  Mrs.  Bellamant  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  She  will  be  here  immediately.  But  I  chose 
a  few  moments'  privacy  with  you ;  first  to  deliver  you 
this,  and  next  to  ask  you  one  question,  which  do  not  be 

VOL.   II.  Q 
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Startled  at.     Pray,  how  did  you  employ  that  note  yon 
received  this  morning  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Nay,  if  you  expect  an  account  of  me, 
perhaps  you  will  still  do  so  :  so  let  me  return  you  this. 

Mr.  Bella.  Do  not  so  injuriously  mistake  me.  Nothing 
but  the  most  extraordinary  reason  could  force  me  to  ask 
you ;  know  then  that  the  very  note  you  had  of  me  this 
morning,  I  received  within  this  hour  from  my  wife. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Mr.  Bella.  Why  do  you  laugh.  Madam  P 

Mrs.  Modem.  Out  of  triumph,  to  see  what  empty 
pohticians  men  are  found,  when  they  oppose  their  weak 
heads  to  ours  I  On  my  conscience  a  parliament  of 
women  would  be  of  very  great  service  to  the  nation. 

Mr.  Bella.  Were  all  ladies  capable  as  Mrs.  Modem, 
I  should  be  very  ready  to  vote  on  their  side. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Nay,  nay,  Sir ;  you  must  not  leave  out 
your  wife,  especially  you  that  have  the  best  wife  in  the 
world,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Mr.  Bella.  Forgive  me,  Madam,  if  I  have  been  too 
partial  to  a  woman  whose  whole  business  hath  been  to 
please  me. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Oh !  you  have  no  reason  to  be  ashamed 
of  your  good  opinion  ;  you  are  not  singular  in  it,  I  assure 
you  ;  Mrs.  Bellamant  will  have  more  votes  than  one. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  am  indifferent  how  many  she  has,  since 
I  am  sure  she  will  make  interest  but  for  one.  _ 

Mrs.  Modem.  '  It  is  the  curse  of  fools  to  be  secure,  ^| 
'  And  that  be  thine  and  Altamont's.'  ^ 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mr.  Bella.  I  cannot  guess  your  meaning. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Then  to  introduce  my  explanation,  the 
note  you  lent  me  I  lost  at  piquet  to  Lord  Eichly. 

Mr.  Bella.  To  Lord  Eichly  I 

Mrs.   Modern.  Who   perhaps  might  dispose   of  it 
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Bome  who  might  lend  it  to  others,  who  might  give  it 
to  those  who  might  lose  it  to  your  wife. 

Mr.  BeUa.  I  know  not  what  to  suppose. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Nor  I;  for  sure  one  cannot  suppose, 
especially  since  you  have  the  best  wife  in  the  world ;  one 
cannot  suppose  that  it  could  be  a  present  from  Lord 
Kichly  to  herself;  that  she  received  it;  that  in  return 
she  hath  sent  him  an  assignation  to  meet  her  here. 

Mr.  Bella.  Suppose !   Hell  and  damnation !    No. 

Mrs.  Modem.  But  certainly  one  could  not  aflBrm  that 
this  is  truth. 

Mr.  Bella.  Affirm  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  And  yet  all  this  is  true  ;  as  true  as  she 
is  false.  Nay,  you  shall  have  an  instance ;  an  imme- 
diate, undeniable  instance.  You  shall  see  it  with  your 
own  eyes,  and  hear  it  with  your  own  ears. 

Mr.  BeUa.  Am  I  alive  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  If  all  the  husbands  of  these  best  wives 
in  the  world  are  dead,  we  are  a  strange  nation  of  ghosts.  > 
If  you   will  be  prudent,  and   be  like  the  rest  of  your 
brethren,  keep  the  affair  secret ;  I  assure  you,  I'll  never 
discover  it. 

Mr.  Bella.  Secret  I  Yes,  as  inward  fire,  till  sure  de- 
struction shall  attend  its  blaze.  But  why  do  I  rage  ? 
It  is  impossible  ;  she  must  be  innocent. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Then  Lord  Richly  is  still  a  greater 
villain  to  belie  that  innocence  to  me.  But  give  yourself 
no  pain  or  anxiety,  since  you  are  so  shortly  to  be  certain. 
Go  fetch  her  hither ;  Lord  Richly  will  be  here  almost 
as  soon  as  you  :  then  feign  some  excuse  to  leave  the 
room ;  I  will  soon  follow  you,  and  convey  you  where 
you  shall  have  an  opportunity  of  being  a  witness  either 
to  her  innocence  or  her  guilt. 

Mr.  BeUa.  This  goodness,  my  sweetest  creature,  shall 
bind  me  yours  for  ever. 
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Mrs.  Modei-n.  To  convince  you  that  is  all  I  desire, 
I  am  willing  to  leave  the  town  and  reputation  at  once, 
and  retire  with  you  wherever  you  please. 

Mt.  Bella.  That  must  be  the  subject  of  our  future 
thoughts.  I  can  think  of  nothing  now  but  satisfaction 
in  this  affair.  [_Exit 

Mrs.  Modem.  Do  you  demur  to  my  offer,  Sir  ?  Oh, 
the  villain !  I  find  I  am  to  be  only  a  momentary  object 
of  his  looser  pleasures,  and  his  wife  yet  sits  nearest  his 
heart.  But  I  shall  change  the  angel  form  she  wears 
into  a  devil'a — Nor  shall  my  revenge  stop  there. — ^But 

at  prcBcnt  I  must  resolve  my  temper  into  a  calm 

(Lately  I 


MHS.    MODERN,   UTBLT, 


^ 


Mts.  Modem.  Come  hither,  Lately ;  get  me  some 
citron-water.     I  am  horribly  out  of  order. 

Lately.  Yes,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Modem.  To  be  slighted  in  this  manner!  insup- 
portable ! — What  is  the  fool  doing  ? 

Lately.  There  is  no  citron-water  left.  Your  ladyship 
drank  the  last  haK-pint  this  morning. 

Mra.  Modem.  Then  bring  the  cinnamon-water,  or  the 
surfeit-water,  or  the  anniaeed-water,  or  the  plague-water, 
or  any  water. 

Lately.  Here,  Madam. 

[Brings  the  bottle  and  glass,  and  fills. 

Mrs.  Modem.  \_Drinks.  Looks  in  the  glass.] — Lord, 
how  I  look ! Oh  !  frightful — I  am  quite  shocking. 

Lately.  In  my  opinion,  your  ladyship  never  looked 
better. 
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Mrs.  Modem.  Go,  you  flatterer,  I  look  like  my  Lady 
Grim. 

Lately.  Where  are  your  ladyship's  little  eyes,  your 
short  nose,  your  wan  compleadon,  and  your  low 
forehead  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  Which  nature,  in  order  to  hide,  hath 
carefully  placed  between  her  shoulders :  so  that  if  you 
view  her  behind,  she  seems  to  walk  without  her  head, 
and  lessen  the  miracle  of  St.  Dennis. 

Lately.  Then  her  left  hip  is  tucked  up  under  her  arm, 
like  the  hilt  of  a  beau's  sword  ;  and  her  disdainful  right 
is  never  seen,  like  its  blade. 

Mrs.  Modem.  Then  she  has  two  legs,  one  of  which 
seems  to  be  the  dwarf  of  the  other,  and  are  alike  in 
nothing  but  their  crookedness. 

Lately.  And  yet  she  thinks  herself  a  beauty. 

Mrs.  Modern.  She  is,  indeed,  the  perfection  of  ugliness. 

Lately.  And  a  wit,  I  warrant  you. 

Mrs.  Moder^n.  No  doubt  she  must  be  very  quick- 
sighted,  for  her  eyes  are  almost  crept  into  her  brain. 

Mrs.  Modem.  J         '      ' 

Mrs.  Modem.  And  yet  the  detestable  creature  hath 
not  had  sense  enough,  with  all  her  deformity,  to  preserve 
her  reputation. 

Lately.  I  never  heard,  I  own,  any  thing  against  that. 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  hear !  you  fool,  you  dunce,  what 
should  you  hear  ?  Have  not  all  the  town  heard  of  a 
certain  colonel  ? 

Lately.  Oh,  lud !  what  a  memory  I  have !  Oh,  yes, 
Madam,  she  has  been  quite  notorious.  It  is  surprising 
a  little  discretion  should  not  preserve  her  from  such 
public 

Mrs.  Modem.  If  she  had  my  discretion,  or  youTB, 
Lately. 
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Latdy.  Your  ladyship  will  make  me  proud,  indeed. 
Madam. 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  never  could  see  any  want  of  sense  in 
you,  Lately.  I  could  not  bear  to  have  an  insensible 
creature  about  me.  I  know  several  women  of  fashion  I 
could  not  support  for  a  tiring  woman.  What  think  you 
of  Mrs.  Charmer  ? 

Lately.  Think  of  her !  that  were  I  a  man,  she  should 
be  the  last  woman  I  attacked.  I  think  her  an  ugly, 
ungenteel,  squinting,  flirting,  impudent,  odious,  dirty 
puss. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Upon  my  word,  Lately,  you  have  a  vast 
deal  of  wit  too. 

Lately.  I  am  beholden  for  all  my  wit,  as  well  as  my 
clothes,  to  your  ladyship.  I  wish  your  ladyship  wore 
out  as  much  clothes  as  you  do  wit,  I  should  soon  grow 
rich. 

Mrs.  Modem.  You  shall  not  complain  of  either.  Oh ! 
\Knoching.'\  They  are  come,  and  I  will  receive  them  in 
another  room.  [E^i. 

Lately.  I  know  not  whether  my  talent  of  praise  or  of 
slander  is  of  more  service  to  me  ;  whether  I  get  more  by 
flattering  my  lady,  or  abusing  all  her  acquaintance. 


SCENE   T. 

JOHH,   LATELY. 


'•^ 


C  John.  So,  Mrs.  Lately,  you  forget  your  old  acquaint- 
ance ;  but  times  are  coming  when  I  may  be  as  good  as 
another,  and  you  may  repent  your  inconstancy. 

Lately.  Odious  fellow ! 

John.  I  would  have  you  to  know  I  look  on  myself  to 
be  as  good  as  your  new  sweetheart,  though  he  has  more 
lace  on  his  livery,  and  may  be  a  year  or  two  younger,  and 
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as  good  a  man  I  am  too ;  and  so  you  may  tell  him. 
Why  does  he  not  stay  at  home?  What  does  he  come 
into  our  family  for  ? 

Lately.  Who  gave  you  authority  to  enquire,  sirrah  ? 

John.  Marry,  that  did  you,  when  you  gave  me  a 
promise  to  marry  me  :  well,  I  shall  say  no  more ;  but 
times  are  coming,  when  you  may  wish  you  had  not 
forsaken  me.     I  have  a  secret. 

Lately.  A  secret !     Oh,  let  me  hear  it. 

John.  No,  no,  mistress,  I  shall  keep  my  secrets  as  well 
as  you  can  yours. 

Lately.  Nay,  now  you  are  unkind ;  you  know  though  I 
suffer  Tom  Brisk  to  visit  me  you  have  my  heart  still. 

John.  Ah !  you  do  but  say  so !  You  know  too  well 
how  much  I  love  you.  Then  I'll  tell  you,  my  dear ;  I 
am  going  to  the  devil  for  you. 

Lately.  The  devil  you  are !  Going  to  the  devil  for 
me  I    What  does  the  fool  mean  ? 

John.  Ay,  I  am  to  get  a  hundred  pounds,  that  you 
may  marry  me. 

Lately.  A  hundred  pounds !  And  how  are  you  to  get 
a  hundred  pounds,  my  dear  John  ? 

John.  Only  by  a  little  swearing. 

Lately.  What  are  you  to  swear  ? 

John.  Nay,  if  I  tell  you,  it  would  be  double  perjury; 
for  I  have  sworn  already  I  would  not  trust  it  with  any 
body. 

Lately.  Oh,  but  you  may  trust  me. 

John.  And  if  you  should  trust  somebody  else. 

Lately.  The  devil  fetch  me  if  I  do. 

John.  Then  my  master  is  to  give  me  an  hundred  pound 
to  swear  that  he  is  a  cuckold. 

Lately.  What's  this  P 

Jokii.  Why,  my  master  has  offered  me  an  hundred 
pound,  if  I  discover  my  lady  and  Mr.  Bellamant  in  a 
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proper  manner ;  and,  let  me  but  see  them  together,  ITl 
BWear  to  the  manner  I  warrant  you. 

Irately.  But  can  you  do  this  with  a  safe  conscience  ? 

John.  Conscience,  pshaw!  which  would  you  choose,  a 
husband  with  a  hundred  pound,  or  a  safe  conscience  ? 
Come,  give  me  a  dram  out  of  your  mistress's  closet ;  and 
there  I'll  tell  you  more. 

Lately.  Come  along  with  me. 


SCENE  VI. 
SCENE  changes  to  another  ApartTnenL^ 


awn  a  moB^" 


i 


LORD  RICHLY,    ME.   BELLAMANT,   MRS.    BBLl 
UBS.    MODERN. 

L.   Richly.   Well,  Madam,  you   have  drawn 
delightful  sketch  of  life. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Then  it  is  still  life ;  for  I  dare  awear 
there  never  were  such  people  breathing. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Don't  you  believe  then,  Madam,  it  is 
I  possible  for  a  married  couple  to  be  happy  in  one  another, 
without  desiring  any  other  company  ? 

Mrs.  Modeiii.  Indeed,  I  do  not  know  what  it  may  have 
been  in  the  plains  of  Axcadia ;  but  truly,  in  those  of 
Great  Britain,  I  believe  not. 

L.  Richly.  I  must  subscribe  to  that  too. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Mr.  Bellamant,  what  say  you  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  Oh  !  my  dear,  I  am  entirely  of  your  mind. 

L.  Richly.  This  is  a  miracle  almost  equal  to  the  other, 
to  see  a  husband  and  wife  of  the  same  opinion.  I  must 
be  a  convert  too ;  for  it  would  be  the  greatest  miracle  of 
all  to  find  Mrs.  Bellamant  in  the  wrong. 

Mrs.  Bella.  It  would  be  a  much  greater  to  find  want 
of  complaisance  in  Lord  Richly. 

Mr.  BeUa.  [_Aside.'\  Confusion! 
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Mrs.  Modeiti.  Nay,  Madam,  this  is  hardly  so ;  for  I 
have  heard  his  lordship  say  the  same  in  your  absence. 

L.  Richly.  Dear  Bellamant,  I  believe  I  have  had  an 
opportunity  to  serve  you  this  afternoon.  I  have  spoke 
to  Lord  Powerful ;  he  says  he  is  very  willing  to  do  for 
you.  Sir  Peter,  they  tell  me,  is  given  over,  and  I  fancy 
you  may  find  my  lord  at  home  now. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  shall  take  another  opportunity,  my  lord, 
a  particular  affair  now  preventing  me. 

L.  Richlt/.  The  loss  of  an  hour  hath  often  been  the 
loss  of  a  place;  and,  unless  you  have  something  of 
greater  consequence,  I  must  advise  you  as  a  friend. 

Mr.  Bella.  I  shall  find  a  method  of  thanking  you. 


Mrs.  Modem.  Make  this  a  handle  to  slip  out,  I'll  come 
into  the  next  room  to  you.  [Aside  to  Mr.  Bellamant. 

Mr.  Bella.  My  lord,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  your 
friendship.  My  dear,  I'll  call  on  you  in  my  return: 
Mrs,  Modem,  I  am  your  humble  servant. 


SCENE  -vn. 


LOED  EICULY,  MBS.   BELLAMAST,    MRS.    MODEEN, 

L.  Richly.  I  wish  you  success,  you  may  command  any 
thing  in  my  power  to  forward  it. 

Mrs.   Bella.  Mr.  Bellamant  is  more  indebted  to  your 
lordship  than  he  will  be  ever  able  to  pay. 

L.  Richly.  Mr.  Bellamant,  Madam,  has  a  friend,  who 
is  able  to  pay  more  obligations  than  I  can  lay  on  him. 

Mrs.  Modern.  I  am  forc'd  to  be  guilty  of  a  great  piece 
of  rudeoess  by  leaving  you  one  moment. 

L.  Richly.  And  I  shall  not  be  guilty  of  losing  it. 

[Aside. 

Mrs.  Bella.  What  can  this  mean?  [Aside. 
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SCENE  vm. 


LORD  BICHLT,   HBS.   BBLLAMAKT. 

L.  Richly.  And  can  you,  Madam,  think  of  retiring 
from  the  general  admiration  of  mankind  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  With  pleasure,  my  lord,  to  the  particular 
admiration  of  him  who  is  to  me  all  mankind. 

L.  Richly.  Is  it  possible  any  man  can  be  so  happy  ? 

j\fra.  Bella.  I  hope,  ray  lord,  you  think  Mr.  Bella- 
mant  bo. 

L.  Richly.  If  he  be,  I  pity  hira  much  less  for  his 
losses  than  I  envy  him  the  love  of  her  in  whose  power 
it  may  be  to  redress  them. 

Mrs.  Bella.  You  surprise  me,  my  lord  :  in  my  power ! 

L.  Richly.  Yes,  Madam ;  for  whatever  is  in  the  power 
of  man  is  in  yours :  I  am  sure,  what  Uttle  assistance 
mine  can  give  is  readily  at  your  devotion.  My  interest 
and  fortune  are  all  in  these  dear  hands ;  in  short. 
Madam,  I  have  languish'd  a  long  time  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  tell  you  that  I  have  the  most  violent  passion 
for  you. 

Mrs.  Bella.  My  lord,  I  have  been  unwilling  to  under- 
stand you ;  but  now  your  expression  leaves  me  no  other 
doubt,  but  whether  I  hate  or  despise  you  most. 

L.  Richly.  Are  these  the  ungrateful  returns  you  give 
my  love  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  Is  this  the  friendship  you  have  profess'd 
to  Mr.  Bellamant  ? 

L.  Richly.  I'll  make  his  fortune.  Let  this  be  an 
instance  of  my  future  favours. 

[Puts  a  bank  note  into  her  hand ;  she  throws  it  away. 

Mrs.  Bella.  And  this  of  my   reception    of  them.     Be 
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assured,  my  lord,  if  you  ever  renew  this  unmannerly 
attack  on  my  honour,  I  will  be  reveng'd ;  my  husband 
shall  know  his  obligations  to  you. 

L.  Richly.  I  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat.  Madam  I  if 
I  cannot  be  the  object  of  your  love,  let  me  be  oblig'd  to 
your  prudence.  How  many  families  are  supported  by 
this  method  which  you  start  at?  Does  not  many  a 
woman  in  this  town  drive  her  husband's  coach  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  My  lord,  this  insolence  is  intolerable ;  and 
from  this  hour  I  never  will  see  your  face  again. 

[A  voice  toitkout. 

L.  Richly.  Hey  !  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

SCENE  IX. 


UB.    HODEBN  with  SERVANTS,  MB.  BELLAMAKT,    MBS.    MODBBN, 
LOBD    EICHLY,   MRS.    BELIA1I4NT. 

Mr.  Modern.  Come  out,  strumpet,  shew  thy  face  and 
thy  adulterer's  before  the  world  ;  thou  shalt  be  a  severe 
example  of  the  vengeance  of  an  injur'd  husband. 

L.  Richly.  I  have  no  farther  business  here  at  present ; 
for,  I  fear,  more  husbands  have  discover'd  injuries  than 
one.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Bella.  Protect  me,  Heavens!  what  do  I  seel 

Mr.  Bella.  This  was  a  master-piece  of  my  evil  genius. 

Mrs.  Modern.  Sir,  this  insult  upon  my  reputation  shall 
not  go  unrevenged ;  I  have  relations,  brothers,  who  will 
defend  their  sister's  fame  from  the  base  attacks  of  a  per- 
fidious husband,  from  any  shame  he  would  bring  on  her 
innocence. 

Mr.  Modem.  Tliou  hast  a  forehead  that  would  defend 
itself  from  any  shame  whatsoever ;  for  that,  you  have 
grafted  on  my  forehead,  I  thank  you  and  this  worthy 
gentleman. 
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Mrs.  Modem.  Sir,  you  shall  smart  for  the  falsehood 
of  this  accusation.  [Exit. 

Mr.  Modem.  Madam,  you  shall  smart  for  the  truth  of 
it ;  this  honest  man  [Pointing  to  the  sei-vant]  is  evidence 
of  the  fact  of  your  dishonour  and  mine.  And  for  you, 
Sir,  [To  Bellamant]  you  may  depend  upon  it,  I  shall 
take  the  strictest  satisfaction  which  the  law  will  give 
me;  BO  I  shall  leave  you,  at  present,  to  give  satisfaction 
to  your  wife.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  X. 

MR.    BELLAMANT,    MRS.    BELLAMANT. 

Mr.  Bella.  [After  some  pause.1  When  the  criminal 
turns  hie  own  accuser,  the  merciful  judge  becomes  his 
advocate;  guilt  is  too  plainly  written  in  my  face  to 
admit  of  a  denial,  and  I  stand  prepar'd  to  receive  what 
sentence  you  please. 

Mrs.  Bella.  As  you  are  your  own  accuser,  be  your 
own  judge  ;  you  can  inflict  no  punishment  on  yourself 
equal  to  what  I  feel. 

Mr.  BeUa.  Death  has  no  terrors  equal  to  that  thought. 
Ha !  I  have  involv'd  thee  too  in  my  ruin,  and  thou  must 
be  the  wretched  partaker  of  my  misfortunes. 

Mrs.  Bella.  While  I  was  assured  of  your  truth  I  could 
have  thought  that  happiness  enough ;  yet  I  have  still 
this  to  comfort  me,  the  same  moment  that  has  betray 'd 
your  guilt  has  discover'd  my  innocence. 

Mr.  Bella.  Oh !  thou  ungrateful  fool,  what  stores  of 
bliss  hast  thou  in  one  vicious  moment  destroyed !  [To 
himself.']  Oh !  my  angel,  how  have  I  requited  all  your 
love  and  goodness?  For  what  have  I  forsaken  thy 
tender  virtuous  passion  I 

Mrs.  BeUa.  For  a  new  one.     How  could  I  be  so  easily 
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deceiv'd  ?  How  could  I  imagine  there  was  such  truth  in 
man,  in  that  inconstant  fickle  sex,  who  are  so  prone  to 
change ;  that,  to  indulge  their  fondness  for  variety,  they 
would  grow  weary  of  a  paradise  to  wander  in  a  desert  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  How  weak  is  that  comparison  to  shew  the 
difference  between  thee  and  every  other  woman ! 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  had  once  that  esteem  of  you ;  but  here- 
after I  shall  think  all  men  the  same ;  and,  when  I  have 
weaned  myself  of  my  love  for  you,  will  hate  them  all 
alike. 

Mr.  Bella.  Thy  sentence  is  too  just.  I  own  I  have 
deserv'd  it;  I  never  merited  so  good  a  wife.  Heaven 
saw  it  had  given  too  much,  and  thus  has  taken  the 
blessing  from  me. 

Mrs.  Bella.  You  will  soon  think  otherwise.  If  absence 
from  me  can  bring  you  to  those  thoughts,  1  am  resolv'd 
to  favour  them. 

Mr.  Bella.  Thou  shalt  enjoy  thy  wish ;  we  will  part, 
part  this  night,  this  hour.  Yet  let  me  ask  one  favour ; 
the  ring  which  was  a  witness  of  our  meeting,  let  it  be  so 
of  our  separation.  Let  me  bear  this  as  a  memorial  of 
our  love.  This  shall  remind  me  of  all  the  tender  mo- 
ments we  have  had  together,  and  serve  to  aggravate  my 
sorrows :  henceforth  I'll  study  only  to  be  miserable ;  let 
heaven  make  you  happy,  and  curse  me  as  it  pleases. 

Mrs.  Bella.  It  cannot  make  me  more  wretched  than 
you  have  made  me. 

Mr.  Bella.  Yet,  do  believe  me  when  I  swear,  I  never 
injur'd  you  with  any  other  woman.  Nay,  believe  me 
when  I  swear,  how  much  soever  I  may  have  deaerv'd  the 
shame  I  suffer,  I  did  not  now  deserve  it. 

Mrs.  Bella.  And  must  we  part  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  Since  it  obliges  you. 

Mrs.  Bella.  That  I  may  have  nothing  to  remember 
you  by,  take  back  this,  and  this,  and  this,  and  all  the 
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thousand  embraces  thou  hast  given  me till  I  die  in 

thy  loved  arms and  thus  we  part  for  ever. 

M-.  Bella.  Ha ! 

Mrs.   Bella.  Oh !   I    forgive  thee  all :  forget  it   ae   a 

frightful  dream it  was  no  more,  and  I  awake  to  real 

joy. 

Mr.  Bella.  Oh !  let  me  press  thee  to  mj  heart ;  for 

V  every  moment  that  I  hold  thee  thus  gives  bliss  beyond 

■Bzpression,  a  bUs8  no  vice  can  give.     Now  life  appears 

lesirable   again.     Yet  shall  I  not  see  thee  miserable  ? 

,  Shall  I  not  see  my  children  suffer    for  their  father's 

crime  ? 

Mrs.  Bella.  Indulge  no  more  uneasy  thoughts  ;  fortune 
may  have  blessings  yet  in  store  for  us  and  them. 

Mr.  Bella.  Excellent  goodness !  My  future  days  shall 
have  no  wish,  no  labour,  but  for  thy  happiness ;  and 
from  this  hour,  I'll  never  give  thee  cause  of  a  complaint. 

And  whatsoever  rocks  our  fates  may  lay 
In  life's  hard  passage  to  obstruct  our  way  ; 
Patient,  the  toilsome  journey  I'U  abide  ! 
And  bless  my  fortune  with  so  dear  a  guide. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  ME.  bellamant's  House. 

BMiLiA,  Speaking  to  a  seevant,  afterwards  ladt  chaelottb. 


It  is  very  strange  you  will  not  give  me  the  liberty  of 
denying  myself;  that  you  will  force  me  to  be  at  home 
whether  I  will  or  no. 
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Serv.  I  had  no  such  order  from  your  ladyship. 

Emilia.  Well,  well,  go  wait  upon  her  up.  I  am  but 
in  an  ill  humour  to  receive  such  a  visit ;  I  must  try  to 
make  it  as  short  as  I  can. 

La.  Chart.  Emilia,  good-morrow :  am  not  I  an  early 
creature  ?    I  have  been  so  fright'ned  with  some  news  I 

have  heard 1  am  heartily  concern 'd  for  you,  my  dear, 

I  hope  the  fright  has  not  done  you  any  mischief. 

Emilia.  I  am  infinitely  oblig'd  to  you,  lady  Charlotte. 

La.  Chart.  Oh  I  I  could  not  stay  one  moment ;  you 
Bee  I  hurried  into  my  chair  to  you  half  undrest ;  never 
was  creature  in  such  a  pickle,  so  frightful ;  Lud !  I  was 
oblig'd  to  draw  all  the  curtains  round  me. 

Emilia.  I  don't  perceive  you  had  any  reason  for  that, 
lady  Charlotte. 

La.  Charl.  Why,  did  you  ever  see  any  thing  ao 
hideous,  so  odious  as  this  gown  ?  Well,  Emiha,  you 
certamly  have  the  prettiest  fancy  in  the  world.  I  like 
what  you  have  on  now  better  than  lady  Pinup's,  though 
hers  cost  so  much  more.  Some  people  have  the  strangest 
way  of  laying  out  their  money.  You  remember  our 
engagement  to-night. 

Emitia.  You  must  excuse  me ;  it  will  look  very  odd  to 
see  me  abroad  on  this  occasion. 

La.  Chart.  Not  odd  in  the  least.  Nobody  minds  these 
things.  There's  no  rule  upon  such  occasions.  Sure 
you  don't  intend  to  stay  at  home,  and  receive  formal 
■  visits. 

Emilia.  No :  but  I  intend  to  stay  at  home  and  receive 
no  visits. 

La.  Chart.  Why,  child,  you  will  be  laugh'd  at  by  all 
the  town.  There  never  was  such  a  thing  done  in  the 
world ;  staying  at  home  is  quite  left  off  upon  all  occa- 
sions ;  a  woman  scarce  stays  at  home  a  week  for  the 
death  of  a  husband.     Dear  Emilia,  don't  be  so  awkward  : 
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I  can  make  no  excuse  for  you  :  lady  Polite  will  never 
forgive  you. 

Emilia.  That  I   shall  be  sorry  for;  but  I  had  rathop^j 
not  be  forgiven  by  her  than  by  myself. 


y 

^-^ 


CAPTAIN   BBLLAMAKT,    LADT   CHABLOTTE,   BMILIA. 


u 


Capt.  Sella,    Sister,    good-morrow ;    Lady    Charlol 
abroad  so  early  1 

La.  Chart.  You  may  well  be  Burpris'd;  I  have  not 
been  out  at  this  hour  this  fifty  years. 

Capt.  Bella.  You  will  never  be  able  to  hold  it  out  till 
night. 

Emilia.  [Aside.]  I  am  sure,  if  she  should  take  it  in 
her  head  to  stay  with  me,  I  shall  not :  and,  unless  some 
dear  creature,  like  herself,  should  come  and  take  her 
away,  I  seem  to  be  in  danger. 

La.  Chart  [To  bellamast,  after  a  ichisper.']  Don't 
tell  me  of  what  I  said  last  night.  Last  night  was  last 
year ;  an  age  ago :  and  I  have  the  worst  memory  in 
the  world. 

Capt  BeUa.  You  seem  to  want  one,  egad  ! 

La.  Charl.  Indeed,  I  do  not.  A  memory  would  be  of 
no  use  to  me  ;  for  I  was  never  of  the  same  mind  twice  in 
my  life ;  and,  though  I  should  remember  what  I  said 
at  one  time,  I  should  as  certainly  remember  not  to  do 
it  another. 

Capt.  Bella.  You  dear  agreeable  creature  !  sure,  never 
two  people  were  so  like  one  another  as  you  and  I  are. 
We  think  alike,  we  act  alike,  and  some  people  think  we 
are  very  much  alike  in  the  face. 

La.  Charl.  Do  you  hear  him,  Emilia  f    He  has  made 
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one  of  the  most  shocking  compliments  to  me ;  I  believe  I 
shall  never  be  able  to  bear  a  looking-glass  again. 

Capt.  Bella.  Faith,  and  if  it  was  not  for  the  help  of  a 
looking-glass,  you  would  be  the  most  unhappy  creature  in 
the  world. 

La.  Chart.  Impertinent ! 

Capt.  Bella.  For  then  yon  would  be  the  only  person 
debarr'd  from  seeing  the  finest  face  in  the  world. 

Emilia.  Very  fine,  indeed. 

La.  Chart  Civil  enough.  I  think  I  begin  to  endure 
the  wretch  again  now. 

Capt.  Bella.  Keep  but  in  that  mind  half  an  hour — - 

La,  Chart.  Emilia,  good  morrow  ;  you  will  excuse  the 
Bhortneas  of  my  visit. 

Emilia.  No  apologies  on  that  account,  Lady  Charlotte. 

La.   Chart.   You  are  a  good  creature,  and  know  the 

continual   hurry   of  business    I    am    in. Don't    you 

follow  me,  you  thing  you  I  [To  Capt.  Bellamant. 

Capt.  Bella.  Indeed,  Lady  Charlotte,  but  I  shall,  and 
I  hope  to  some  purpose.  [Aside. 


SCENE  m. 

EUiLiA  alone. 

Emilia.  So,  I  am  once  more  left  to  my  own  thoughts. 
Heaven  knows  they  are  like  to  afford  me  little  entertain- 
ment. Oh !  Gaywit,  too  much  I  sympathize  with  thy 
uneasiness.  Didst  thou  know  the  pangs  I  feel  on  thy 
account,  thy  generous  heart  would  suffer  more  on  mine. 
Ha !  my  words  have  rais'd  a  spirit. 
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Mr.  Gaywit.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  excuse  a  visit 
at  so  unseasonable  an  hour. 

Emilia.  Had  you  come  a  little  earlier  you  had  met  a 
mistress  here. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  met  the  lady  you  mean,  Madam,  at  the 
door,  and  Captain  Bellamant  with  her. 

Emilia.  You  are  the  most  cavalier  lover  I  know;  you 
are  no  more  jealous  of  a  rival  with  your  mistress  than 
the  most  polite  husband  is  of  one  with  his  wife. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  A  man  should  not  be  jealous  of  his 
friend,  Madam  ;  and  I  believe  Captain  Bellamant  will  be 
such  to  me  in  the  highest  manner.  I  wish  I  was  so 
blest  in  another  heart  as  he  appears  to  be  in  Lady 
Charlotte's.  I  wish  I  were  as  certain  of  gaining  the 
woman  I  do  love  as  of  losing  her  I  do  not. 

Emilia.  I  suppose,  if  your  amour  be  of  any  date,  you 
can  easily  guess  at  the  impressions  you  have  made. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  No,  nor  can  she  guess  at  the  impression 
she  has  made  on  me  ;  for,  unless  my  eyes  have  done  it,  I 
never  acquainted  her  with  my  passion. 

Emilia.  And  that  your  eyes  have  done  it  you  may  be 
assur'd,  if  you  have  seen  her  often.  The  love  that  can 
be  conceal'd  must  be  very  cold  indeed ;  but,  methinks,  it 
is  something  particular  in  you  to  desire  to  conceal  it. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  liave  been  always  fearful  to  disclose  a 
passion  which  I  know  not  whether  it  be  in  my  power  to 
pursue.     I  would  not  even  have  given  her  the  uneasi- 
ness to  pity  me,  much  less  have  tried  to  raise  her  love. 
Emilia.   If  you  are  so  tender  of  her,  take  care  you 
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never  let  her  suspect  eo  much  generosity.  That  may 
give  her  a  secret  pang. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Heaven  forbid  it  should  one  equal  to 
those  I  feel ;  lest,  while  I  am  endeavouring  to  make  my 
addresses  practicable,  she  should  unadvisedly  receive 
those  of  another. 

Emilia.  If  she  can  discover  your  love  as  plain  as  I 
can,  I  think  you  may  be  easy  on  that  account. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  He  must  dote  like  me  who  can  conceive 
the  ecstasy  these  words  have  given. 

Emilia.  [^Knocking.^  Come  in. 

Serv.  Tour  honour's  servant.  Sir,  is  below. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  come  to  him. — Madam,  your  most 
obedient  servant ;  I  go  on  business  which  will  by  noon 
give  me  the  satisfaction  of  thinking  I  have  preserv'd  the 
best  of  fathers  to  the  best  of  women.  \_Exit. 

EmUia.  I  know  he  means  mine ;  but  why  do  I  men- 
tion that,  when  every  action  of  his  life  leaves  me  no 
other  doubt  than  whether  it  convinces  me  more  of  his 
love,  or  of  his  deserving  mine. 


SCENE,    LOED    BICHLT'S  HoUSe. 
LORD    BICHLT,    8EKVANT. 

L.  Richly.  Desire  Mr.  Bellamant  to  walk  in.  What 
can  the  meaning  of  this  visit  be?  Perhaps  he  comes 
to  make  me  proposals  concerning  his  wife  ;  but  my  love 
shall  not  get  so  far  the  better  of  my  reason,  as  to  lead 
me  to  an  extravagant  price ;  I'll  not  go  above  two 
thousand,  that's  positive. 
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LOBD    RICHLY,   MR.   BBLLAMANT. 


c 

H  L.  Richly.  My  dear  Bellamant. 

W  Mr.   Bella.    My   lord,  I  have   received    an   obligation 

■  from  you,  which  I  thus  return.  [Gives  him  a  bank-biU. 

I  L.  Richly.  Pshaw !   tri6es  of  this  nature  can  hardly  be 

I  called  obligations ;   I  would  do  twenty  times  as  much 

I  for  dear  Jack  Bellamant. 

I  Mr.   Bella.    The  obligation,  indeed,    was  to  my  wife, 

I  nor  hath  she  made  you  a  small  return :    since  it  is  to 

I  her  entreaty  you  owe  your  present  safety,  your  life. 

I  L.  RiclUy.    I    am   not    apprised   of  the    danger ;    but 

would  owe  my  safety   to    no    one    sooner  than   to  Mrs. 
Bellamant. 

Mr.  Bella.  Come,  come,  my  lord ;  this  prevarication 
is  low  and  mean ;  you  know  you  have  us'd  me  basely, 
villainously ;  and  under  the  cover  of  acquaintance  and 
friendship,  have  attempted  to  corrupt  my  wife ;  for 
which,  but  that  I  would  not  suffer  the  least  breath  of 
r  scandal   to    sully   her   reputation,  I    would    exact   such 

vengeance  on  thee 

L.  Richly.    Sir,  I  must   acquaint    you,  that  this  is  a 
language  I  have  not  been  us'd  to. 

Mr.  Bella.  No,  the  language   of  flatterers   and  hire- 
ling sycophants  has  been  what  you  have  dealt  in 

wretches,  whose  honour  and  love  are  as  venal  as  their 
praise.     Such   your    title   might   awe,    or  your   fortune 
bribe  to  silence;    such  you  should  have  dealt  with,  au^yt 
not  have  dared  to  injure  a  man  of  honour.  ^H 

Z.  Richly.  This  is  such  presumption ^^ 

Mr.  Bella.   No,  my  lord,  yours  was  the  presumption. 
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mine  is  only  justice,  nay,  and  mild  too ;  unequal  to 
your  crime,  which  requires  a  punishment  from  my  hand, 
not  from  my  tongue. 

L.  Richly.  Do  you  consider  who  I  am  ? 

Mr.  Bella.  Were  you  as  high  as  heraldry  could  lift 
you,  you  should  not  injure  me  unpunish'd.  Where 
grandeur  can  give  licence  to  oppression  the  people 
must  be  slaves,  let  them  boast  what  hberty  they  please. 

L.  Richly.  Sir,  you  shall  hear  of  this. 

Mi:  Bella.  I  shall  be  ready  to  justify  my  words  by 
any  action  you  dare  provoke  me  to :  and  be  assur'd  of 
this,  if  ever  I  discover  any  future  attempts  of  yours  to 
my  dishonour,  your  life  shall  be  its  sacrifice.  Hence- 
forward, my  lord,  let  us  behave,  as  if  we  had  never 
known  one  another.  \Exit. 

L.  Richly.  Here's  your  man  of  sense  now. — He  was 
half  ruin'd  in  the  House  of  Lords  a  few  days  ago,  and  is 
in  a  fair  way  of  going  the  other  step  in  Westminster-hall 
in  a  few  days  more  ;  yet  has  the  impudence  to  threaten 
a  man  of  my  fortune  and  quahty  for  attempting  to 
debauch  his  wife ;  which  many  a  fool,  who  rides  in  his 
coach  and  six,  would  have  had  sense  enough  to  have 
wink'd  at. 


SCENE   VU. 

LORD   HICHLT,    MB.    GAYWIT. 

Mr.  GaywiU  Your  lordship  is  contemplative. 

X.  Richly.  So,  nephew,  by  this  early  visit  I  suppose 
you  had  ill-luck  last  night ;  for  when  fortune  frowns  on 
you,  she  always  smiles  on  me  by  blessing  me  with  your 
company. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  have  long  since  put  it  out  of  the  power 
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of  fortune  to  do  me  either  favour  or  injury.     My  happi- 
ness is  now  in  the  power  of  aoother  mistress. 

L.  Richly.  And  thou  art  too  pretty  a  fellow  not  to 
have  that  mistress  in  your  power. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  The  possession  of  her,  and  in  her  of  all 
my  desires,  depends  on  your  consent. 

L.  Richly.  You  know,  Harry,  you  have  my  consent  to 
possess  all  the  women  in  town,  except  those  few  that  I 
am  particular  with :  provided  you  fall  not  foul  of  mine, 
you  may  board  and  plunder  what  vessels  you  please. 

Mt.  Gaywit.  This  is  a  vessel,  my  lord,  neither  to  be 
taken  by  force,  nor  hired  by  gold.  I  must  buy  her  for 
life,  or  not  board  her  at  all. 
I  L.  Richly.  Then  the  principal  thing  to  be  considered 
j  is  her  cargo.  To  marry  a  woman  merely  for  her  person 
is  baying  an  empty  vessel ;  and  a  woman  is  a  vessel 
which  a  man  will  grow  cursed  weary  of  in  a  long 
voyage. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  My  lord,  I  have  had  some  experience  in 
women,  and  I  believe  that  I  never  could  be  weary  of  the 
woman  I  now  love. 

L.  Richly.  Let  me  tell  you,  I  have  had  some  expe- 
rience too,  and  I  have  been  weary  of  forty  women  that 
I  have  lov'd. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  And,  perhaps,  in  all  that  variety  you  may 
not  have  found  one  of  equal  excellence  with  her  I  mean. 

X.  Richly.  And  pra}',  who  is  this  paragon  you  mean  ? 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Must  I,  my  lord,  when  I  have  painted 
the  finest  woman  in  the  world,  be  oblig'd  to  write  Miss 
Bellamant's  name  to  the  picture  ?  ^^ 

L.  Richly.  Miss  BeUamant !  ^H 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Yes,  Miss  Bellamant.  •    ^^ 

L.  Richly.  You  know  Mr.  Bellamant's  losses!  you 
know  what  happen'd  yesterday,  which  may  entirely 
finish  his  ruin ;   and  the  consequence  of  his  ruin  must  be 
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the  ruin  of  his  daughter :  which  will  certainly  throw  her 
virtue  into  your  power ;  for   poverty  as  surely  brings  a  " 
woman  to  capitulation,  as  scarcity  of  provisions  does  a 
garrison. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  cannot  take  this  advice,  my  lord:  I 
would  not  take  advantage  from  the  misfortunes  of _aTiyT 
but  surely  not  of  the  womanT  love. 

L.  Richly.  Well,  Sir,  you  shall  ask  me  no  more  ;  for, 
if  my  consent  to  your  ruin  will  oblige  you,  you  have  it. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  My  lord,  I  shall  ever  remember  this 
goodness,  and  will  be  ready  to  sign  any  instrument  to 
secure  a  very  large  fortune  to  Lady  Charlotte  when  you 
please. 


LORD    RICHLY,   SoluS. 

Now,  if  he  takes  my  consent  from  my  own  word,  I 
may  deny  it  afterwards,  so  I  gain  the  whole  estate  for 
my  daughter,    and   bring    an    entire    destruction    upon '-' 
Bellamant  and    his   whole    family.     Charming    thought  1-' 
that  would  be  a  revenge,  indeed ;  nay,  it  may  accomplish 
all  my  wishes  too  ;  Mrs.  Bellamant  may  be  mine  at  last. 


LORD   BICHLY,    ME.    MODERN. 

Mr.  Modem.  My  lord,  I  was  honour'd  with  your  com- 
mands. 

L.  Richly.  I  believe  1  shall  procure  the  place  for  you, 
Sir. 

Mr.  Modem.  My  obligations  to  your  lordship  are  so 
infinite,  that  I  must  always  be  your  slave. 


L 
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L.  Richly.  I  am  concern'd  for  your  misfortune,  Mr. 
Modem. 

Mr.  Modem.  It  is  a  common  misfortune,  my  lord,  to 
have  a  bad  wife.  I  am  something  happier  than  my 
brethren  in  the  discovery. 

L.  Richly.  That,  indeed,  may  make  you  amends  more 
ways  than  one.  I  cannot  dissuade  you  from  the  most 
rigorous  prosecution;  for,  though  dear  Jack  Bellamant 
be  my  particular  friend,  yet,  in  cases  of  this  nature, 
even  friendship  itself  must  be  thrown  up.  Injuries  of 
this  kind  are  not  to  be  forgiven. 

Mr.  Modem.  Very  true,  ray  lord;  he  has  robb'd  me 
of  the  affections  of  a  wife,  whom  I  lov'd  as  tenderly 
as  myself;  forgive  my  tears,  my  lord — ■!  have  lost  all 
I  held  dear  in  this  world. 

L.  Richly.  I  pity  you,  indeed;  but  comfort  yourself 
with  the  hopes  of  revenge. 

Mr.  Modem.  Alas !  my  lord,'  what  revenge  can  equal 
the  dishonour  he  has  brought  upon  my  family  ?  Think 
on  that,  my  lord ;  on  the  dishonour  I  must  endure.  I 
cannot  name  the  title  they  will  give  me. 

L.  Richly.  It  is  shocking  indeed. 

Mr.  Modem.  My  ease  for  ever  lost,  my  quiet  gone, 
my  honour  stain'd ;  my  honour,  my  lord.  Oh !  'tia  a 
tender  wound. 

\    L.  Richly.  Laws  cannot  be  too  rigorous  against  offences 
of  this  nature :    juries  cannot  give   too  great  damages. 

To  attempt  the  wife  of  a  friend To  what  wickedness 

will  men  arrive  ? — Mr.  Modern,  I  own  I  cannot  blame 
you  in  pushing  your  revenge  to  the  utmost  extremity. 

Mr.  Modem.  That  I  am  resolv'd  on.  I  have  just  re- 
ceiv'd  an  appointment  from  your  lordship's  nephew,  Mr, 
Gaywit ;  I  suppose,  to  give  me  some  advice  in  the  affair. 

L.  Richly.  [^Aside.'l  Ha  I  that  must  be  to  dissuade  him 
from  the  prosecution. Mr.  Modern,  if  you  please,  I'll 
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set  you  down,  I  have  aome  particular  business  with  him : 
besides,  if  he  knows  any  thing   that   can   be  of  service  j 
to  you,  my  commands  shall  enforce  the  discovery.     Bid  ] 
the  coachman  pull  up. 

Mr.  Modem.  I  am  the  moat  oblig'd  of  all  your  lord-J 
ship's  slaves. 


SCENE  X.     Another  Apartment. 

LADV    CHABLOTTE,   CAPTAIN    BELLAMANT,    and  SERVANT. 

La.  Chart  My  lord  gone  out !  then  d'ye  hearl  I  am 
at  home  to  nobody. 

Capt.  Bella.  That's  kind,  indeed,  Lady  Charlotte,  to 
let  me  have  you  all  to  myself. 

La.  Chart.  You  !  you  confident  thing !  how  came  you  * 
here  ?    Don't  you  remember,  I  bad  you  not  to  follow  me  ? 

Capt.  Bella.  Yes,  but  it's  so  long  ago,  that  I  am 
BUrpris'd  you  should  remember  it. 

La.  Charl.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  always  remember  to  avoid 
what  I  don't  like.  I  suppose  you  don't  know  that  I  hate 
you  of  all  things. 

Capt  BeUa.  Not  I,  upon  my  soul !  The  deuce  take 
me,  if  I  did  not  think  you  had  Uk'd  me,  as  well  as  I 
lik'd  you,  ha,  ha. 

La.  Charl.  I  like  you?  impossible!  why  don't  you 
know,  that  you  are  very  ugly  ? 

Capt.  BelUi.  Pshaw  1  that's  nothing ;  that  will  all  go 
off:  a  month's  marriage  takes  off  the  homeliness  of  a 
husband's  face,  as  much  as  it  does  the  beauty  of  a  wife's. 

La.  Charl.  And  so  you  would  insinuate  that  I  might 
be  your  wife  ?     0  horrible  !  shocking  thought ! 

Capt.  Bella.  Nay,  Madam,  I  am  as  much  frighten'd  at 
the  thoughts  of  marriage  as  you  can  be. 

La.  Charl.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  need  not  be  under  any 
apprehensions  of  that  kind  upon  my  account. 
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(.'apt.  Bella.  Indeed,  but  I  am,  Madam ;  for  what  an 
unconaolable  creature  would  you  be  if  I  should  take  it 
into  my  head  to  marry  any  other  woman. 

La.  Chart.  Well,  he  has  such  an  excessive  assurance, 
that  I  am  not  really  sure  whether  he  is  not  agreeable. 
Let  me  die  if  I  am  not  under  some  sort  of  suspense  about 
it — and  yet  I  am  not  neither — for  to  be  sure  I  don't  like 

the  thing — and  yet,  methinks,  I  do  too and  yet  I  do 

not  know  what  I  should  do  with  him  neither — Hi  I  hi  I 
hi  1  this  is  the  foolishest  circumstance  that  ever  I  knew 
in  my  life. 

Capt  Bella.  Very  well !  sure  marriage  begins  to  run 
in  your  head  at  last.  Madam. 

La.   Chad.  A  propos !  do  you  know  that  t'other  day 
Lady    Betty  Shuttlecock  and    I    laid  down  the  prettiest 
Boheme  for  matrimony  that  ever  enter'd  into  the  taste 
people  of  condition. 

Ca-pt.  Bella.  Oh !  pray  let's  hear  it. 

La.  Chart.  In  the  first  place,  then,  whenever  she  or 
^.  marry,  I  am  resolv'd  positively  to  be  mistress  of  myself; 
I  must  have  my  house  to  myself,  my  coach  to  myself,  my 
servants  to  myself,  my  table,  time,  and  company  to 
myself ;  nay,  and  sometimes,  when  I  choose  to  be  out  of 
humour,  my  bed  to  myself. 

Capt.  Bella.  Eight,  Madam ;  for  a  wife  and  a  husband 
always  together  are,  to  be  sure,  the  flattest  company  in 
the  world. 

La.  Chart.  0  detestable  !  Then  I  will  be  sure  to  have 
my  own  humour  in  ev'ry  thing  ;  to  go,  come,  dine,  dance, 
play,  sup  at  all  hours,  and  in  whatever  company  I  have 
a  mind  to ;  and  if  ever  he  pretends  to  put  on  a  grave 
face,  upon  my  enjoying  any  one  of  those  articles,  I  am  to 
burst  out  in  his  face  a  laughing.  Won't  that  be  pro- 
digious pleasant  ?     Ha  I  ha,  ha ! 

Capt.  Bella.  0  charmingly  charming  I     Ha  !  'ha  !  what 
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contemptible  creature  is  a  woman  that  never  does  any 
thing  without  consulting  her  husband  ? 

La.  Charl.  Nay,  there  you're  mistaken  again,  Sir :  for 
I  would  never  do  anything  without  consulting  my 
husband. 

Capt.  Bella.  How  so,  dear  Madam  ? 

La.  Chart.  Because  sometimes  one  may  happen  to  be 
so  low  in  spirits  as  not  to  know  one's  own  mind ;  and 
then,  you  know,  if  a  foolish  husband  should  happen  to 
Bay  a  word  on  either  side,  why  one  determines  on  the 
contrary  without  any  farther  trouble. 

Capt.  Bella.  Eight,  Madam  ;  and  a  thousand  to  one, 
but  the  happy  rogue,  your  husband,  might  warm  his 
indolent  inclinations  too  from  the  same  spirit  of  con- 
tradiction, ha !  ha  1 

La.  Charl.  Well,  I  am  so  passionately  fond  of  my  own 
humour  that,  let  me  die,  if  a  husband  were  to  insist  upon 
my  never  missing  any  one  diversion  this  town  affords,  I 
believe  in  my  conscience  I  should  go  twice  a  day  to 
church  to  avoid  them. 

Capt.  Bella.  0  fie !  you  could  not  be  so  unfashionable 
a  creature ! 

La.  Charl.  Ay,  but  I  would  though.  I  do  not  care 
what  I  do  when  I'm  vex'd. 

Capt.  Bella.  Well !  let  me  perish,  this  is  a  most 
.delectable  scheme.  Don't  you  think.  Madam,  we  shall 
be  vastly  happy  ? 

La.  Charl.  We !  what  we  !  Pray,  who  do  you  mean. 
Sir? 

Capt.   Bella.   Why,   Lady    Betty   Shuttlecock    and   I; 

why,  you  must  know  this  is  the  very   scheme  she  laid 

down  to  me  last  night :    which   so    vastly  charm'd  me, 

;  that  we    reaolv'd    to  be    married  upon    it    to-morrow 

momiog. 

La.  Charl.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
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Capt.  BeSa.  Only  to  take  your  advice,  Madam,  by 
allowing  my  wife  all  the  modish  principles  that  yoa 
seem  so  passionately  fond  of. 

La.  Charl.  Your  wife?  why,  who's  to  be  your  wife, 
pray  ?  you  don't  think  of  me,  I  hope. 

C'apt.  Bdla.  One  wou'd  think,  you  thought  I  did  : 
for  you  refuse  me  as  oddly,  as  if  I  had  ask'd  you  the 
question :  not  hut  I  suppose  you  would  have  me  think, 
now,  you  have  refus'd  me  in  earnest. 

La.  Charl.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  that's  well  enough;  why, 
sweet  Sir,  do  you  really  think  I  am  not  in  earnest  ? 

Capt.  BeUa.  No  faith,  I  can't  think  you're  so  silly  as 
to  refuse  me  in  earnest,  when  I  only  ask'd  you  in  jest. 
lBotk.'\     Ha,  ha,  ha  !  JH 

La.  Charl.  Bidiculous  !  ^H 

Capt.   BeUa.   Deliglitful !     Well,    after    all,    I    am  ^ 
strange  creature  to  be  so  merry,  when  I  am  just  going 
to  be  married. 

La.  Charl.  And  had  you  ever  the  assurance  to  think 
I  would  have  you  ? 

Capt.  Bella.  Why,  faith !   I  don't  know  but  I  might, 

if  I  had  ever  made  love  to  you ^Well,  Lady  Charlotte, 

your  servant.     I  suppose  you'll  come  and  visit  my  wife, 
as  soon  as  ever  she  sees  company. 

La.  Charl.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Capt.  Bella.  Seriously  what  I  say.  Madam ;  I  am  just 
now  going  to  my  lawyer  to  sign  my  marriage  articles 
with  Lady  Betty  Shuttlecock. 

La.  Charl.  And  are  you  going  in  earnest  P 

Capt.  BeUa.  Positively,  seriously. 

La.  Charl.  Then  I  must  take  the  liberty  to  tell  you, 
Sir,  you  are  the  greatest  villain  that  ever  liv'd  upon  the 
face  of  the  earth.  [She  bursts  into  tears. 

Capt.  BeUa.  Ha!  what  do  I  see?  Is  it  possible!  O 
my  dear,  dear  Lady  Charlotte,  can  I  believe  myself  the 
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cause  of  these  transporting  tears !  0 !  till  this  instant 
never  did  I  taste  of  happiness. 

La.  Ckarl.  Ha !  ha  I  nor  I,  upon  my  faith,  Sir  !  Ha !  ha ! 

Capt.  Bella.  Hey-day !  what  do  you  mean? 

La.  Chart.  That  you  are  one  of  the  silliest  animals 

that  ever  opened  his  lips  to  a  woman Ha,  ha !   O 

IshaUdie!    Ha!  ha! 

Enter  a  servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  letter  for  you. 

Capt.  Bella.  So,  it's  come  in  good  time.  If  this  does 
not  give  her  a  turn,  egad,  I  sliall  have  all  my  plague  to 
go  over  again. Lady  Charlotte,  you'll  give  me  leave. 

La.  Chart  O  Sir !  billets-doux  are  exempt  from  cere- 
mony. 

Capt.  Bella.  [After  reading  to  himself.']  Ha,  ha !  Well, 
my  dear  Lady  Charlotte,  I  am  vastly  glad  to  see  you  so 
easy.  Upon  my  soul,  I  was  afraid  you  was  really  in 
love  with  me ;  but,  since  I  need  have  no  farther  appre- 
hensions of  it,  I  know  you  won't  take  it  ill  if  I  obey  the 

summons  of  my  wife  that  is  to  be Lady  Betty  has 

sent  for  me. You'll   excuse  me   if  I   am  confin'd    a 

week  or  two  with  my  wife  for  the  present :  when  that's 
over,  you  and  I  will  laugh  and  sing,  and  coquette  as 
much  as  ever  we  did  ;  and  so,  dear  Lady  Charlotte,  your 
humble  servant.  [Exit. 

La.  Ckarl.  What  can  the  creature  mean?  I  know 
not  what  to  think  of  him !    Sure  it  can't  be  true !     But 

if  it  should  be  true 1  can't  believe  it  true — And  yet 

it  may  be  true  too 1  am   resolv'd  to  be  satisfied — 

Here,  who's  there?  Will  nobody  hear?  Who's  there, 
I  say? 

Enter  eeevant. 
Desire  Capt.  Bellamant  to  step  back  again. 

Serv.  He's  just  gone  out,  Madam, 
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La.  Charl.  Then  it's  certainly  true. — Get  me  a  cliMr 

this    moment this   instant — Go,    mn,   fly  I    I    am    in 

aach  a  hurry,  I  don't  know  what  I  do.  O  hideoos  I 
I  look  horridly  frightful — But  HI  follow  him  just  as  I 
am — 111  go  to  Lady  Betty's — If  I  find  liim  there  I  shall 
certainly  funt. — I  must  take  a  little  hartshorn  with  me. 

[Exit. 

SCEfTE  XL  H 

MB.  OATWlT,  iCBS.  UODEBN,  meeting  in  his  Lodgings. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  This  is  exactly  the  time  I  appointed  her 
to  meet  me  here.  Ha!  she  comes.  You  are  punctual 
as  a  young  lover  to  his  first  appointment. 

Mrs.   Modem.  Women    commonly   begin    to   be    mof 
punctual   when    men  leave   it  ofi*:  our  passions 
reach  their  meridian  before  yours  set. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  We  can  no  more  help  the  decrease  • 
our  passions  than  you  the  increase  of  yours ;  and  though 
like  the  sun  I  was  oblig'd  to  quit  your  hemisphere,  I 
have  left  you  a  moon  to  shine  in  it. 
Mr8.  Modem.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Afr.  Gaywit.  I  suppose  you  are  by  this  no  strai 
to  the  fondness  of  the  gentleman  I  introduced  to  you ; 
nor  will  you  shortly  be  to  his  generosity.  He  is  one 
who  has  more  money  than  brains,  and  more  generosity 
than  money. 

Mt8.  Modem.  Oh,  Gajrwit !     I  am   undone :    you 
too  soon  know  how ;  will  hear  it  perhaps  with  pleasu 
since   it  is  too  plain,  by  betraying  me  to    your   frien^ 
I  have  no  longer  any  share  in  your  love. 

Mr.    Gaywit.   Blame  not   my   inconstancy,    but    yoa 
own. 

Mrs.  Modem.  By  all  our  joys,  I  never  loved  another. 


l)e   moat^^ 

rease  o(^^ 
though 
ihere,  I 

:,raugn^^H 
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Mr.  Gaywit.  Nay,  will  you  deny  what  conviction  has 
long  since  constrained  you  to  own  ?  Will  you  deny  your 
favours  to  Ijord  Richly  ? 

K,  Mrs.  Modem.  He  had  indeed  my  person,  but  you 
alone  my  heart. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  always  take  a  woman's  person  to  be 
the  strongest  assurance  of  her  heart.  I  think  the  love 
of  a  mistress  who  gives  up  her  person,  is  no  more  to 
be  doubted,  than  the  love  of  a  friend  who  gives  you  his 
purse. 

Mrs.  Modem.  By  Heavens,  I  hate  and  despise  him 
equal  with  my  husband:  and  as  I  was  forced  to  marry 
the  latter  by  the  commands  of  my  parents,  so  I  was 
given  up  to  the  former  by  the  entreaties  of  my  husband. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  By  the  entreaties  of  your  husband  I 

Mrs.    Modem..    Hell  and  his  blacker  soul  doth   know 

the  truth  of  what  I  say That  he  betrayed  me  first, 

and  has  ever  since  been  the  pander  of  our  amour ;  to 
you  my  own  inclinations  led  me.  Lord  Richly  has  paid 
for  his  pleasures :  to  you  they  have  still  been  free.  He 
was  my  husband's  choice  ;  but  you  alone  were  mine. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  And  have  you  not  comphed  with  Bella- 
mant  too? 

Mrs.  Modern.  Oh !  blame  not  my  necessities ;  he  is, 
indeed,  that  generous  creature  you  have  spoke  him. 

Mr.  Gaytnit.  And  have  you  not  betray'd  this  generous 
creature  to  a  wretch  ? 

Mrs.  Modem.  I  see  you  know  it  all. By  Heavens, 

I  have  not:  it  was  his  own  jealousy,  not  my  design: 
nay  he  importuned  me  to  have  discover'd  Lord  Richly 
in  the  same  manner.  Oh !  think  not  any  hopes  could 
have  prevailed  on  rae  to  blast  my  fame.  No  reward 
could  make  me  amends  for  that  loss.  Thou  shalt  see  by 
my  retirement  I  have  a  soul  too  great  to  encounter 
shame. 
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I  Mr.  Gayttnt.  I  will  try  to  make  that  retirement  easy  to 

I  you ;  and  call  me  not  ungrateful  for  attempting  to  dis- 

I  comfit  your  husband's  purpose,  and  preserve  my  friend. 

I  Mrs.  Modem.  I  myself  will  preserve  him :  if  my  hus- 

I  band  pursue  his  intentions,  my  woman  will  swear  that 

I  the  servant  own'd  he  was  hired  to  be  a  false  evidence 

I  against  us. 

I  Mr.  Gaywit.  Then,  since  the  story  is  already  public, 

I  forgive  this  last  blush  I  am  obliged  to  put  you  to. 

I  Mrs.  Modem.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

L  Mr.  Gaywit.  These  witnesses  must  inform  you. 

■  SCENE  xn. 

H  MR.   OATWIT,   MR.   BELLAMAKT,  HBS.  BELLAMAIfT,   UBS^| 

H  MODERIf,   EHIUA,  CAFTAIIT   MERIT. 

H  Mrs.  Modem.  Distraction !  tortures ! 

W  Mr.  Gaywit.  I  have  with  diflSculty  brought  myself  f 

I  give  you  this  shock ;  which  nothing  but  the  preservation 

f  of  the  best  of  friends  could  have  extorted,  and  which  you 

shall  be  made  amends  for. 

Mr.  Bella.  Be  not  shocked,  Madam ;  it  shall  be  your 

husband's  fault  if  you  are  farther  uneasy  on  this  account. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Come,  Madam,  you  may  yourself  reap  a 

benefit  from  what  I  have  done,  since  it  may  prevent  your 

being  exposed  in  another  place. 

Mrs.  Modem.  All  places  to  me  are  equal,  except  this. 

lExit. 
i       3frs.  Bella.  Her  misfortunes  move  my  compassion. 
\  I      Mr.  Gaywit.  It  is  generous   in  you.  Madam,  to  pity 
I    the  misfortunes  of  a  woman,  whose  faults  are  more  hes  — 

■  I  husband's  than  her  own.  ^^m 

Un      J 
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LORD    HIGHLY,    MB.    MODERN,    MR.   GATWIT,    MB.    BELLAMANT, 
CAPTAIN    MEEIT,    MBS.    BELLAMANT,     EMILIA. 

L.  Richly.  Mr.  Gaywit,  upon  my  word,  you  have  the 
moat  splendid  levee  I  have  seen. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  I  am  sorry,  my  lord,  you  have  increased 
it  by  one  who  should  only  grace  the  keeper  of  Newgate's 
levee ;  a  fellow  whose  company  is  scandalous  to  your 
lordship,  as  it  is  odious  to  us  all. 

Mr.  BeUa.  Hia  lordship  is  not  the  only  man  that  goes 
abroad  with  his  cuckold. 

L.  Richly.  Methinks  you  have  invited  a  gentleman  to 
a  very  scurvy  entertainment. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  You'll  know,  my  lord,  very  shortly, 
■wherefore  he  was  invited,  and  how  much  you  yourself 
are  oblig'd  to  his  kind  endeavours :  for  would  his  wife 
have  consented  to  hia  entreaties,  this  pretended  discovery 
had  fallen  on  you,  and  you  had  supplied  that  gentleman's 
place. 

L.  Richly.  A  discovery  fallen  on  me  ! 

Capt.  Merit.  Yes,  my  lord,  the  whole  company  are 
witnesses  to  Mrs.  Modern's  confession  of  it :  that  he  be- 
trayed her  to  your  embraces  with  a  design  to  discover 
you  in  them. 

Mr.  Modern.  My  lord,  this  is  a  base  design  to  ruin  the 
humblest  of  your  creatures  in  your  lordship's  favour. 

L.  Richly.  How  it  should  have  that  effect,  I  know  not ; 
for  I  do  not  understand  a  word  of  what  these  gentlemen 
mean. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  We  shall  convince  your  lordship. — In  the 
mean  time  I  must  beg  you  to  leave  this  apartment ;  you 
may  prosecute  what  revenge  you  please  ;  but  at  law  we 

TOL.   II.  s 
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shall  dare  to  defy  you.     The  damages  will  not  be  veiy"" 
great  which  are  given  to  a  voluntary  cuckold. 

Emilia.  Though  I  see  not  why;  for  it  is  surely  as 
much  robbery  to  take  away  a  picture  unpaid  for  from 
the  painter  who  would  sell  it,  as  from  the  gentleman 
who  would  keep  it. 

Mr.  Modem.  You  raay  have  your  jest,  Madam;  but  I 
will  be  paid  severely  for  it.  I  shall  have  a  time  of  laugh- 
ing in  my  turn.     My  lord,  your  most  obedient  servant,  ^B 


SCENE    XIV. 

LORD    RICHLY,    MR.    QATWIT,     MR.     BELLAMANT,    CAPTAIN  BBL- 
LAMANT,    LADT   CHARLOTTE,     MRS.    BELLAMANT,    EMILIA. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  He  will  find  his  mistake  and  our  con- 
quest soon  enough.  And  now,  my  lord,  I  hope  you  will 
ratify  that  consent  you  gave  me  this  morning,  and  com- 
plete my  happiness  with  this  lady. 

L.  Richly.  Truly,  nephew,  you  misunderstood  me,  if 
you  imagined  I  promised  any  such  thing.  However, 
though  you  know  I  might  insist  on  my  brother's  will, 
yet  let  Mr.  Bellamant  give  his  daughter  a  fortune  equal 
to  yours,  and  I  shall  not  oppose  it :  and  till  then  I  shall 
not  consent. 

Mr.  Gayicit.  Ha ! 

Copt.  Bella.  I  hope  your  lordship  has  not  determined 
to  deny  every  request ;    and  therefore  I  may  hope  your 


L.  Richly.  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Capt.   BeUa.    Lady  Charlotte,  my  lord,  has  given  me 

this  right.     Your  daughter 

L.  Richly.  What  of  her  ? 
Capt.  Bella.  Is  my  wife. 
L.  Richly.  Your  wife  ! 
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Capt.  Bella.  Nay,  if  you  will  not  give  me  your  bless- 
ing you  may  let  it  alone :  I  would  not  kneel  any  longer 
to  you,  though  you  were  the  Great  Mogul. 

L.  Richly.  Very  well  1  This  is  your  doing,  Mr.  Bella- 
mant,  or  rather  my  own.  Confusion!  my  estate,  my 
title,  and  ray  daughter,  all  contribute  to  aggrandize  the 
man  I  must  hate,  because  he  knows  I  would  have 
wrong'd  him !  Well,  Sirs,  whatever  pleasures  you  may 
seem  to  take  at  my  several  disappointments,  I  shall  take 
very  little  trouble  to  be  revenged  on  any  of  you ;  being 
heartily  convinced  that  in  a  few  months  you  will  be  so 
many  mutual  plagues  to  one  another. 


SCENE  the  last. 

MB.     GATWIT,     MR.      BELLAMAST,      CAPTAIN     BELLAMANT,     LADY 
CHAELOTTE,    MBS.    BELLAMANT,    EMILIA. 

Mr.  Bella.  Methinks  I  might  have  been  consulted  on 
this  afiair. 

La.  Ckarl.  We  had  no  time  for  consultation ;  our 
amour  has  been  of  a  very  short  date. 

Capt,  Bella.  All  our  love  is  to  come,  Lady  Charlotte. 

Za.  Chart.  I  expect  a  deal  of  love  after  marriage  for 
what  I  have  bated  you  before  it. 

Capt.  Bella.  I  never  asked  you  the  question  tiU  I  waa 
sure  of  you. 

La.  Ckarl.  Then  you  knew  my  mind  better  than 
myself;  for  I  never  resolved  to  have  you  till  I  had  you. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Now,  my  dear  Emilia,  there  is  no  bar 
in  our  way  to  happiness.  Lady  Charlotte  has  made 
my  lord's  consent  unnecessary  too.  Your  father  has 
already  blessed  me  with  his ;  and  it  is  now  in  your 
power  to  make  me  the  happiest  of  mankind. 

Emilia.  I  suppose  you  follow  my  brother's  method, 
and  never  ask  till  you  are  sure  of  obtaining  ? 
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Mr.  Bella.  Gaywit,  my  obligations  to  you  are  beyond 
my  power  of  repaying ;  and  while  I  give  you  what  you 
ask,  I  am  still  heaping  greater  favours  on  myself. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  Think  not  so,  when  you  bestow  on  me 
more  than  any  man  can  merit. 

Mr.  Bella.  Then  take  the  little  all  I  have :  and  may 
you  be  as  happy  with  her  as  I  am  in  these  arms  [Em- 
bracing Mrs.   Bellamant] whence    the   whole    worl 

should  never  estrange  rae  more. 

Mrs.  Bella.  I  am  too  happy  in  that  resolution. 

Mr.  Gaywit  Lady  Charlotte,  I  made  a  promise 
day  to  your  father  in  your  favour,  which  I  am  resolved 
to  keep,  though  he  hath  broken  his.  I  know  your  good 
nature  and  good  sense  will  forgive  a  fault  which  love 
has  made  me  commit Love,  which  directs  our  incli- 
nations, in  spite  of  equal  and  superior  charms. 

La.  Chart  No  excuses,  dear  sir ;  my  inclinations  were 
as  whimsical  as  yours. 

Capt.  Bella.  You  have  fairly  got  the  start,  Lady 
Charlotte. 

Mr.  Gaywit.  My  Bellamant !  my  friend  I  my  father  I 
what  a  transport  do  I  feel  from  the  prospect  of  adding 
to  your  future  happiness !  Let  us  henceforth  be  one 
family,  and  have  no  other  contest  but  to  outvie  in 
love. 

Mr.  BeSa.  My  son !  Oh,  what  happiness  do  I  owe  to 
thy  friendship !  and  may  the  example  of  my  late  mis- 
fortune warn  thee  to  fly  all  such  encounters :  and,  since 
we  are  setting  out  together  in  the  road  to  happiness,  take 
this  truth  from  an  experienced  traveller  : 


However  slight  the  consequence  may  prove 
Which  waits  unmarried  hberLines  in  love. 
Be  from  all  vice  divorc'd  before  you  wed, 
And  bury  falsehood  in  the  bridal  bed. 


As  malefactors,  on  their  dying  day. 
Have  always  something,  at  the  tree,  to  say ; 
So  I,  before  to  exile  I  go  down. 
With  my  hard  hapless  fate  would  warn  the  town. 
fatal  Quadrille !     fly !  Ay  the  tempting  evil_I 
For  when  our  last  stake's  lost,  'tis  sure  the  devil  I 
With  curst  Quadrille  avoid  my  fatal  shame. 
Or  if  you  can't — at  least — play  all  the  game.  -^^ 

Of  spotless  fame,  be  chary  as  your  lives, 
Keep  wide  of  proof,  and  you're  the  best  of  wives  ! 
Husbands  most  faults,  not  public  made,  connive  at : 
The  trip's  a  trifle — when  the  frailty's  private. 
What  can  a  poet  hope,  then,  that  reveals  'em  ? 
The  fair  might  like  the  play,  whose  plot  conceals  'em  ! 
For  who  would  favour  plays  to  be  thus  us'd  ? 
Kone  ever  were  by  opera8  abus'd  1 
Or  could  they  warble  scandal  out  at  random, 
Where  were  the  harm,  while  none  could  understand  'era  ? 
But  I  no  more  must  hear  those  melting  strains, 
Condemn 'd  alas !  to  woods  and  lonely  plains ! 
Gay  masquerades  now  tum'd  to  country-fairs, 
And  croaking  rooks  supply  soft  eunuch  airs. 
No  Ring,  no  Mall — no  rat,  tat,  tat,  at  doors  ; 
And,  O  hard  fate  !  for  dear  Quadrille — All  fours. 
No  more  new  plays  I  but  that's  a  small  offence. 
Tour  taste  will  shortly  banish  them  from  hence. 
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Yet  ere  I  part,  methinks,  it  were  to  wrong  you, 

Not  to  bequeath  some  legacies  among  you. 

My  reputation  I  for  prudes  intend. 

In  hopes  their  strictness  what's  amiss  will  mend. 

My  young  gallants  let  ancient  maidens  kill. 

And  take  my  husband — any  soul  that  will ! 

Our  Author  to  the  spotless  fair  I  give. 

For  his  chaste  wife  to  grant  him  a  reprieve. 

Whatever  faults  to  me  may  be  imputed. 

In  her  you  view  your  virtues  unpolluted. 

In  her  sweet  mind  even  age  and  wand'ring  youth 

Must  own  the  transports  of  connubial  truth : 

Thus  each  extreme  is  for  instruction  meant. 

And  ever  was  the  stage's  true  intent. 

To  give  reward  to  virtue,  vice  its  punishment. 


rtu,.& 


Is  dull  retirement,  ere  I  go  to  grieve, 

Ladies,  I  am  return'd  to  take  my  leave. 

Prudes,  I  suppose,  will,  with  their  old  good-nature. 

Shew  their  great  virtue,  and  condemn  the  creature  : 

They  fail  not  at  th'  unfortunate  to  flout. 

Not  because  naughty — but  because — found  out. 

Why,  faith — ^if  these  discoveries  succeed. 

Marriage  will  soon  become  a  trade,  indeed  ! 

This  trade,  I'm  sure,  will  flourish  in  the  nation,    ] 

Twill  De  esteem'd  below  no  man  of  fashion,  [ 

To  be  a  member  of  the — Cuckold's  corporation.    ) 

What  int'rest  will  be  made !  what  mighty  doing  ! 

To  be  directors  for  the  year  ensuing  ! 

And  'tis  exceeding  difficult  to  say. 

Which  end  of  this  chaste  town  would  win  the  day. 

Oh  !  should  no  chance  this  corporation  stop, 

Where  should  we  find  one  house  without  a  shop? 

How  would  a  wife,  hung  out,  draw  beaus  in  throngs ! 

To  hire  your  dears,  Uke  Dominos,  at  Ltrag's  ! 

There  would  be  dainty  days  !  when  every  ninny 

Might  put  them  on  and  ofl" — for  half  a  guinea  ! 

Ob  !  to  behold  th'  embroider'd  trader  grin, 

'*  My  wife's  at  home — Pray,  gentlemen,  walk  in  !  " 

Money  alone  men  will  no  more  importune, 

When  ev'ry  beauty  makes  her  husband's  fortune  ! 
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While  juries  value  virtue  at  this  rate, 

Each  wife  is  (when  discovered)  an  estate  I 

A  wife  with  gold  is  mixing  gidl  with  honey ; 

But  here  you  lose  your  wife  by  what  you  get  your  money. 

And  now,  t'obey  a  duU  poetic  sentence, 
In  lonely  woods  I  must  pursue  repentance  I 
Ye  virgins  pure,  ye  modest  matrons,  lend 
Attentive  ears  to  your  departing  friend. 
If  fame  unspotted  be  the  thing  you  drive  at. 
Be  virtuous,  if  you  can ;  if  not  be  private — 
But  hold ! — Why  should  I  leave  my  sister-sinners. 
To  dwell  'mongst  innocents,  or  young  beginners  ? 

•RVailfy  will  bfi*^^^^^  "^^h  t^fl  fr^'^J-y^  rjnwn  ; 

So,  hang  the  stupid  Bard ! — ^I'll  stay  inTOWn. 


MOCK    DOCTOE: 

OB, 

THE    DUMB    LADY    CUB'D 

A    COHEDT, 

DONE  FEOM  MOIIERE. 

If  n  WAS  ACTXD  AT  TBB 

THEATBE-BOYAL    IN    DBUBT-LANE,    IN    1788. 


DE.     JOHN    MISAUBIN. 


Sm, 

Were  I  not  well  assured  of  your  great  candour,  the 
opiuion  I  have  of  your  nice  judgment  and  refined  taste 
might  give  me  terrible  apprehensions,  while  I  am  pre- 
senting you  a  piece,  wherein,  I  fear,  much  injustice  is 
done  to  an  author,  whose  beauties  you  can  so  exquisitely 
relish  in  the  original. 

It  would  be  hard  to  make  a  more  delicate  compliment 
to  a  lady  than  by  dedicating  to  her  the  sixth  satire  of 
Juvenal.  Such  an  address  must  naturally  suppose  her 
free  from  all  the  vices  and  foUieB  there  inveighed  against. 
Permit  me,  therefore,  Sir,  to  prefix  to  a  Farce,  wherein 
Quacks  are  so  severely  exposed,  the  name  of  one  who 
will  be  remembered  as  an  honour  to  his  profession,  while 
there  is  a  single  practitioner  in  town,  at  whose  door  there 
is  a  lamp  in  an  evening. 

I  shall  not  here  proceed,  in  the  common  road  of  de- 
dications, to  sum  up  the  many  great  talents  with  which 
nature  has  enriched  you :  I  shall  not  here,  as  I  might, 
enlarge  on  excellences  so  well  known  to  the  world  ;  nor 
shall  I  mention  here  that  politeness,  which  appears  equal 
with  your  wit  in  your  conversation,  and  has  made  you 
the  desire  of  the  great,  and  the  envy  of  the  whole  pro- 
fession ;  that  generous  elegance  with  which  you  treat 
your  friends  and  patients,  insomuch  that  the  latter  are 
often  gainers  by  their  distempers,  and  drink  you  out 
more  in  wine  than  they  pay  you  for  physic.     I  shall  not, 
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I  say,  mention  these  :  but  I  cannot,  without  the  greatest 
violence  to  myself,  pass  by  that  Little  Pill  which  has 
rendered  you  so  great  a  blessing  to  mankind ;  that  Pill 
which  is  the  opposite  to  Pandora's  Bos,  and  has  done 
more  real  good  in  the  world  than  the  poets  feign  the 
other  to  have  done  evil.  Forgive  me.  Sir,  if  I  am  not 
able  to  contain  myself  while  I  am  talking  of  this  invalu- 
able remedy,  to  which  so  many  owe  their  health,  their 
pleasure,  nay,  the  very  preservation  of  their  being. 

It  is  this,  Sir,  which  has  animated  the  brethren  of  your 
faculty  against  you  :  that  has  made  them  represent  one  of 
the  greatest  men  of  this  age,  as  an  illiterate  empiric,  for 
which  weak  effort  of  their  malice  you  have  continually 
had  a  very  laudable  and  juat  contempt. 

Were  I  not  apprehensive  of  offending  your  ears,  that 
are  so  averse  to  flattery,  I  might  here  mention  your  great 
skill  in  divinity,  philosophy,  &c.,  almost  equal  to  your 
knowledge  in  physic.  But  this  the  world  will,  I  hope, 
be  soon  acquainted  with,  by  your  being  prevailed  on 
to  pubhsh  some  of  those  excellent  treatises  which  your 
leisure  hours  have  produced,  and  which  may,  perhaps,  be 
almost  as  serviceable  to  mankind  as  the  labours  of  oar 
most  celebrated  divines  have  been. 

And  now.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  conclude  by  wishing, 
that  you  may  meet  with  the  reward  you  merit :  that  the 
gratitude  of  some  of  your  patients  may,  in  return  for  the 
lengthening  of  their  hves,  contribute  to  immortalize  your 
reputation ;  that  I  may  Bee  a  statue  erected  to  your 
memory,  with  that  serpent  of  .^culapius  in  your  hand, 
which  you  so  deservedly  bear  in  your  arms,  is  the  sincere 
wish  of. 


Sir, 
Your  most  obedient, 
Most  humble 


e  servant^^^H 


PEEFAOK. 


Lb  M^decin  nialgre  Lui  of  Moliere  hath  been  always 
esteemed  in  France  the  best  of  tliat  author's  humorous 
pieces.  Misanthrope,  to  which  it  was  first  added,  owed 
to  it  chiefly  its  success.  That  excellent  play  was  of  too 
grave  a  kind  to  hit  the  genius  of  the  French  nation  ;  on 
which  account  the  author,  in  a  very  few  days,  produced 
this  farce ;  which  being  added  to  the  Misanthrope,  gave 
it  one  of  the  greatest  runs  that  any  play  ever  met  with  on 
that  stage. 

The  English  theatre  owes  this  Farce  to  an  accident 
not  unlike  that  which  gave  it  to  the  French.  And  I  wish 
I  had  been  as  able  to  preserve  the  spirit  of  Moliere,  as  I 
have,  in  translating  it,  fallen  short  even  of  that  very  little 
time  he  allowed  himself  in  writing  it;  however,  the 
candour  of  its  audiences  hath  given  me  no  reason  to 
repent  or  be  ashamed  of  ray  undertaking,  as  perhaps, 
when  I  have  returned  what  is  due  to  Moliere,  and  to 
the  performers,  I  shall  have  very  little  cause  for  triumph 
from  it. 

The  applause  our  Mock  Doctor  received  on  the  theatre 
admits  of  no  addition  from  my  pen,  I  shall  ordy  con- 
gratulate the  town  on  the  lively  hope  they  may  entertain 
of  having  the  loss,  they  are  one  day  to  suffer  in  the 
father,  so  well  suppHed  in  the  son. 

But  I  cannot,  when  I  mention  the  rising  glories  of  the 
theatre,  omit  one,  who,  though  she  owes  little  advantage 
to  the  part  of  Dorcas,  hath  already  convinced  the  best 
judges  of  her  admirable  genius  for  the  stage  :  she  hath 
sufficiently    shewn    in    the    Old    Debauchees    that   her 
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capacity  is  not  confined  to  a  song ;  and  I  dare  swear  they 
will  shortly  own  her  able  to  do  justice  to  characters  of  a 
much  greater  consequence. 

One  pleasure  I  enjoy  from  the  success  of  this  piece  is  a 
prospect  of  transplanting  successfully  some  others  of 
Moliere  of  great  value.  How  I  have  done  this,  any 
English  reader  may  be  satisfied  by  examining  an  exact 
literal  translation  of  the  M^ecin  malgr^  Lui,  which  is 
the  second  in  the  second  volume  of  Select  Comedies  of 
Moli^e. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Sir  Jasper^ mb.  shepherd. 

Leander, mb.  stopelaeb. 

Gregory  J mb.  cibbeb,  jun. 

Robert, mb.  jones. 

James, mb.  mullabt. 

Harry, mr.  robebts. 

Davy, MB.  JONES. 

Hdlebor, mr.  Roberts. 

WOMEN. 

Dorcas, miss  raftor. 

Charlotte, miss  Williams. 

Maid, MRS.  MEARS. 

SCENE,  PARTLY  IN  A  COUNTRY-TOWN  AND  PARTLY  IN  A  WOOD. 


THE 

MOCK   DOCTOE: 

OB, 

THE    DUMB    LADY    CUE'D. 


SCENE  I.     A  Wood. 

DORCAS,    GBEQURY. 


I  TELL  you  no,  I  won't  comply,  and  it  is  my  business 
to  talk,  and  to  command. 

Dorc.  And  I  tell  you,  you  shall  conform  to  my  will ; 
and  that  I  was  not  marry'd  to  you  to  suffer  your  lU- 
humours. 

Greg.  O  the  intolerable  fatigue  of  matrimony  I  Aris- 
totle never  said  a  better  thing  in  his  life,  than  when 
he  told  us,  '  That  a  wife  is  worse  than  a  devil.' 

Dorc.  Hear  the  learned  gentleman  with  his  Aristotle  I 

Greg.  And  a  learned  man  I  am  too ;  find  me  out  a 
maker  of  fagots  that's  able,  like  myself,  to  reason  upon 
things,  or  that  can  boast  such  an  education  as  mine. 

Dorc.  An  education ! 

Greg.  Ay,  hussy,  a  regular  education;  first  at  the 
charity-school,  where  I  learnt  to  read ;  then  I  waited  on 

a  gentleman  at  Oxford,  where  I  learnt very  near  as 

much  as  my  master ;  from  whence  I  attended  a  travel- 
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ling  physician  six  years,  under  the  facetious  denomina- 
tion of  a  Merry-Andrew,  where  I  learnt  physic. 

Dorc.  0  that  thou  hadst  follow'd  him  still !  Curs'd 
be  the  hour  wherein  I  answer'd  the  parson,  '  I  will.' 

Greg.  And  curs'd  be  the  parson  that  ask'd  me  the 
question. 

Dure.  You  have  reason  to  complain  of  him,  indeed, 
who  ought  to  be  on  your  knees  every  moment  returning 
thanks    to    Heaven   for  that   great  blessing  it  sent  you, 

when  it  sent  you  myself. 1  hope  you  have  not  the 

assurance  to  think  you  deserv'd  such  a  wife  as  me  ? 

Greg.  No,  really,  I  don't  think  I  do. 

AIR  I.     Beasy  Bell. 

Dorc.  When  a  lady,  like  me,  condescends  to  agree 
To  let  such  a  jackanapes  taste  her, 
With  what  zeal  and  care  should  lie  worship  the 
fair, 

Who  gives  him what's  meat  for  his  master  ? 

His  actions  should  still 
Attend  on  her  will, 
Hear,  sirrah,  and  take  it  for  warning  ; 
To  her  he  should  be 
Each  night  on  his  knee, 
And  so  he  should  be  on  each  mommg, 

Greg.  Meat  for  my  master  1  you  were  meat  for  youf ' 
master,  if  I  an't  mistaken  ;  for,  to  one  of  our  shames  be 
it  spoken,  you  rose  as  good  a  virgin  from  me  as  you  went 
to  bed.  Come,  come,  Madam,  it  was  a  lucky  day  for 
you  when  you  found  me  out, 

Dorc.  Lucky  indeed !  a  fellow  who  eats  every  thing 
I  have. 

Greg.  That  happens  to  be  a  mistake,  for  I  drink  some 
part  on't. 
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Dorc.  That  has  not  even  left  me  a  bed  to  He  on. 

Greg.  You'll  rise  the  earUer. 

Dorc.  And  who  from  morning  till  night  is  continually 
in  an  alehouse. 

Greg.  It's  genteel,  the  squire  does  the  same. 

Dorc.  Pray,  Sir,  what  are  you  willing  I  shall  do  with 
my  family  ? 

Greg.  Whatever  you  please. 

Dorc.  My  four  little  children  that  are  continually 
crying  for  bread  ? 

Greg.  Give  'em  a  rod !  best  cure  in  the  world  for 
crying  children. 

Dorc.  And  do  you  imagine,  sot 

Greg.  Harkye,  my  dear,  you  know  that  my  temper  ia 
not  over  and  above  passive,  and  that  my  arm  is  ex- 
tremely active. 

Dorc.  I  laugh  at  your  threats,  poor  beggarly,  insolent 
fellow. 

Greg.  Soft  object  of  my  ■wishing  eyes,  I  shall  play 
with  your  pretty  ears. 

Dorc.  Touch  me  if  you  dare,  you  insolent,  impudent, 
dirty,  lazy,  rascally 

Greg.  Oh,  ho,  ho  !  you  will  have  it  then,  I  find. 

[Beats  her. 

Dorc.  O,  murder !  murder ! 

SCENE  n. 


GEEGOHY,  DORCAS,  SQUIRE  ROBERT. 

Rob.  What's  the  matter  here  ?  Fy  upon  you  I  fy 
upon  you,  neighbour,  to  beat  your  wife  in  this  scandalous 
manner. 

Dorc.  Well,  Sir,  and  I  have  a  mind  to  be  beat,  and 
what  then  ? 

VOL.   II.  1 
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Rob.  O  dear  Madam!  I  give  my  consent  with  all  my 
heart  and  soul. 

Dorc.  What's  that  to  you,  saucebox  ?  Is  it  any  busi- 
ness of  yours  ? 

Rob.  No,  certainly,  Madam. 

Dorc.  Here's  an  impertinent  fellow  for  you,  won't 
suffer  a  husband  to  beat  hia  own  wife. 


AIR  n.     Wi7ickester  Wedding. 
Go  thrash  your  own  rib.  Sir,  at  home, 

Nor  thus  interfere  with  our  strife ; 
May  cuckoldom  still  be  his  doom, 

Who  strives  to  part  husband  and  wife. 
Suppose  I've  a  mind  he  should  drub, 

Whose  bones  are  they,  Sir,  he's  to  lick  ? 
At  whose  expense  is  it,  you  scrub  ? 

You  are  not  to  find  him  a  stick. 


I 


Rob.  Neighbour,   I  ask    your   pardon    heartily ;  here, 
take  and  thrash  your  wife,  beat  her  as  you  ought  to  do, '  J| 
Greg.  No,  Sir,  I  won't  beat  her.  fH 

Rob.  O !  Sir,  that's  another  thing.  '-^ 

Greg.  I'll  beat  her  when  I  please,  and  will  not  beat 
her  when  I  do  not  please.  She  is  my  wife,  and  not 
yours.  J 

Rob.  Certainly.  ^^H 

Dorc.  Give  me  the  stick,  dear  husband.  ^H 

Rob.  Well,  if  ever  I  attempt  to  part  husband  and  wife 
again,  may  I  be  beaten  myeelf. 


SCENE  III. 


GREGOBY,    DORCAS. 
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Greg.  Come,  my  dear,  let  us  be  friends. 
Dorc.  What,  after  beating  me  so  ! 
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Greg.  Twas  but  in  jest, 

Dorc.  I  desire  you  will  crack  your  jests  on  your  own 
bones,  not  on  mine. 

GTeg,  Pshaw !  you  know,  you  and  I  are  one,  and  I 
beat  one  half  of  myself  when  I  beat  you. 

Dorc.  Yes,  but,  for  the  future,  I  desire  you  will  beat 
the  other  half  of  yourself. 

Greg.  Come,  my  pretty  dear,  I  ask  pardon,  I'm  sorry 
for't. 

Dorc.  For  once  I  pardon  you — but  you  shall  pay 
for  it. 

Greg.  Pshaw !  pshaw !  child,  these  are  only  little 
affairs,  necessary  in  friendship ;  four  or  five  good  blows 
with  a  cudgel  between  your  very  fond  couples  only 
tend  to  heighten  the  affections.  I'll  now  to  the  wood, 
and  I  promise  thee  to  make  a  hundred  fagots  before  I 
come  home  again. 

Dorc.  If  I  am  not  reveng'd  on  Uiose  blows  of  yours ! 
— Oh,  that  I  could  but  think  of  some  method  to  be 
reveng'd  on  him!  Hang  the  rogue,  he's  quite  insensible 
of  cuckoldom. 


AIR  ni.     Oh,  London  is  a  fine  town. 

In  ancient  days  I've  heard  with  horns 

The  wife  her  spouse  could  fright, 
Which  now  the  hero  bravely  scorns. 

So  common  is  the  sight. 
To  city,  country,  camp,  or  court, 

Or  whereso'er  he  go. 
No  homed  brother  dares  make  sport, 

They're  cuckolds  all  arow. 

Oh  that  I  could  find  out  some  invention  to  get  him  well 
drubb'd ! 
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SCENE  IV. 


IIARRT,   JAMES,    DORCAS. 

Barry.  Were  ever  two  fools  sent  on  such  a  mess^e 
as  we  are,  in  quest  of  a  dumb  doctor  ? 

James.  Blame  your  own  cursed  memory  that  made 
you  forget  his  name.  For  my  part,  I'll  travel  through 
the  world  rather  than  return  without  him  ;  that  were  as 
much  as  a  Umb  or  two  were  worth. 

Harry.  Was  ever  such  a  cursed  misfortune .'  to  lose 
the  letter  ?  I  should  not  even  know  his  name  if  I  were 
to  hear  it. 

Dorc.    Can  I  find  no    invention   to  be   reven^j'd  ?■ 
Heyday  !  who  are  these  ? 

James.  Harkye,  mistress,  do  you  know  where — where 
— where  Doctor  What-d'ye-call  him  lives  ? 

Dorc.  Doctor  who  ? 

James.  Doctor — doctor — what's  his  name  ? 

Dorc.  Hey !  what,  has  the  fellow  a  mind  to  banter 
me? 

Harry.  Is  there  no  physician  hereabouts  famous  for 
curing  dumbness  ? 

Dorc.  I  fancy  you  have  no  need  of  such  a  physician, 
Mr.  Impertinence  ? 

Harry.  Don't  mistake  us,  good  woman,  we  don't  mean 
to  banter  you ;  we  are  sent  by  our  master,  whose 
daughter  has  lost  her  speech,  for  a  certain  physician 
who  lives  hereabouts;  we  have  lost  our  direction,  and 
'tis  as  much  as  our  lives  are  worth  to  return  without 
him. 

Dorc.  There  is  one  Doctor  Lazy  lives  just  by,  but  he 
has  left  off  practising.  You  would  not  get  him  a  mile  to 
save  the  hves  of  a  thousand  patients. 
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James.  Direct  us  but  to  hira ;  we'll  bring  him  with 
us,  one  way  or  other,  I  warrant  you. 

Harry.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  have  him  with  us,  though  we 
carry  him  on  our  backs. 

Dorc.  Ha !  Heaven  baa  inspir'd  me  with  one  of  the 
most  admirable  inventions  to  be  reveng'd  on  ray  bang- 
dog  !  [Aside.']  I  assure  you,  if  you  can  get  him  with 
you,  he'll  do  your  young  lady's  business  for  her;  he's 
reckoned  one  of  the  beat  physicians  in  the  world,  espe- 
cially for  dumbness. 

Harry.  Pray  tell  us  where  he  lives. 

Dorc.  You'll  never  be  able  to  get  him  out  of  his  own 
house;  but  if  you'll  watch  hereabouts  you'll  certainly 
meet  with  him,  for  lie  very  often  amuses  himself  with 
cutting  wood. 

Harry.  A  physician  cut  wood ! 

James.  I  supposes  he  amuses  himself  in  searching  after 
herbs,  you  mean. 

Dorc.  No,  he's  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  men  in 
the  world  :  he  goes  drest  like  a  common  clown ;  for  there 
is  nothing  he  so  much  dreads  as  to  be  known  for  a 
physician. 

James.  All  your  great  men  have  some  strange  oddities 
about  'em. 

Dorc.  Why  he  will  suffer  himself  to  be  beat,  before  he 
will  own  himself  a  physician — and  I'll  give  you  my 
word,  you'll  never  make  him  own  himself  one,  unless 
you  both  of  you  take  a  good  cudgel,  and  thrash  him  into 
it ;  'tis  what  we  are  all  forc'd  to  do,  when  we  have  any 
need  of  him. 

James.  What  a  ridiculous  whim  is  here  I 

Dorc.  Very  true,  and  in  so  great  a  man. 

James.  And  is  he  so  very  skilful  a  man  ? 

Dorc.  Skilful  I  why  he  does  miracles.  About  half  a 
year  ago  a  woman  was  given  over  by  all  her  physicians, 
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nay,  she  had  been  dead  for  some  time ;  when  this  great 
man  came  to  her,  as  soon  as  he  saw  her  he  poured  a 

little  drop  of  something  down  her  throat he  had  no 

sooner  done  it  than  she  got  out  of  her  bed,  and  walked 
about  the  room  as  if  there  had  been  nothing  the  matter 
with  her. 

BoA.  Oh  prodigious ! 

Dorc.  Tis  not  above  three  weeks  ago  that  a  child  of 
twelve  years  old  fell  from  the  top  of  a  house  to  the 
bottom,  and  broke  its  skull,  its  arms,  and  legs.  Our 
physician  was  no  sooner  drubb'd  into  making  him  a 
visit,  than,  having  rubb'd  the  child  all  over  with  a 
certain  ointment,  it  got  upon  its  legs,  and  run  away  to 
play. 

Both.  Oh  most  wonderful ! 

Harry.  Hey !  Gad  James,  we'll  drub  him  out  of  a 
pot  of  this  ointment. 

James.  But  can  he  cure  dumbness  ? 

Dorc.  Dumbness  !  why  the  curate  of  our  parish's  wife 
was  born  dumb,  and  the  doctor,  with  a  sort  of  wash, 
wash'd  her  tongue  till  he  set  it  a  going  so,  that  in  less 
than  a  month's  time  she  out-talked  her  husband. 

Harry.  This  must  be  the  very  man  we  were  sent  after. 

Dorc.  Yonder  is  the  very  man  I  speak  of. 

James.  What,  that  he,  yonder  ? 

Dorc.  The  very  same He  has  spy'd  us,  and  takeu 

up  his  bill. 

James.  Come,  Harry,  don't  let  us  lose  one   moment. 

Mistress,  your  servant;  we  give  you  ten  thousmd 

thanks  for  this  favour. 

Dorc.  Be  sure  and  make  good  use  of  your  s 

James.  He  shan't  want  that. 


iir  sticks.      ^^H 
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SCENE  V.    A7wtker  part  of  the  Wood. 


JAMES,  HARBT,  QREQORY. 

Greij.  Pox  on't!  'tis  most  confounded  hot  weather. 
Hey !  who  have  we  here  ? 

James.  Sir,  your  most  obedient  humble  servant. 

Greg.  Sir,  your  servant. 

James.  We  are  mighty  happy  in  finding  you  here 

Greg.  Ay,  like  enough. 

James.  'Tia  in  your  power,  Sir,  to  do  us  a  very  great 

favour We  come,  Sir,  to  implore  your  assistance  in 

a  certain  affair. 

Greg.  If  it  be  in  my  power  to  give  you  any  assistance, 
masters,  I'm  very  ready  to  do  it. 

James.  Sir,  you   are  extremely  obliging But,  dear 

Sir,  let  me  beg  you'd  be  covered  ;  the  sun  will  hurt  your 
complexion. 

Harry.  For  Heaven's  sake,  Sir,  be  cover'd. 

Greg.  These  should  be  footmen  by  their  dress ;  but 
should  be  courtiers  by  their  ceremony.  [Aside. 

James.  You  must  not  tiiink  it  strange,  Sir,  that  we 
come  thus  to  seek  after  you  :  men  of  your  capacity  will 
be  sought  after  by  the  whole  world. 

Greg.  Truly,  gentlemen,  though  I  say  it  that  should 
not  say  it,  I  have  a  pretty  good  hand  at  a  fagot. 

James.  0  dear  Sir ! 

Greg.  You  may,  perhaps,  buy  fagots  cheaper  other- 
where ;  but  if  you  find  such  in  all  this  country,  you  shall 
have  mine  for  nothing.  To  make  but  one  word  then 
with  you,  you  shall  have  mine  for  ten  shiUingg  a 
hundred. 
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James.  Don't  talk  in  that  manner,  I  desire  you. 

Greg.  I  could  not  sell  'em  a  penny  cheaper,  if  'twas  to 
my  father. 

James.  Dear  Sir,  we  know  you  very  well — don't  jest 
with  U8  in  this  manner. 

Greg.  Faith,  master,  I  am  so  much  in  earnest,  that  I 
can't  bate  one  farthing. 

James.  0  pray.  Sir,  leave  this  idle  discourse.  Can  a 
person  like  you,  amuse  himself  in  this  manner  ?  Can  a 
learned  and  famous  physician,  like  you,  try  to  disguise 
himself  to  the  world,  and  bury  such  fine  talents  in 
woods? 

Greg.  The  feUow's  a  fool. 

James.  Let  me  entreat  you,  Sir,  not  to  dissemble  wil 
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Harry.  It  is  in  vain.  Sir,  we  know  what  you  are. 

Greg.  Know  what  you  are  !  what  do  you  know  of  me  ? 

James.  Why,  we  know  you,  Sir,  to  be  a  very  great 
physician. 

Greg.  Physician  in  your  teeth !     I  a  physician  ? 

James.  The  fit  is  on  him. — Sir,  let  me  beseech  you  to 
conceal  yourself  no  longer,  and  oblige  us  to — you  know 
what. 

Greg.  Devil  take  me,  if  I  know  what,  Sir. — But  I 
know  this,  that  I'm  no  physician. 

JoTnea.  We  must  proceed  to  the  usual  remedy,  1  find. 
— And  so  you  are  no  physician  ? 

Greg.  No. 

James.  You  are  no  physician  ? 

Greg.  No,  I  tell  you. 

Jamss.  Well,  if  we  must,  we  must.  [Beat  him. 

Greg.  Oh!  Oh  I  gentlemen!  gentlemen!  What  are 
you  doing  ?  I  am — I  am — whatever  you  please  to  have 
me. 

James.  Why  will  you  oblige  us,  Sir,  to  this  violence  ? 
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Harry.  Why  will  you  force  us  to  this  troublesome 
remedy  ? 

James.  I  assure  you,  Sir,  it  gives  me  a  great  deal  of 
S  pain. 

Greg.  I  assure  you.  Sir,  and  so  it  does  me.  But  pray, 
gentlemen,  what  is  the  reason  that  you  have  a  mind  to 
make  a  physician  of  me  ? 

James.  What!  do  you  deny  your  being  a  physician 
again  ? 

Greg.  And  the  devil  take  me,  if  I  am. 

Harry.  You  are  no  physician  ? 

Greg.  May  I  be  pox'd,  if  I  am.  \They  beat  him^ 

Oh !    Oh  !^ -Dear  gentlemen ;  Oh !  for  Heaven's  sake  ; 

I  am  a  physician,  and  an  apothecary  too,  if  you'll  have 
me ;  I  had  rather  be  any  thing  than  be  knocked  o'  the 
head. 

James.  Dear  Sir,  I'm  rejoic'd  to  see  you  come  to  your 
senses ;  I  ask  pardon  ten  thousand  times  for  what  you 
forc'd  us  to  do. 

Greg.  Perhaps  I  am  deceiv'd  myself,  and  am  a  physi- 
cian without  knowing  it.  But,  dear  gentlemen,  are  you 
certain  I'm  a  physician  ? 

James.  Yes,  the  greatest  physician  in  the  world. 

Greg.  Indeed  I 

Harry.  A  physician  that  has  cur'd  all  sorts  of  dis- 
tempers. 

Greg.  The  devil  I  have  ! 

James.  That  has  made  a  woman  walk  about  the  room 
after  she  was  dead  six  hours. 

Harry.  That  set  a  child  upon  its  legs  immediately 
after  it  had  broke  'em. 

James.  That  made  the  curate's  wife,  who  was  dumb, 
talk  faster  than  her  husband. 

Harry.  Look  ye,  Sir,  you  shall  have  content,  my 
master  will  give  you  whatever  you  will  demand. 
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Greg.  Shall  I  have  whatever  I  will  demand  ? 

James.  You  may  depend  upon  it. 

Greg.  I  am    a    physician,  without    doubt. 1    had 

forgot  it,  but  I  begin  to  recollect  myself. — Well — and 
what  is  the  distemper  I  am  to  cure  ? 

James.  My  young  miatress,  Sir,  has  lost  her  tongue. 

Greg.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  have  found  it ! But, 

come,  geutlemeu,  if  I  must  go  with  you,  I  must  have  a 
physician's  habit ;  for  a  physician  can  no  more  prescribe 
without  a  full  wig  than  without  a  fee.  [Exeunt. 


DORCAS,  sola. 

I  don't  remember  my  heart  has  gone  so  pit-a-pat  with 
joy  a  long  while. Revenge  is  surely  the  most  deli- 
cious morsel  the  devil  ever  dropt  into  the  mouth  of  a 
woman.  And  this  is  a  revenge  which  costs  nothing ; 
for,  alack-a-day !  to  plant  horns  upon   a  husband's  head 

is  more  dangerous    than  is  imagin'd : Odd !  I  had  a 

narrow  escape  when  I  met  with  this  fool ;  the  best  of  my 
market  was  over,  and  I  began  to  grow  almost  as  cheap 
as  a  crack'd  China-cup. 

AIR  rV.     Pinks  and  lilies. 

A  woman's  ware,  Uke  China, 

Now  cheap,  now  dear  is  bought ; 

When  whole,  though  worth  a  guinea, 
When  broke 'a  not  worth  a  groat. 


A  woman,  at  St.  James's, 
With  hundreds  you  obtain  ; 

But  stay  'till  lost  her  fame  is. 
She'll  be  cheap  in  Drury-lane. 
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SCENE,  SIB  jaspek's  Home. 
SIR  JASPER  and  JAMES. 


Sir  Jasp.  Where  is  he  ?    Where  is  he  ? 

James.  Only  recruiting  himself  after  his  journey. 
You  need  not  be  impatient,  Sir ;  for,  were  my  young 
lady  dead,  he'd  bring  her  to  life  again. — He  makes  no 
more  of  bringing  a  patient  to  hfe  than  other  physicians 
do  of  killing  him. 

Sir  Jasp.  'Tis  strange  so  great  a  man  should  have 
those  unaccountable  odd  humours  you  mention'd. 

James.  'Tis  but  a  good  blow  or  two,  and  he  comes 
immediately  to  himself. — Here  he  is. 


SCENE  vm. 

SIB   J,VSPER,    JAMES,    GKEGOBY,    HARRY. 

Harry.  Sir,  this  is  the  doctor. 

iStV  JtMp.  Dear  Sir,  you're  the  welcomeet  man  in  the 
world. 

Greg.  Hippocrates  says  we  should  both  be  cover'd. 

Sir  Jasp.  Ha !  does  Hippocrates  say  so  ?  In  what 
chapter,  pray  ? 

Greg.  In  his  chapter  of  hats. 

Sir  Jasp.  Since  Hippocrates  says  so,  I  shall  obey  him. 

Greg.  Doctor,  after  having  exceedingly  travell'd  in  the 
highway  of  letters — 

Sir  Jasp.  Doctor  !  pray  whom  do  you  speak  to? 

Greg.  To  you,  Doctor. 
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Sir  Jasp.  Ha,  ha ! 1  am  a  knight,  thank  the  King's 

grace  for  it ;  but  no  doctor. 

Greg.  Wiiat,  you're  no  doctor  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  No,  upon  my  word. 

Gi'C'j.  You're  no  doctor  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  Doctor  1  no. 

Greg.  There 'tis  done.  [Beats  him. 

Sir  Jasp.  Done,  in  the  devil's  name  !     What's  done  ? 

Greg.  Why  now  you're  made  a  doctor  of  physic — I 
am  sure  it's  all  the  degrees  I  ever  took. 

Sir  Jasp.  What  devil  of  a  fellow  have  you  brought 
here? 

James.  I  told  you,  Sir,  the  doctor  had  strange  whims 
with  him. 

Sir  Jasp.  Whims,  quotha ! — Egad,   I    shall  bind   his 
physicianship  over  to  his  good  behaviour,  if  he  has  a 
more  of  these  whims. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  ask  pardon  for  the  liberty  I  have  takeni!| 

Sir  Jasp.  Oh  !  it's  very  well,  it's  very  well  for  ona 

Greg.  I'm  sorry  for  those  blows 

.Sir  Jasp.  Nothing  at  all,  nothing  at  all.  Sir. 

Greg.  Wliich  I  was  oblig'd  to  have  the  honour  of 
laying  on  so  thick  upon  you. 

Sir  Jasp.  Let    us   talk    no    more  of    'em,    Sir My 

daughter,  Doctor,  has  fallen  into  a  very  strange  distemper. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  am  overjoy'd  to  bear  it ;  and  I  wish,  with 
all  my  heart,  you  and  your  whole  family  had  the  same 
occasion  for  me,  as  your  daughter,  to  shew  the  great 
desire  I  have  to  serve  you. 

Sir  Jasp.  Sir,  I  am  obliged  to  you. 

Greg.  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  speak  from  the  very  bottom 
of  my  soul. 

Sir  Jasp.  I  do  believe  you.  Sir,  from  the  very  bottom 
of  mine. 

Greg.  What  is  your  daughter's  name  ? 
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Sir  Jasp.  My  daughter's  name  is  Chariot. 

Greg.  Are  you  sure  she  was  christea'd  Chariot  ?  > 

Sir  Jasp.  No,  Sir,  she  was  christen 'd  Charlotta. 

Greg.  Hum !  I  had  rather  she  should  have  been 
christen'd  Charlotte.  Charlotte  is  a  very  good  name 
for  a  patient ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  the  name  is  often 
of  as  much  service  to  the  patient  as  the  physician  is. 

SCENE  rx. 


BIE  JASPEE,    GEEGOKY,    CHAELOT,   MArO. 

Sir  Jasp.  Sir,  my  daughter's  here.  ' ' 

Greg.  Is  that  my  patient  ?     Upon  my  word  she  carries 

no   distemper  in  her    countenance and    I    fancy    a 

healthy  young  fellow  would  sit  verj*  well  upon  her. 

Sir  Jasp.  You  make  her  smile,  Doctor. 

Greg.  So  much  the  better  ;  'tis  a  very  good  sign  where 
we  can  bring  a  patient  to  smile ;   it  is  a  sign  that  the 

distemper  begins  to  clarify,  as  we  say. Well,  child, 

what's  the  matter  with  you  ?     What's  your  distemper  ? 

Charl.  Han,  hi,  hon,  han. 

Greg.  What  do  you  say  ? 

Chart.  Han,  hi,  han,  hon. 

Greg.  What,  what,  what  ? 

Charl.  Han,  hi,  hon. 

Greg.  Han !  hon !  honin  ha ! — ^I  don't  understand  a 
word  she  says.  Han !  lii !  hon  !  What  the  devil  sort  of 
language  is  this  ? 

Sir  Ja^.  Why,  that's  her  distemper.  Sir.  She's  be- 
come dumb,  and  no  one  can  assign  the  cause — and  this 
distemper.  Sir,  hath  kept  back  her  marriage. 

Greg.  Kept  back  her  marriage  I    Why  so  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  Because  her  lover  refuses  to  have  her  till 
she's  cur'd. 
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Grei}.  O  Lud !   was  ever  such  a  fool,  that  wou'd  not 

have  his  wife  dumb  ! Would  to  heaven  my  wife  was 

dumb,  I'd  be  far  from  desiring  to  cure  her. — Does 
this  distemper,  this  Han,  hi,  hou,  oppress  her  very 
much? 

Sir  Ja^.  Yes,  Sir. 

Greg.  So  much  the  better.     Has  she  any  great  pains  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  Very  great. 

Greg.  That's  just  as  I  would  have  it.  Give  me  your 
hand,  child.     Hum — Ha — a  very  dumb  pulse,  indeed. 

Sir  Jasp.  You  have  guess 'd  her  distemper. 

Greg.  Ay,  Sir,  we  great  physicians  know  a  distemper 
immediately;  I  know  some  of  the  college  would  call  this 
the  Boree,  or  the  Coupee,  or  the  Sinkee,  or  twenty  other 
distempers  ;  but  I  give  you  my  word,  Sir,  your  daughter 
is  nothing  more  than  dumb — So  I'd  have  you  be  very 
easy ;  for  there  is  nothing  else  the  matter  with  her. — If 
she  were  not  dumb,  she  would  be  as  well  as  I  am. 

Sir  Jasp.  But  I  should  be  glad  to  know,  Doctor,  from 
whence  her  dumbness  proceeds. 

Greg.  Nothing  so  easily  accounted  for. — Her  dumb- 
ness proceeds  from  her  having  lost  her  speech. 

Sir  Jasp.  But  whence,  if  you  please,  proceeds  her 
having  lost  her  speech  ? 

Greg.  All  our  best  authors  will  tell  you  it  is  the  im- 
pediment of  the  action  of  the  tongue. 

Sir  Jasp.  But  if  you  please,  dear  Sir,  your  sentiments 
upon  that  impediment. 

Greg.  Aristotle  has,  upon  that  subject,  said  very  fine 
things  ;  very  fine  things.  ^H 

Sir  Jasp.  I  believe  it.  Doctor.  ^^| 

Greg.  Ah !  he  was  a  great    man,    he   was,    indeed,  ^^1 

very  great  man. A  mantwho  upon  that  subject  was  a 

man  that But  to  return  to  our  reasoning :  I  hold  that 

this  impediment  of  the  action  of  the  tongue  is  caused  by 
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certain  humours  which  our    great    physicians    call — hu- 
mours— humours Ah  !  you  understand  Latin 

Sir  Jasp.  Not  in  the  least. 

Greg.  What,  not  understand  Latin  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  No,  indeed,  Doctor. 

Greg.  Cabricius  arci  thuram  cathalimus,  singulariter 
nom.  Hecc  musa  hie,  h«c,  hoc,  genitivo  hujus,  hunc 
hanc  mu8£e.  Bonus,  bona.bonum.  Estne  oratio  Latinus  ? 
Etiara.  Quia  substantivo  et  adjectivum  concordat  in 
generi  numerum  et  casus,  sic  dicunt,  aiunt,  prtedicant, 
clamitant,  et  similibus. 

Sir  Jasp.    Ah  !  Why  did  I  neglect  my  studies  ? 

Harry.  What  a  prodigious  man  is  this ! 

Greg.  Besides,  Sir,  certain  spirits  passing  from  the  left 
side,  which  is  the  seat  of  the  liver,  to  the  right,  which  is 
the  seat  of  the  heart,  we  find  the  lungs,  wliich  we  call  in 
Latin,  Whiskerus,  having  communication  with  the  brain, 
which  we  name  in  Greek,  Jackbootos,  by  means  of  a 
hollow  vein,  which  we  call  in  Hebrew,  Perriwiggus, 
meet  in  the  road  with  the  said  spirits  which  fill  the 
ventricles  of  the  Omotaplasmus ;  and  because  the  said 
humours  have — you  comprehend  me  well.  Sir?  And 
because  the  said  humours  have  a  certain  malignity — 
Listen  seriously,  I  beg  you. 

Sir  Jasp.  I  do. 

Greg.  Have  a  certain  malignity  that  is  caused — Be 
attentive,  if  you  please. 

5iV  Jasp.  I  am. 

Greg.  That  is  caus'd,  I  say,  by  the  acrimony  of  the 
humours  engender'd  in  the  concavity  of  the  diaphragni ; 
thence  it  arises,  that  these  vapours.  Propria  quee  mari- 
bus  tribuuntur,  mascula  dicas,  Ut  sunt  divorum,  Mars, 
Bacchus,  Apollo,  virorum. — This,  Sir,  is  the  cause  of 
your  daughter's  being  dumb. 

Harry.  0  that  I  had  but  his  tongue ! 
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Sir  Jasp.  It  is  impossible  to  reason  better,  no  doubt, 

Bat,  dear  Sir,  there  is  one  thing 1  always  thought, 

till  now,  that  the  heart  was  on  the  left  side,  and  the  liver 
on  the  right. 

Greg.  Ay,  Sir,  so  they  were  formerly;  but  we  have 
chang'd  all  that.  The  college  at  present,  Sir,  proceeds 
upon  an  entire  new  method. 

Sir  Jasp.  I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir. 

Greg.  Oh,  Sir  1  there's  no  harm ^You're  not  obUg'd 

to  know  80  nmch  as  we  do. 

Sir  Jasp,  Very  true.  But,  Doctor,  what  would  you 
have  done  with  my  daughter  ? 

Greg.  What,  would  I  have  done  with  her:  Why,  my 
advice  is,  that  you  immediately  put  her  into  a  bed 
warm'd  with  a  brass  warming  pan ;  cause  her  to  drink 
one  quart  of  spring-water,  mix'd  with  one  pint  of  brandy, 
sis  Seville  oranges,  and  three  ounces  of  the  best  double- 
refin'd  sugar. 

Sir  Jasp.  Why,  this  is  punch,  Doctor. 

Greg.  Punch,  Sir,  ay.  Sir And  what's  better  than 

punch  to  make  people  talk  ? — Never  tell  me  of  your 
juleps,  your  gruels,  your — your — this  and  that,  and 
t'other,  which  are  only  arts  to  keep  a  patient  in  hand  a 
long  time. 1  love  to  do  business  all  at  once. 

Sir  Jasp.  Doctor,  I  ask  pardon ;  you  shall  be  obey'd. 

[Gives  money. 

Greg.  I'll  return  in  the  evening,  and  see  what  effect 
it  has  had  on  her.  But  hold,  there's  another  young  lady 
here  that  I  must  apply  some  httle  remedies  to. 

Maid.  Who,  me  P  I  was  never  better  in  my  life,  I 
thank  you.  Sir. 

Greg.  So  much  the  worse,  Madam ;  so  much  the 
worse. — -'Tis  very  dangerous  to  be  very  well^For  when 
one  is  very  well,  one  has  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  take 
physic,  and  bleed  away. 
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Sir  Jasp.  Oh,  strange!  What,  bleed  when  one  has 
no  distemper  ? 

Greg.  It  may  be  strange,  perhaps,  but  'tis  very  whole- 
some. Besides,  Madam,  it  is  not  your  case,  at  present, 
to  be  very  well ;  at  least  yon  cannot  possibly  be  well 
above  three  days  longer ;  and  it  is  always  best  to  cure 
a  distemper  before  you  have  it — or,  as  we  say  in  Greek, 
Distemprum  bestum  est  curare  ante  habestum. — What  I 
shall  prescribe  you,  at  present,  is  to  take,  every  six  hours, 
one  of  these  boluses. 

Maid.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Why,  Doctor,  these  look  exactly 
like  lumps  of  loaf-sugar. 

Greg.  Take  one  of  these  boluses,  I  say,  every  six 
hours,  washing  it  down  with  six  spoonfuls  of  the  best 
Hollands  Geneva. 

Sir  Jasp.  Sure  you  are  in  jest.  Doctor  ! This  wench 

does  not  shew  any  symptoms  of  a  distemper. 

Greg.  Sir  Jasper,  let  me  tell  you,  it  were  not  amiss 
if  you  yourself  took  a  little  lenitive  physic :  I  shall 
prepare  something  for  you. 

Sir  Jasp.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  No,  no,  Doctor,  I  have  escap'd 
both  doctors  and  distempers  hitherto  ;  and  I  am  resolv'd 
the  distemper  shall  pay  me  the  first  visit. 

Greg.  Say  you  so,  Sir  ?  Why  then,  if  I  can  get  no 
more  patients  here,  I  must  even  seek  'em  elsewhere ; 
and  so  humbly  beggo  te  domine  domitii  veniam  goundi 
foraa. 

Sir  Jasp.  Well,  this  is  a  physician  of  vast  capacity, 
but  of  exceeding  odd  humoura. 

SCENE  X.     The  Street. 

LEANDEE,  SoluS. 

Ah,  Chariot !   thou  hast  no  reason  to  apprehend  my 

TOL.    11.  u 
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ignorance  of  what  thou  endurest,  since  I  can  so  easily 

gues8  thy  torment  by  my  own. Oh,  how  much  more 

justifiable  are  my  fears,  when  you  have  not  only  the 
command  of  a  parent,  but  the  temptation  of  fortune 
to  allure  you ! 

AIE  V. 

Oh  cursed  power  of  gold, 
For  which  all  honour's  sold, 

And  honesty's  no  more  ! 
For  thee  we  often  find 
The  great  in  leagues  combin'd 

To  trick  and  rob  the  poor. 
By  thee  the  fool  and  knave 
Transcend  the  wise  and  brave. 

So  absolute  they  reign  : 
Without  some  help  of  thine. 
The  greatest  beauties  shine. 

And  lovers  plead  In  vain. 

SCENE  XI. 

LEANDEE,    QBEGOBT. 

Greg.  Upon  my  word,  this  is  a  good  beginning ;  and 
since 

Lean,  I  have  waited    for   you.   Doctor,    a   long   time. 
I'm  come  to  beg  your  assistance, 

Greg.  Ah,  you  have  need  of  assistance,  indeed !    What 
a  pulse  is  here  !     What  do  you  out  o'  your  bed  ? 

[Feels  his  pulse. 

Lean.  Ha,  ha,  ha !    Doctor,   you're   mistaken !    I  am 
not  sick,  I  assure  you. 

Greg.  How,   Sir !   not    sick !    Do  you   think  I  don't 
know  when  a  man  is  sick  better  than  he  does  himself  ?j 
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Lean.  Well,  if  I  have  any  distemper,  it  is  the  love  of 
that  young  lady,  your  patient,  from  whom  you  just  now 
come ;  and  to  whom  if  you  can  convey  me,  I  swear, 
dear  Doctor,  I  shall  be  effectually  cur'd. 

Greg.  Do  you  take  me  for  a  pimp,  Sir?  a  physician 
for  a  pimp  ? 

Lean.  Dear  Sir,  make  no  noise. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  will  make  a  noise :  you're  an  impertinent 
fellow. 

Lean.  Softly,  good  Sir ! 

Greg.  I  shall  shew  you.  Sir,  that  I'm  not  such  a 
sort   of  person ;  and  that  you  are  an  insolent,  saucy — 

[Leander  gives  a  purse.'] I'm    not    speaking    to    you, 

Sir;    but   there    are    certain   impertinent  fellows   in  the 

world,   that    take    people    for   what   they  are   not 

which    always    puts    me,    Sir,    into    such    a    passion, 
that 

Lean.  I  ask  pardon,  Sir,  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken. 

Greg.  0,    dear   Sir,  no   offence  in  the  least. Pray, 

Sir,  how  am  I  to  serve  you  ? 

Lean.  This  distemper.  Sir,  which  you  are  sent  for  to 
cure,  is  feign'd.  The  physicians  have  reason'd  upon 
it,  according  to  custom,  and  have  deriv'd  it  from  the 
brain,  from  the  bowels,  from  the  liver,  lungs,  lights, 
and  every  part  of  the  body ;  but  the  true  cause  of  it 
is  love ;  and  is  an  invention  of  Chariot's,  to  deliver 
her  from  a  match  which  she  dislikes. 

Greg.  Hum ! Suppose  you  were  to  disguise  your- 
self as  an  apothecary  ? 

Lean.  I'm  not  very  well  known  to  her  father;  there- 
fore believe  1  may  pass  upon  him  securely. 

Greg.  Go  then,  disguise  yourself  immediately;  I'll 
wait  for  you  here. — ^Ha !  methinks  I  see  a  patient. 

[£!ieit  Leander. 
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GBEQOHY,  JAMES,  and  DAVY. 

Greg.  Gad,  matters  go  swimmingly.  I'll  ev'n  con- 
tinue a  physician  as  long  as  I  live. 

James.  [Speaking  to  Davy.]  Fear  not ;  if  he  relapse 
into  his  humours,  I'll  quickly  thrash  him  into  the  phy- 
sician again.     Doctor,  I  have  brought  you  a  patient. 

Davy.  My  poor  wife,  Doctor,  has  kept  her  bed  these 
six   months.     [Gregory   holds  out  his   hand.]      If    yoi 
worship  would  find  out  some  means  to  cure  her. 

Greg.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ? 

DavT/.  Why,  she  has  had  several  physicians  ;  one  aaj^ 
'tis  the  dropsy;  another  'tis  the  what-d'ye-call  it,  the 
tumpany ;  a  third  says  'tis  a  slow  fever ;  a  fourth  saya 
the  rhumatiz ;  a  fifth ' 

Greg.  What  are  the  symptoms  ? 

Davy.  Symptoms,  Sir ! 

Greg.    Ay,  ay,  what  does  she  complain  of? 

Davy.  Why,  she  is  always  craving,  and  craving  for 
drink ;  eats  nothing  at  all.  Then  her  legs  are  swell'd 
up  as  big  as  a  good  handsome  post,  and  as  cold  they  be 
as  a  stone. 

Greg.  Come,  to  the  purpose ;  speak  to  the  purpose, 
my  friend.  [Holding  out  his  hand. 

Davy.  The  purpose  is.  Sir,  that  I  am  come  to  ask  what 
your  worship  pleases  to  have  done  with  her. 

Greg.  Pshaw,  pshaw,  pshaw !  I  don't  understand  one 
word  what  you  mean. 

James.  His  wife  is  sick.  Doctor ;  and  he  has  brought 

you  a  guinea  for  your  advice.     Give  it  the  doctor,  friend. 

[Davy  gives  the  guinea. 


1       Greg.  Ay,  now  I  understand  you  ;  here's  a  gentleman       ^^| 

1    explains 

the  case.    You  say  your  wife  is  sick   of  the       ^^H 

1    dropsy? 

■ 

1        Davy 

Yes,  an't  please  your  worship.                                    ^^1 

f        areg. 

Well,  I  have  made  a  shift  to  comprehend  your       ^H 

meaning 

at  laat  ;  you  have    the   strangest   way   of  de-       ^^H 

scribing 

a  distemper !    You    say  your    wife     is   always        ^^H 

calling  for  drink  ;   let  her  have  as  much  as  she  desires !       ^^| 

she  can' 

drink  too  much  ;   and  d'ye  hear,  give  her  this       ^^| 

piece  of  cheese.                                                                           ^B 

i?aiy 

Cheese,  Sir !                                                                 ^H 

Greg. 

Ay,  cheese,  Sir.    The  cheese  of  which  this  is  a       ^^| 

part  has 

cur'd  more  people  of  dropsy  than  ever  had  it.            ^^H 

Davy. 

I  give  your  worship  a  thousand  thanks ;  I'll  go      ^^| 

make  her  take  it  immediately.                                    [Exit.       ^^| 

Greg. 

Go,  and  if  she  dies,  be  sure  to  bury  her  after       ^H 

the  best 

manner  you  can.                                                                ^H 

SCENE  xm.                             ^H 

OEEOORY,  DORCAS.                                                  ^H 

Dorc. 

I'm  like  to  pay  severely  for  my  frolic,  if  I  have 

lost  my 

dusband  by  it. 

Greg. 

Oh,  physic  and  matrimony  !  my  wife ! 

Dorc. 

For  tho'  the  rogue  used  me  a  little  roughly,  he 

was  as  good  a  workman  as  any  in  five  miles  of  his  head. 

k 

AIE  VI.     Thomas  I  cannot 

1 

A  fig  for  the  dainty  civil  spouse,                                 ^^J 

1 

Who's  bred  at  the  court,  or  France,                       ^^| 

1 

He  treats  his  wife  with  smiles  and  bows,                   ^^H 

L 

And  minds  not  the  good  main  chance.                  ^^H 
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Be  Gregory 

The  man  for  me. 
Though  given  to  many  a  maggot ; 

For  he  would  work 

Like  any  Turk ; 
None  like  him  e'er  handled  a  fagot,  a  fagot, 
None  like  him  e'er  handled  a  fagot, 

Greg.  What  evil  stars,  in  the  devil'8  name,  have  sent 
her  hither  ?  If  I  could  but  persuade  her  to  take  a  pill 
or  two  that  I'd  give  her,  I  should  be  a  physician  to 
some  purpose — Come  hider,  shild,  letta  me  feela  your 
pulse. 

Dorc.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  pulse  ? 

Greg.  I  am  de  French  physicion,  my  dear ;  and  I  am 
to  feela  de  pulse  of  the  pation. 

Dorc.  Yes,  but  I  am  no  pation,  Sir ;  nor  want  no 
physicion,  good  Doctor  Eagou. 

Greg.  Begar,  you  must  be  put  tato  bed,  and  taka  de 
peel ;  me  sal  give  you  de  litle  peel  dat  sal  cure  you,  as 
you  have  more  diatempre  den  evere  were  hered  off. 

Dorc.  What's  the  matter  with  the  fool?  If  you  feel 
my  pulse  any  more,  I  shall  feel  your  ears  for  you. 

Greg.  Begar,  you  must  taka  de  peel. 

Dorc.  Begar,  I  shall  not  taka  de  peel. 

Greg    I'll  take  this  opportunity  to  try  her.  [Aside. 

Maye  dear,  if  you  wUl  not  letta  me  cura  you,  you 

sal  cura  me ;  you  sal  be  my  physicion,  and  I  will  give 
you  de  fee.  [Holds  out  a  purse. 

Dorc.  Ay,  my  stomach  does  not  go  against  those  pills. 
And  what  must  I  do  for  your  fee  ? 

Greg.  Oh !  begar,  me  vill  shew  you ;  me  vill  teacha 
you  what  you  sal  doe.  You  must  come  kissa  me  now ; 
you  must  come  kissa  me. 

Dorc.  [Kisses  him]  As  I  live,  my  very  hang-dog !    Tve 
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discover'd  him  in  good  time,  or  he  had  discover'd  me. 
[^Aside.] Well,  Doctor,  and  are  you  cur'd  now? 

Greg.  I  shall  make  myself  a  cuckold  presently. 
y Aside] — Dis  is  not  a  propre  place :  dis  is  too  pubUc : 
for  Bud  any  one  pasa  bye  while  I  take  dis  physic,  it  vill 
preventa  de  opperation. 

Dorc.  What  physic,  Doctor  ? 

Greg.  In  your  ear  dat.  [  Whispers. 

Dorc.  And  in  your    ear  dat,    sirrah,     [Hitting   him  a 

boxl Do  you  dare   affront   my    virtue,   you   villain? 

Do  you  think  the  world  should  bribe  me  to  part  with  my 
virtue,  my  dear  virtue  ?    There,  take  your  purse  again. 

Greg.  But  where's  the  gold  ? 

Dorc.  The  gold  I'll  keep,  as  an  eternal  monument  of 
my  virtue. 

Greg.  Oh,  what  a  happy  dog  am  I,  to  find  my  wife  so 
virtuous  a  woman,  when  I  least  expected  it !  Oh,  my 
injured  dear  !  behold  your  Gregory,  your  own  husband. 

Dorc.  Ha! 

Greg.  Oh  me  I  I'm  so  full  of  joy,  I  cannot  tell  thee 
mpre,  than  that  I  am  as  much  the  happiest  of  men  as 
thou  art  the  most  virtuous  of  women. 

Diyrc.  And  art  thou  really  my  Gregory  ?  And  hast 
thou  any  more  of  these  purses  ? 

Greg.  No,  my  dear,  I  have  no  more  about  me;  but 
'tis  probable  in  a  few  days  I  may  have  a  hundred :  for 
the  strangest  accident  has  happened  to  me  I 

Dorc.  Yes,  my  dear  ;  but  I  can  tell  you  whom  you  are 
obUg'd  to  for  that  accident :  had  you  not  beaten  me  this 
morning,  I  had  never  had  you  beaten  into  a  physician. 

Greg.  Oh,  ho !  then  'tis  to  you  I  owe  all  that 
drubbing. 

Dorc.  Yes,  my  dear,  tho'  I  little  dreamt  of  the  con- 
sequence. 

Greg.  How  infinitely  I'm  oblig'd  to  thee  ! — But  hush ! 
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Hel.  Are  not  you  the  great  doctor  just  come  to  tliis 
town,  BO  famous  for  curing  dumbness  ?  ^H 

Greg.  Sir,  I  am  he.  ^H 

Hel.  Then,  Sir,  I  should  be  glad  of  your  advice.        HH 

Greg.  Let  me  feel  your  pulse. 

llel.  Not  for  myself,  good  Doctor :  I  am  myself.  Sir, 
a  brother  of  the  faculty;  what  the  world  calls  a  mad 
doctor.  I  have  at  present  under  my  care  a  patient 
whom  I  can  by  no  means  prevail  with  to  speak. 

€rreg.  I  shall  make  him  speak.  Sir. 

Uel.  It  will  add,  Sir,  to  the  great  reputation  you  have 
already  acquired  ;  and  I  am  happy  in  finding  you. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  am  as  happy  in  finding  you.  You  see 
that  woman  there ;  she  is  possessed  with  a  more  strange 
sort  of  madness,  and  imagines  every  man  she  sees  to  be 
her  husband.  Now,  Sir,  if  you  will  but  admit  her  into 
your  house , 

Hel.  Most  willingly,  Sir. 

Greg.  The  first  thing,  Sir,  you  are  to  do,  is  to  let  out 
thirty  ounces  of  her  blood  ;  then.  Sir,  you  are  to  shave  oft 
all  her  hair ;  all  her  hair.  Sir :  after  which  you  are  to 
make  a  very  severe  use  of  your  rod  twice  a  day ;  and 
take  particular  care  that  she  have  not  the  least  allow- 
ance beyond  bread  and  water. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  shall  readily  agree  to  the  dictates  of  so 
great  a  man  ;  nor  can  I  help  approving  of  your  method, 
which  is  exceeding  mild  and  wholesome. 

Greg.  [To  his  wife.]  My  dear,  that  gentleman  will 
conduct  you  to  my  lodging. — Sir,  I  beg  you  will  take 
a  particular  care  of  the  lady. 

Hel.  You  may  depend  on't,  Sir  ;  nothing  in  roy  power 


THE  DUMB  LADi   CUR'D. 


297 


shall  be  wanting:  you  have  only  to  inquire  for  Dr. 
Hellebore. 

Dorc.  Twon't  be  long  before  I  see  you,  husband? 

Hel.  Husband!  This  ia  as  unaccountable  a  madness  as 
any  I  have  yet  met  with.  [Rat  with  Dorcas. 

SCENE  XV. 

OBBOORY,   LEAh'DER. 

Greg.  I  think  I  shall  be  reveng'd  of  you  now,  my 
dear.— So,  Sir. 

Lean.  I  think  I  make  a  pretty  good  apothecary  now. 

Greg.  Yes,  faith,  you're  almost  as  good  an  apothecary 
as  I'm  a  physician ;  and  if  you  please  I'll  convey  you  to 
the  patient. 

Lean.  If  I  did  but  know  a  few  physical  hard  words. 

Greg.  A  few  physical  hard  words !  wliy,  in  a  few 
physical  hard  words  consists  the  science.  Would  you 
know  as  much  as  the  whole  faculty  in  an  instant.  Sir  ? 
Come  along,  come  along. — Hold,  let  me  go  first ;  the 
doctor  must  always  go  before  the  apothecary.        [Exeunt. 


SCENE  XVI. 
8CENB,  siE  jaspeb's  Hottse. 

SIR   JASPER,    CHAELOT,    MAID,    QEEQOHT,    LEANDER. 

Sir  Jasp.  Has  she  made  no  attempt  to  speak  yet  ? 

Maid.  Not  in  the  least,  Sir ;  so  far  from  it,  that  as  she 
used  to  make  a  sort  of  noise  before,  she  is  now  quite 
silent. 

Sir  Jasp,  [Looking  on  his  teatch.']  Tis  almost  the 
time  the  doctor  promis'd  to  return. — Oh !  he  is  here. 
Doctor,  your  servant. 

Greg.  Well,  Sir,  how  does  my  patient  P 
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Sir  Jasp.  Kather  worse,  Sir,  since  your  prescription. 

Greg.  So  much  the  better  ;  'tis  a  sign  that  it  operates. 

Sir  Jasp,  Who  is  that  gentleman,  pray,  with  you  ? 

Greg.  An  apothecary,  Sir.  Mr.  Apothecary,  I  desire 
you  would  immediately  apply  that  song  I  prescrib'd. 

Sir  Jasp.  A  song.  Doctor  ?  prescribe  a  song  ! 

Greg.  Prescribe  a  song,  Sir!  Yes,  Sir,  prescribe  a 
song.  Sir.  Is  there  any  thing  so  strange  in  that  ?  Did 
you  uever  hear  of  PiUs  to  purge  Melancholy  ?  If  you 
understand  these  things  better  than  I,  why  did  you  send 
for  me  ?  Sbud,  Sir,  this  song  would  make  a  stone  speak. 
—But,  if  you  please.  Sir,  you  and  I  will  confer  at  some 
distance  during  the  application ;  for  this  song  will  do  you 
as  much  harm  as  it  will  do  your  daughter  good.  Be  sure, 
Mr.  Apothecary,  to  pour  't  down  her  ears  very  closely. 

AiE  vn. 

Lean.    Thus,  lovely  patient  Chariot  sees 

Her  dying  patient  kneel : 
Soon  cur'd  will  be  your  feign'd  disease, 
But  what  physician  e'er  can  ease 

The  torments  which  I  feel  ? 
Think,  skilful  nymph,  while  I  complain. 

Ah,  think  what  I  endure : 
All  other  remedies  are  vain  ; 
The  lovely  cause  of  all  my  pain 

Can  only  cause  my  cure, 

Greg.  It  is,  Sir,  a  great  and  subtle  question  among  the 
doctors.  Whether  women  are  more  easy  to  be  cur'd  than 
men.  I  beg  you  would  attend  to  this,  Sir,  if  you  please. 
— Some  say.  No ;  others  say.  Yes ;  and  for  my  part,  I 
say  both  Yes  and  No ;  forasmuch  as  the  incongruity  of 
the  opaque  humours  that  meet  in  the  natural  temper 
of  women,  are  the  cause  that  the  brutal  part  will  always 
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prevail  over  the  sensible. — One  Bees  that  the  inequality 
of  their  opinions  depends  on  the  black  movement  of  the 
circle  of  the  moon,  and  as  the  sun  that  darts  his  rays 
upon  the  concavity  of  the  earth,  finds 

Chart.  No,  I  am  not  at  all  capable  of  changing  my 
opinion. 

Sir  Jasp.  My  daughter  speaks !  my  daughter  speala  ! 
Oh,  the  great  power  of  physic  !  Oh,  the  admirable  phy- 
sician !     How  can  I  reward  thee  for  such  a  service  P 

Greg.  This  distemper  has  given  me  a  most  insufferable 

deal  of  trouble.  [Traversing  the  stage  in  a  great 

heat,  the  Apothecary  foUoicing. 

Charl.  Yes,   Sir,    I   have    recover'd  my  speech;  but  I 

have  recover'd  it  to  tell  you,  that  I  never  will  have  any 

husband  but  Leander.        [Speaks  with  great  eagerness,  and 

drives  Sir  Jasper  round  the  stage. 

Sir  Jasp.  But 

Charl.  Nothing  is  capable  to  shake  the  resolution  I 
have  taken. 

Sir  Jasp.  What! 

Charl.  Your  rhetoric  is  in  vain,  all  your  discourses 
signify  nothing. 

Sir  Jasp.  I 

Charl.  I  am  determin'd  and  all  the  fathers  in  the 
world  shall  never  oblige  me  to  marry  contrary  to  my 
inclinatioQS. 

Sir  Jasp.  I  have 

Charl.  I  never  will  submit  to  this  tyranny;  and  if  I 
must  not  have  the  man  I  Uke,  I'll  die  a  maid. 

Sir  Jasp.  You  shall  have  Mr.  Dapper 

Charl.  No,  not  in  any  manner,  not  in  the  least,  not  at 
all ;  you  throw  away  your  breath,  you  lose  your  time ; 
you  may  confiue  me,  beat  me,  bruise  me,  destroy  me,  kill 
me,  do  what  you  will,  use  me  as  you  will,  but  I  never 
will  consent ;  nor  all    your  threats,  nor  all  your  blows, 
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nor  all  your  ill-usage,  never  shall  force  me  to  consent ; 
80  far  from  giving  him  my  heart,  I  never  will  give  him 
my  hand ;  for  he  is  my  aversion,  I  hate  the  very  sight 
of  him  ;  I  had  rather  see  the  devil,  I  had  rather  touch  a 
toad :  you  may  make  me  miserable  any  other  way,  but 
with  him  you  shan't,  that  I'm  resolv'd. 

Greg.  There,  Sir,  there  I  think  we  have  brought  her 
tongue  to  a  pretty  tolerable  consistency. 

Sir  Jasp.  Consistency,  quotha !  why,  there  is  no  stop- 
ping her  tongue. Dear  Doctor,  I   desire  you    would 

make  her  dumb  again. 

Greg.  That's  impossible.  Sir;  all  that  I  can  do  to 
serve  you  is,  I  can  make  you  deaf,  if  you  please. 

Sir  Jasp.  And  do  you  think 

Chad.  All  your  reasoning  shall  never  conquer  my 
resolution. 

Sir  Jasp.  You  shall  marry  Mr.  Dapper  tliis  evening.     H 

Cliarl.  m  be  buried  first.  ■ 

Greg.  Stay,  Sir,  stay,  let  me  regulate  this  affair ;  it' 
is  a  distemper  that  possesses  her,  and  I  know  what 
remedy  to  apply  to  it. 

Sir  Jasp.  It  is  impossible,  Sir,  that  you  can  cure  the 
distempers  of  the  mind. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  can  cure  any  thing.  Harkye,  Mr.  Apo- 
thecary, you  see  that  the  love  she  has  for  Leander  is 
entirely  contrary  to  the  will  of  her  father,  and  that  there 
is  no  time  to  lose,  and  that  an  immediate  remedy  is 
necessary :  for  my  part,  I  know  but  of  one,  which  is  a 
dose  of  Purgative  Eunning-awaj',  mixt  with  two  drachms 
of  pills  Matrimoniac,  and  three  large  handfuls  of  Arbor 
Vitte :  perhaps  she  will  make  some  difficulty  to  take 
them ;  but  as  you  are  an  able  apothecary,  I  shall  trust 
you  for  the  success  :  go,  make  her  walk  in  the  garden  : 
be  sure  you  lose  no  time ;  to  the  remedy,  quick,  to  the 
remedy  specific. 
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SCENE  xvn. 


SIB  JASPEE,   GEEGoay. 

Sir  Jasp.  What   drugs,  Sir,  were  tho8e  I  heard  you  1 
mention,  for  I  don't  remember  I  ever  heard  them  spoke 
of  before  ? 

Greg.  They  are  some,  Sir,  lately  discover'd  by  the 
Royal  Society. 

Sir  Jasp.  Did  you  ever  see  any  thing  equal  to  her  1 
insolence  ? 

Greg.  Daughters  are  indeed  sometimes  a  little  too  j 
headstrong. 

Sir  Jasp.  You  cannot  imagine,  Sir,  how  foolishly  fond  I 
she  is  of  that  Leander. 

Greg.  The  heat  of  blood,  Sir,  causes  that  in  young! 
minds. 

Sir  Jasp.  For  my  part,  the  moment  I  discover'd  ] 
the  violence  of  her  passion,  I  have  always  kept  her  I 
lock'd  up. 

Greg.  You  have  done  very  wisely. 

Sir  Jasp.  And  I  have  prevented  them  from  having 
the  least  communication  together,  for  who  knows  what 
might  have  been  the  consequence  ?  Who  knows  but  she 
might  have  taken  it  into  her  head  to  have  run  away 
with  him. 

Greg.  Very  true. 

Sir  Jasp.  Ay,  Sir,  let  me  alone  for  governing  girls ; 
I  think  I  have  some  reason  to  be  vain  on  that  head; 
I  think  I  have  shewn  the  world  that  I  understand  a  little 
of  women,  I  think  I  have ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  Sir, 
there  is  not  a  little  art  requir'd;  if  this  girl  had  had 
some  fathers,  they  had  not  kept  her  out  of  the  hands  of 
so  vigilant  a  lover  as  I  have  done. 

Greg.  No  certainly.  Sir. 
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SCENE  xvin. 

SIR   JASPEK,    DORCAS,    QEEGORT. 

Dorc.  Where  is  this  villain,  this  rogue,  this  pretended 
physician  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  Heyday !  what,  what,  what's  the  matter 
now? 

Dorc.  Oh,  sirrah  1  sirrah  I would  you  have  de- 
stroyed your  wife,  you  villain  ?  Would  you  have  been 
guilty  of  murder,  dog  ? 

Greg.  Hoity,  toity  I What  mad  woman  is  this  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  Poor  wretch  1  for  pity's  sake  cure  her, 
Doctor. 

Greg.  Sir,  I  shall  not  cure  her,  unless  somebody 
gives  me  a  fee.  K  you  will  give  me  a  fee.  Sir  Jasper, 
you  shall  see  me  cure  her  this  instant. 

Dorc.  I'll  fee  you,  you  villain. Cure  me  I 

Am  vm. 

If  you  hope  by  your  skill 

To  give  Dorcas  a  pill, 
You  are  not  a  deep  politician  ; 

Could  wives  but  be  brought 

To  swallow  the  draught. 
Each  husband  would  be  a  physician. 

SCENE  XIX. 

SIB  JASPER,   QBBOOBT,   DORCAS,  JAMES. 

James.  Oh,  Sir !  undone,  undone  I  Your  daughter  is 
run  away  with  her  lover  Leander,  who  was  here  dis- 
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guis'd  like  an  apothecary and  this    is   the    rogue  of 

a  physician  who  has  contriv'd  all  the  affair. 

Sir  Jasp.  How !  am  I  abus'd  in  this  manner  ?  Here, 
who  is  there  ?  Bid  my  clerk  bring  pen,  ink,  and  paper  1 
I'll  send  this  fellow  to  jail  immediately. 

James.  Indeed,  my  good  Doctor,  yon  stand  a  very  fair 
chance  to  be  hang'd  for  stealing  an  heiress. 

Greg.  Yea,  indeed,  I  believe  I  shall  take  my  degrees 
now. 

Dorc.  And  are  they  going  to  hang  you,  my  dear 
husband  P 

Greg.  You  see,  my  dear  wife. 

Dorc.  Had  you  finish'd  the  fagots,  it  had  been  some 
consolation. 

Greg.  Leave  me,  or  you'U  break  my  heart. 

Dorc.  No,  I'll  stay  to  encourage  you  at  your  death 

nor    will    I    budge    an    inch    'till    I've    seen    you 

hang'd. 

SCENE   SX. 
To  them  LEANDER  and  chablot. 


Lean.  Behold,  Sir,  that  Leander,  whom  you  had  forbid 
your  house,  restores  your  daughter  to  your  power,  even 
when  he  had  her    in  his.     I  will  receive  her,  Sir,  oidy 

at    your   hands. 1  have    receiv'd  letters,  by  which  I 

have  learnt  the  death  of  an  uncle,  whose  estate  far 
exceeds  that  of  your  intended  son-in-law. 

Sir  Jasp.  Sir,  your  virtue  is  beyond  all  estates,  and 
I  give  yon  my  daughter  with  all  the  pleasure  in  the 
world. 

Lean.  Now  my  fortune  makes  me  happy  indeed,  my 
dear  Chariot. — And,  Doctor,  Fll  make  thy  fortune  too. 
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Greg.  If  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  make  me  a  physi- 
cian in  earnest,  I  should  desire  no  other  fortune. 

Lean.  Faith,  Doctor,  I  wish  I  could  do  that  in  return 
for  your  having  made  me  an  apothecary ;  but  I'll  do  as 
well  for  thee,  I  warrant. 

Dorc.  So,  so,  our  physician,  I  find,  has  brought  about 
fine  matters.  And  is  it  not  owing  to  me,  sirrah,  that 
you  have  been  a  physician  at  all  ? 

Sir  Jasp.  May  I  beg  to  know  whether  you  are  a 
physician  or  not — or  what  the  devil  you  are  ? 

Greg.  I  think,  Sir,  after  the  miraculous  cure  you  have 
seen  me  perform,  you  have  no  reason  to  ask,  whether  I 
am  a  physician  or  no. — And  for  you,  wife,  I'll  hence- 
forth have  you  behave  with  all  deference  to  my  great- 
ness. 

Dorc.  Why,  thou  puS"d-up  fool,  I  could  have  made 
as  good  a  physician  myself ;  the  cure  was  owing  to  the 
apothecar)',  not  the  doctor. 
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AIR  IK.     We've  cheated  the  ParsoUy  ^'c. 
When  tender  young  virgins  look  pale  and  complain. 
You  may  send  for  a  dozen  great  doctors  in  vain ; 
All  give  their  opinion,  and  pocket  their  fees ; 
Each  writes  her  a  cure,  though  all  miss  her  disease 

Powders,  drops, 

Juleps,  slops, 
A  cargo  of  poison  from  physical  shops. 

Though  they  physic  to  death  the  unhappy  poor  maid, 
What's  that  to  the  doctor — since  he  must  be  paid  ? 
Would  you  know  how  you  may  manage  her  right  ? 
Our  doctor  has  brought  you  a  nostrum  to-night : 

Never  vary. 

Nor  miscarry, 
If  the  lover  be  but  the  apothecary. 
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5.  0  cursed  power  of  gold,  290 

6.  A  fig  for  the  dainty  civil  spouse,  293 

7.  Thus,  lovely  patient  Chariot  sees,  298 

8.  If  you  hope  by  your  skill,  302 

9.  When  tender  young    virgins   look    pale  and 

complain,  304 


VOL.   II. 


Well,  ladies,  pray  how  goes  our  doctor  down  ? 
Shall  he  not  ev'ii  be  sent  for  up  to  town  ? 
'Tis  such  a  pleasant  and  audacious  rogue, 
He'd  have  a  humming  chance  to  be  in  vogue. 
What,  though  no  Greek  Or  Latin  he  command      ] 
Since  he  can  talk  what  none  can  understand  ?        [ 
Ah  1  there  are  many  such  physicians  in  the  land.] 
And  what,  though  he  has  taken  no  degrees  ? 

No  doctor  here  can  better  take his  fees. 

Let  none  his  real  ignorance  despise, 

Since  he  can  feel  a  pulse,  and — look  extremely  wise. 

Though,  hke  some  quack,  he  shine  out  in  newspapen 

He  is  a  rare  physician  for  the  vapours. 

Ah  !  ladies,  in  that  case,  he  has  more  knowledge 

Than  aU  the  ancient  fellows  of  the  college. 

Besides,  a  double  calling  he  pursues. 

He  writes  you  bills,  and  brings  you billets-doux. 

Doctors,  with  some,  are  in  small  estimation, 
But  Pimps,  all  own,  are  useful  to  the  nation. 
Physic  now  slackens,  and  now  hastens  death ; 
Pimping's  the  surest  way  of  giving  breath. 
How  many  maids,  who  pine  away  their  hours, 
And  droop  in  beauteous  spring,  hke  blasted  flowers. 
Had  still  surviv'd,  had  they  our  Doctor  known ;        ] 
Widows,  who  grieve  to  death,  for  husbands  gone  ;    I 
And  wives,  who  die,  for  husbands  living  on  ;  J 

Would  they  our  mighty  Doctor's  art  essay, 

I'd  warrant  he would  put  'era  in  a  way. 

Doctors,  beware,  should  once  this  quack  take  root, 
I'gad  he'd  force  you  all  to  walk  on  foot ! 
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— qaaa  amanti  paroet,  eadem  sibi  paroet  pamm. 

Quasi  plsois,  itidem  est  amator  lenie ;  neqnam  est  nisi  reoens. 

Is  habet  snooom ;  is  snaTitatem ;  earn  qaovis  paoto  oondias ; 

Vel  patinariam  vel  assum ;  verses,  quo  paoto  Inbet. 

Is  dare  volt,  is  se  aliqoid  posoi,  nam  abi  de  pleno  promitor, 

Neqae  ille  soit,  quid  det,  quid  damni  faoiat ;  iUe  rei  stadet : 

Volt  plaoere  sese  amiosB,  volt  mihi,  pedisseqaaa, 

Volt  famolis,  volt  etiam  anoillls ;  &  qaoqae  catulo  meo 

Sabblanditor  novus  amator,  se  at  qaam  yideat,  gandeat. 

Plautus,  Asinar. 


PROLEGOMENA. 


It  hath  been  customary  with  autliors  of  extraordinary 
merit  to  prefix  to  their  works  certain  commendatory 
epistles  in  verse  and  prose,  written  by  a  friend,  or  left 
witli  the  printer  by  an  unknown  hand;  which  are  of 
notable  use  to  an  injudicious  reader,  and  often  lead  him 
to  the  discovery  of  beauties  which  might  otherwise  have 
escaped  his  eye.  They  stand  hke  champions  at  the  head 
of  a  volume,  and  bid  defiance  to  an  anny  of  Critics. 

As  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  any  such  pane- 
gyrics on  the  following  scenes  from  my  friends,  nor  had 
leisure  to  write  them  myself,  I  have,  in  an  unprecedented 
manner,  collected  such  criticisms  as  I  could  meet  with  on 
this  tragedy,  and  have  placed  them  before  it ;  but  I  must 
at  the  same  time  assure  the  reader  that  he  may  shortly 
expect  an  answer  to  them. 

The  first  of  tliese  pieces,  by  its  date,  appears  to  be  the 
production  of  some  fine  gentleman,  who  plays  the  Critic 
for  his  diversion,  though  he  has  not  spoiled  liis  eyes  with 
too  much  reading.  The  latter  will  be  easily  discovered 
to  come  from  the  hands  of  one  of  that  club  which  hath 
determin'd  to  instruct  the  world  in  arts  and  sciences, 
without  understanding  any  ;  who 

Witli  less  learning  than  makea  felons  'scape, 
Less  human  genius  than  God  gives  an  ape 
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Of  natare,  and  their  stars,  to  write. 
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'  DBAE  JACK, 

'  Since  you  have  left  the  tovm,  and  no  rational  creature 
'  except  myself  in  it,  I  have  applied  myself  pretty  much 
'  to  my  books :  I  have,  besides  the  CRAiiTBJtAN  and  Ghub- 
'  STREET  Journals,  read  a  good  deal  in  Mr.  Pope's  Eapk 
'  OP  THE  Lock,  and  several  pages  in  the  Histoby  of  the 
'  King  of  Swedes,  which  is  translated  into  English ;  but 
'  fancy  I  should  understand  more  of  it  if  I  had  a  better 
'  map ;  for  I  have  not  been  able  to  find  out  Livonia  in 
'  mine. 

'  I  believe  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear  I  have  not 
'  been  twice  at  the  playhouse  since  your  departure. 
'  But  alas  1  what  entertainment  can  a  man  of  sense  find 
'  there  now  ?  The  Modern  Husband,  which  we  hisa'd 
'  the  first  night,  had  such  success,  that  I  began  to  think 
'  it  a  good  play,  till   the  Grub-street  Journal  assur'd 

*  me  it  was  not.  The  Earl  of  Essex,  which  you  know 
'  is  my  favourite  of  all  Shakespeare's  plays,  was  acted 
'  the  other  night ;  but  I  was  kept  from  it  by  a  damn'd 
'  farce,  which  I  abominate  and  detest  so  much  that  I 
'  have  never  either  seen  it  or  read  it. 

'  Last  Monday  came  out  a  new  Tragedy,  called  The 
'  CovENT  Garden  Tragedy,  which,  I  beheve,  I  may 
'  affirm  to  be  the  worst  that  ever  was  written.  I  will 
'  not  shock  your  good  judgment  by  any  quotations  out  of 

*  it.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  know  not  what  to  make  of 
'  it :  one  would  have  guess 'd,  from  the  audience,  it  had 
'  been  a  Comedy ;  for  I  saw  more  people  laugh  than  cry 

*  at  it.  It  adds  a  very  strong  confirmation  to  your 
'  opinion,  That  it  is  impossible  any  thing  worth  read- 
'  ing  should  be  written  in  this  age. 


'  I  am,  &c. 

'  B(.  James's  Coffee  House.' 
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A      CaiTICISM      ON     THE      COVENT-GABDEN      TRAGEDY,      origi- 
nally intended  for  The  Grub-steeet  Joubnal. 

I  have  been  long  sensible  that  the  days  of  Poetry  are  _ 
no  more,  and  that  there  is  but  one  of  the  moderns  (who  ' 
shall  be  nameless)  that  can  write  either  sense,  or  English^- 
or  grammar.  For  this  reason  I  have  passed  by  unre-' 
marked,  generally  unread,  the  little,  quaint,  short-Uved 
productions  of  my  contemporaries :  for  it  is  a  raaxira ; 
with  my  bookseller,  that  no  criticism  on  any  work  can 
sell,  when  the  work  itself  does  not. 

But  when  I  observe  an  author  growing  into  any  repu- 
tation ;  when  I  see  the  same  play,  which  I  had  liberally 
hiss'd  the  first  night,  advertised  for  a  considerable  num-  \ 
her  of  nights  together,  I  then  begin  to  look  about  me, 
and  to  think  it  worth  criticizing  on.  A  play,  that  runs 
twelve  nights,  will  support  a  temperate  Critic  as  many 
days. 

The  success  of  The  Te,\oedv  of  Tragedies,  and  The 
Modern   Husband   did  not  only  determine  me  to  draw 
my  pen  against  those  two  performances,  but  hath  like- 
wise engaged  my  criticism  on  everything  which  comes  . 
from  the  hand  of  that  author,  of  whatever  nature  it  be, 
Seu  GriEOuni  sive  Lfttinnia. 

The  Covest-qarden  Tr.\gedy  bears  so  great  an 
analogy  to  the  Tragedy  of  Tom  Thumb,  that  it  needs 
not  the  author's  name  to  assure  us  from  what  quarter  it 
had  its  original.  I  shall  beg  leave,  therefore,  to  examine 
this  piece  a  little,  even  before  I  am  assur'd  what  success 
it  will  meet  with.  Perhaps  what  I  shall  herein  say  may 
prevent  its  meeting  with  any. 

I  shall  not  here  trouble  the  reader  with  a  laborious 
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definition  of  Tragedy  drawn  from  Ariatuttle  or  Horase ; 
for  which  I  refer  him  to  those  authors.  I  shall  content 
myself  with  the  following  plain  proposition ;  *  That  a 
'  Tragedy  is  a  thing  of  five  acts,  written  dialoguewise, 

*  consisting  of  several  fine  similes,  metaphors,  and  moral 
'  phrases,  with  here  and  there    a  speech   upon    liberty. 

*  That  it  must  contain  an  action,  characters,  sentiments, 
'  diction,  and  a  moral."    Whatever  falls  short  of  any  i 
these,  is  by  no  means  worthy  the  name  of  a  Tragedy, 

Qace  genas  aut  flexiun  Tariajit,  qaiecimque  novato 
Bitii  deficiimt  superantve,  heteroclita  siinto. 

I  shall  proceed  to  examine  the  piece  before  us  on  tl 
rules,  nor  do  I  doubt  to  prove  it  deficient  in  them  all. 

Qaie  eequitur  manca  eat  numeio  casuque  propago. 

As  for  an  action,  I  have  read  it  over  twice,  and  do 
solemnly  aver,  I  can  find  none,  at  least  none  worthy  to 
be  called  an  action.  The  author,  indeed,  in  one  place, 
seems  to  promise  something  hke  an  action,  where  Storm- 
andra,  who  is  enraged  with  Lovegirlo,  sends  Bilkum  to 
destroy  him,  and  at  the  same  time  threatens  to  destroy 
herself !     But  alas  !  what  comes  of  all  this  preparation  ? 

Why,  parturiunt  montes — the  audience  is  deceived, 

according  to  custom,  and  the  two  murdered  people  appear 
in  good  health.  For  all  which  great  revolution  of 
fortune  we  have  no  other  reason  given,  but  that  the  one 
has  been  run  through  the  coat,  and  the  other  has  hung 
up  her  gown  instead  of  herself — -Ridiculum  ! 

The  characters,  I  think,  are  such  as  I  have  not  yet 
met  with  in  Tragedy.  First,  for  the  character  of  Mother 
Punchbowl ;  and,  by  the  way,  I  camiot  conceive  why 
she  is  called  Mother.  Is  she  tlie  mother  of  any  body  in 
the  play?  No.  Prom  one  hue  one  might  guess  she 
was  a  bawd.     Leathersides  desires  lier  to  procure  two 
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whores,  &c.,  but  then  is  she  not  continually  talking  of 
virtue  ?    How  can  she  be  a  bawd  P    In  the  third  scene  of 
the  second  act  she  appears  to  be  Stormandra's  mother. 
PuMCHB.  Daughter,  you  use  the  C&ptain  too  unkind. 

But,  if  I  mistake  not,  in  the  scene  immediately  pre- 
ceding, Bilkum  and  she  have  mother'd  and  aon'd  it 
several  times.  Sure  she  cannot  be  mother  to  them 
both,  when  she  would  put  them  to  bed  together?  Per- 
haps she  is  mother-in-law  to  one  of  them,  as  being 
married  to  her  own  child.  But  of  this  the  poet  should, 
I  think,  have  given  us  some  better  assurance  than  barely 
intimating  that  they  were  going  to  bed  together ;  which 
people  in  this  our  island  have  been  sometimes  known 
to  do  without  going  to  church  together. 

What  is  intended  by  the  character  of  Gallono  is 
difficult  to  imagine.  Either  he  is  taken  from  life,  or 
he  is  not.  Methinks,  I  could  wish  he  had  been  left 
out  of  the  dance,*  nothing  being  more  unnatural  than 
to  conceive  so  great  a  sot  to  be  a  lover  of  dancing ; 
nay,  so  great  a  lover  of  dancing,  as  to  take  that  woman 
for  a  partner  whom  he  has  just  before  been  abusing. 
As  for  the  characters  of  Lovegirlo  and  Xissiuda,  they 
are  poor  imitations  of  the  character  of  Pyrrhus  and 
Andromache  in  The  Distbest  Mother,  as  Bilkum  and 
Stormandra  are  of  Orestes  and  Hermione. 
Sed  qui  morer  istia. 

As  for  Mr.  Leathersides,  he  is  indeed  an  original ;  and 
such  a  one,  as  I  hope  will  never  have  a  copy.  We  are 
told  (to  set  him  off)  that  he  has  learned  to  read,  has 
read    playbills,    and    writ    The    Ghub-street    Jouhnal. 

*  The  Gritia  is  out  in  thia  particular ;  it  being  notorioua  Gallono  is  not 
in  the  dance ;  but  to  ahew  bow  careful  the  Author  was  to  maintain  bis 
oharaoter  tbroagbont,  the  said  Gallono,  during  the  wbole  dance,  is  em- 
ployed with  bia  bottle  and  pipe. 
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But  how  reading  playbills,  and  writing  Glrub-street 
papers,  can  qualify  him  to  be  a  judge  of  plays,  I  confess 
I  cannot  tell. 

The  only  character  I  can  find  entirely  faultless  is  the 
Chairman :  for  first  we  are  assured, 

He  asks  but  for  bis  fore, 
when  the  Captain  answers  him, 

Thy  £are  be  d&mn'd. 
He  replies  in  the  gentlest  manner  imaginable. 

This  is  not  acting  like  a  gentleman. 

The  Captain,  upon  this,  threatens  to  knock  his  brains 
out.  He  then  answers,  in  a  most  intrepid  and  justifiable 
manner ; 

Oh !  that  with  me,  &o. 

I  cannot  help  wishing  this  may  teach  all  gentlemen  to 
pay  their  chairmen. 

Proceed  we  now  to  the  sentiments.  And  here,  to 
shew  how  inclined  I  am  to  admire  rather  than  to  dis- 
like, I  shall  allow  the  beautiful  manner  wherein  this 
play  sets  out.  The  first  five  lines  are  a  mighty  pretty 
satire  on  our  age,  our  country,  statesmen,  lawyers,  and 
physicians.  What  did  I  not  expect  from  such  a  be- 
ginning ?  But  alas  I  what  follows  ?  No  fine  moral 
sentences,  not  a  word  of  liberty  and  property,  no 
insinuations  that  courtiers  are  fools,  and  statesmen 
rogues.  You  have  indeed  a  few  similes ;  but  they  are 
very  thin  sown. 

Apparent  ran  nantes  in  g^rgite  vaeto. 

The  sentiments  fall  very  short  of  politeness  every- 
where :    but   those  in  the   mouth    of    Captain    Bilkum 
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breathe  the  true  spirit  of  BiUingsgate.  The  courtship 
that  passes  between  him  and  Stormandra  in  the  second 
act  is  so  extremely  delicate,  sure  the  author  must  have 
served  an  apprenticeship  there  before  he  could  have 
produced  it.  How  unlike  this  was  the  beautiful  manner 
of  making  love  in  use  among  the  ancients,  that  charming 
simplicity  of  manners  which  shines  so  apparently  in  all 
the  *  Tragedies  of  Plautus,  where, 

petit  et  preoe  blandua  amicam. 

But  alas!  how  should  an  illiterate  modern  imitate 
authors  he  has  never  read  ? 

To  say  nothing  of  the  meanness  of  the  diction,  which 
is  in  some  degrees  lower  than  I  have  seen  in  any  modern 
Tragedy,  we  very  often  meet  with  contradictions  in  the 
same  hne.  The  substantive  is  so  far  from  shewing  the 
.fication  of  its  adjective  as  the  latter  requires, 


'  An  adjective  requires  some  word  to  be  joined  to  it  to  shew  its  signifi- 
cation.' Vid.  Accidence. 

that  it  very  often  takes  away  its  meaning,  as  particularly 
*  virtuous  whore.'  Did  it  ever  enter  into  any  head  before 
to  bring  these  two  words  together  ?  Indeed,  my  friend,  I 
could  as  soon  unite  the  idea  of  your  sweet  self  and  a  good 
poet. 

Forth  from  your  empty  hecid  I'll  knock  your  brains. 
Had  you  had  any  brains  in  your  own  head,  you  never  had 
writ  this  line. 

Yet  do  not  shock  it  with  a  thought  so  base. 
Ten  low  words  creep  here  in  a  line,  indeed. 

Monosyllabla  nomina  qutedam, 

Sal,  sol,  ren  et  splen,  car,  ser,  vir,  vas. 

Virgal  rod,  grief  stung  soul,  &o. 

I  suppose  these  are  lost,  there  remaining  now  no  more  than  hia 
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I  would  recommeiitl  to  this  author  (if  he  can  read)  that 
wholesome   little    treatise,    called   Gulielmi   Lilii    Monita 
Pffidagcgiea,  where  he  will  find  this  instruction 
Veluti  flCOpuloB  barbara  verba  fugo. 


Much  may  be  said  on  both  sides  of  this  question. 
Let  me  consider  what  the  question  is. 


Mighty  pretty,  faith  !  resolving  a  question  first,  and  tl 
asking  it. 


tOT^^ 


-  tboa  bast  a  tongne 
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Might  oharm  a  bailiff  to  forego  his  hold. 

Very  likely,  indeed  1    I  fancy,  Sir,  if  ever  you  were  in 
the  hands  of  a  baiUfl",  you  have  not  escap'd  so  easily. 
Hanover-square  shall  come  to  Drury-lane. 

"Wonderful ! 

Thou  shalt  vrear  farms  aud  houses  in  each  ear. 

Oh !  Bavius !  Oh !  conundrum  1  ia  this  true  ?  Sure 
the  poet  exaggerates  !  Wliat !  a  woman  wear  farms  and 
houses  in  her  ear,  nay,  in  each  ear,  to  make  it  still  the 
more  incredible  !  I  suppose  these  are  poetical  farms  and 
liouses,  which  any  woman  may  carry  about  her  without 
being  the  heavier.  But  I  pass  by  this,  and  many  other 
beauties  of  the  like  nature,  quie  lectio  juxta  docebit,  to 
come  to  a  little  word  which  is  worth  the  whole  work. 
Nor  modesty,  nor  pride,  nor  fear,  nor  BEP. 

Quid  sibi  vult  istud  KEP  ? 1  have  looked  over 

my  dictionaries,  but  in  vain. 

Nnsquam  reperitur  in  usu. 

I  find,  indeed,  such  a  word  in  some  of  the  Latin  authors : 
but,  as  it  is  not  in  the  dictionary,  I  suppose  it  to  be  obso- 
lete.    Perhaps  it  is  a  proper  name ;  if  so,  it  should  have 
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been  in  Italics.  I  am  a  little  inclined  to  this  opinion,  as 
we  find  several  very  odd  names  in  this  piece,  such  as 
Hackabouta,  &c. 

I  am  weary  of  raking  in  this  dirt,  and  shall  therefore 
pass  on  to  the  moral,  which  the  poet  very  ingenuously 
tell  us  is,  he  knows  not  what ;  nor  any  one  else,  I  dare 
swear.  I  shall  however  allow  him  this  merit,  that, 
except  in  the  five  lines  above  mentioned,  I  scarce  know 
any  performance  more  of  a  piece.  Either  the  author 
never  sleeps,  or  never  wakes  throughout. 

*  A  S  S  in  prflesenti  perfectum  format  in  avi# 
*  Gul.  Lilius  reads  this  word  with  a  single  S. 


PROLOGUE: 


Is  Athens  first  (as  dictionaries  write) 

The  Tragic  Muse  was  midwifd  into  light ; 

Eome  knew  her  next,  and  next  she  took  a  dance, 

Some  say  to  England,  others  say  to  France. 

But  when  or  whence,  the  tuneful  goddess  came. 

Since  she  is  here,  I  think,  is  much  the  same. 

Oft  have  you  seen  the  king  and  hero  rage, 

Oft  has  the  virgin's  passion  filled  the  stage  : 

To-night  nor  king,  nor  hero,  shall  you  spy, 

Nor  virgin's  love  shall  fill  the  virgin's  eye. 

Our  poet,  from  unknown,  untasted  springs, 

A  curious  draft  of  tragic  nectar  brings. 

From  Covent-Garden  culls  delicious  stores, 

Of  bullies,  bawds,  and  sots,  and  rakes,  and  whores. 

Examples  of  the  great  cau  serve  but  few  ; 

For  what  are  kings'  and  heroes'  faults  to  you? 

But  these  examples  are  of  general  use. 

What  rake  is  ignorant  of  King's  Coffee-house  ?* 

Here  the  old  rake  may  view  the  crimes  h'as  known. 

And  boys  hence  dread  the  vices  of  the  town : 

Here  nymphs  seduc'd  may  mourn  their  pleasures  past,  n 

And  maids,  who  have  their  virtue,  learn  to  hold  it  fastii 


•  A  place  i 
whom  bede  a 


1  Covent-Garden  market,  well  known  to  all  gentlemen  t 
■e  unknown . 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


GENTLEMEN. 

Captain  Bilkum, int.  mullabt. 

Lovegirlo, mb.  gibber,  jun. 

Gallono, MB.  paget. 

Leathersides, MB.  bobebts. 

Chairman^ MB.  jones. 

LADIES. 

Mother  Punchbowl^ mb.  bbidgewateb. 

Kissinda, miss  baftob. 

Stormandra, mbs.  mullabt. 

Nonparelj miss  meabs. 

scene,  an   ANTECHAMBEB,   OB  BATHEB  BAGK-PABLOUB, 
IN   MOTHEB   punchbowl's  HOUSE. 


-  Ij 
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COVENT-GAHDEN   TRAGEDY. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  an  Antechamber. 


MOTHER  PUNCHBOWL,  LEATHEBSIDES,  NONPARBL, 
INDL'STBIOUa   JENNY. 


Who'd  be  a  bawd  in  this  degen'rate  age ! 
Who'd  for  her  country  unrewarded  toil ! 
Not  so  the  statesman  scrubs  his  plotful  head. 
Not  so  the  lawyer  shakes  his  unfee'd  tongue, 
Not  so  the  doctor  guides  the  doleful  quill. 
Say  Nonparel,  industrious  Jenny,  say. 
Is  the  play  done,  and  yet  no  cull  appears  ? 

Non.  The  play  is  done  :  for  from  the  pigeon-hole 
I  heard  them  hiss  the  curtain  as  it  fell. 

Moth.    Ha,  did  they  hiss  ?      Why  then  the  play  is 
damn'd, 
And  I  shall  see  the  poet's  face  no  more. 
Say,  Leathersides,  'tis  thou  that  best  can  tell ; 
For  thou  hast  learnt  to  read,  hast  playbills  read, 
The  Grub-street  Journal  thou  hast  known  to  write, 
Thou  art  a  judge  ;  say,  wherefore  was  it  damn'd  ? 

VOL.    11.  T 
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Leath.  I  heard  a  tailor,  sitting  by  my  aide, 
Play  on  his  catcall,  and  cry  out,  '  Sad  stuff,' 
A  little  farther  an  apprentice  sat. 
And  he  too  hisa'd,  and  he  too  cry'd, '  'twaa  low.' 
Then  o'er  the  pit  I  downward  cast  my  eye, 
The  pit  all  hiss'd,  all  whistled,  and  all  groan'd. 

Moth.  Enough,     The  poet's  lost,  and  ao's  his  bill. 
Oh  !  'tis  the  tradesman's,  not  the  poet's  hurt : 
¥ov  him  the  washer-woman  toils  in  vain, 
For  him  in  vain  the  tailor  sits  cross'd  legg'd, 
He  runs  away  and  leaves  all  debts  unpaid. 

Leath.  The  mighty  Captain  Bilkum  this  way  comesJ 
I  left  him  in  the  entry  with  his  chairman 
Wrangling  about  his  fare. 

Moth.  Leathersides,  'tis  well. 
Eetire,  my  girls,  and  patient  wait  for  culls. 


SCENE  n. 

MOTHER   FUKCHBOWL,   CAPTAIN   BILKUM,   CHAIRMAN. ' 

Chair.  Your  honour.  Sir,  has  paid  but  half  my  fu 
I  ask  but  for  my  fare. 

Capt.  Silk.  Thy  fare  be  damn'd. 

Chair.  This  is  not  acting  like  a  gentleman. 

Capt.  Bilk.  Begone ;  or  by  the  powers  of  dice  I  swear, 
Were  there  no  other  chairman  in  the  world. 
From  out  thy  empty  head  I'd  knock  thy  brains. 

Chair.  Oh,  that  with  me  aU  chairmen  would  conspire  1 
No  more  to  carry  such  sad  dogs  for  hire,  [ 

But  let  the  lazy  rascals  straddle  through  the  mire.  ) 
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SCENE  m. 


CAPTAIN   DILKUM,    MOTHEE  PUNCHBOWL. 

Moth.  What  is  the  reason,  captain,  that  you  make 
This  noise  within  my  house  ?    Do  you  intend 
To  arm  reforming  constables  against  me  ? 
Would  it  delight  your  eyes  to  see  me  dr^g'd 
By  base  plebeian  hands  to  Westminster, 
The  scoff  of  Serjeants  and  attornies'  clerks, 
And  then,  exalted  on  the  pillory, 
To  stand  the  sneer  of  ev'ry  virtuous  whore  ? 
Oh  !  couldst  thou  bear  to  see  the  rotten  egg 
Mix  with  ray  tears,  and  trickle  down  my  cheeks, 
Like  dew  distilling  from  the  full-blown  rose : 
Or  see  me  follow  the  attractive  cart, 
To  see  the  hangman  lift  the  virgal  rod. 
That  hangman  you  so  narrowly  escap'd  I 

Capt   Bilk.  Ha !  that  last  thought  has  stung  me  to  the 
soul: 
Damnation  on  all  laws  and  lawyers  too  : 

Behold  thee  carted oh  I  forfend  that  sight. 

May  Bilkum's  neck  be  stretch 'd  before  that  day. 

Moth.  Come  to  my  arms,  thou  best  belov'd  of  sons. 
Forgive  the  weakness  of  thy  mother's  fears  : 
0  I    may  I  never,  never  see  thee  hang'd  ! 

Capt  BUk.  If    bom    to    swing,    I    never    shall     be 
drown'd : 
Par  be  it  from  me,  with  too  curious  mind, 
To  search  the  office  whence  eternal  fate 
Issues  her  writs  of  various  ills  to  men ; 
Too  soon  arrested  we  shall  know  our  doom. 
And  now  a  present  evil  gnaws  my  heart, 
Oh  I  Mother,  Mother 
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Moth.  Say,  what  would  my  son  ? 

Capt.  Bilk.  Get    me   a  wench,   and  lend    me  half 
crown. 

Moth.  Thou  shall  have  both. 

Capt.  Bilk.  Oh !  goodness  most  umnatch'd. 
What  are  your  'Nelopes  compar'd  to  thee  ? 
In  vain  we'd  search  the  hundreds  of  the  town, 
From  where,  in  GoodmanVFields,  the  city  dame 
Embosed  sits,  for  two  times  eighteenpence, 
To  where,  at  midmglit  hours,  the  noble  race 
In  borrow'd  voice,  and  mimic  habit  squeak. 
Yet  where,  oh  where  is  such  a  bawd  as  thou  ? 

Moth.    Oh  !  deal  not  praise  with  such  a  lavish  tongue 
If  I  excel  all  others  of  my  trade, 
Thanks  to  those  stars  that  taught  me  to  excel. 

SCENE  IV. 

MOTHER  PDKCHBOWL,  CAPTAIN   BILKDM,   LEATHI 

Leath.  A  porter  from  Lovegirlo  ia  arriv'd. 
If  in  your  train  one  harlot  can  be  found, 
That  has  not  been  a  month  upon  the  town ; 
Her  he  expects  to  find  in  bed  by  two. 

Moth.  Thou,  Leatheraides,  best  know'st  such  nymphs 
to  find, 
To  thee  their  lodgings  they  communicate. 
Go,  thou  procure  the  girl,  I'll  make  the  punch, 
Which  she  must  call  for  when  she  first  arrives. 
Oh !  Bilkum,  when  I  backward  cast  my  thoughts, 
When  I  revolve  the  glorious  days  I've  seen, 
(Days  I  shall  see  no  more) — it  tears  my  brain. 
When  culls  sent  frequent,  and  were  sent  away, 
When  col'nels,  majors,  captains,  and  heutenants, 
Here  spent  the  issue  of  their  glorious  toils ; 
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These  were  the  men,  my  Bilkum,  that  subdu'd 
The  haughty  foe,  and  paid  for  beauty  here. 
Now  we  are  sunk  to  a  low  race  of  beaus. 
Fellows  unfit  for  women  or  for  war ; 
And  one  poor  cull  is  all  the  guests  I  have. 

SCENE  V. 

LEATHBRSIDE8,   MOTHER  PUNCHBOWL,   BILKUM. 

Leatk.  Two  whores,  great   Madam,  must  be   straight 
prepar'd, 
A  fat  one  for  the  squire,  and  for  my  lord  a  lean. 

Moth.  Be  that  thy  care.     This  weighty  business  done, 
A  bowl  of  humming  punch  shall  glad  my  son. 

SCENE  VI. 

flILKUM,   solus. 

Oh !  'tis  not  in  the  power  of  punch  to  ease 
My  grief-stung  soul,  since  Hecatissa's  false. 
Since  she  could  hide  a  poor  half-guinea  from  me. 
Oh  !  had  I  search'd  her  pockets  ere  I  rose, 
I  had  not  left  a  single  shilling  in  them. 
But  lo !  Lovegirlo  comes,  I  will  retire. 


SCENE  vn. 

LOVEGiaLO,  OALLONO. 

Gcd.  And  wilt  thou  leave  us  for  a  woman  thus ! 
Art  thou  Lovegirlo  ?    Tell  me,  art  thou  he, 
Whom  I  have  seen  the  saffron-colour'd  mom 
With  rosy  fingers  beckon  home  in  vain  ? 
Than  whom  none  oft'ner  pull'd  the  pendent  bell, 
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None  oft'ner  cry'd, '  Another  bottle  bring  ; ' 
And  can'Bt  thou  leave  us  for  a  worthless  woman  ? 

Love.  I  charge  thee,  my  Gallono,  do  not  speak 
Aught  againat  woman  ;  by  Kisainda's  smiles, 
(Those  smiles  more  worth  than  aU  the  Cornwall  minea)! 
When  I  drank  most,  'twas  woman  made  me  drink. 
The  toast  was  to  the  wine  an  orange-peel. 

Gal.  Oh  !  would  they  spur  ns  on  to  noble  drink, 
I  too  would  be  a  lover  of  the  sex. 
And  sure  for  nothing  else  they  were  design'd, 
Woman  was  only  born  to  be  a  toast. 

Love.    What     madness     moves     thy    slander    hurling 
tongue? 
Woman  !  what  is  there  in  the  world  like  woman  P 
Man  without  woman  is  a  single  boot, 
Is  half  a  pair  of  sheers.     Her  wanton  smiles 
Are  sweeter  than  a  draught  of  cool  small  beer 

To  the  scorch 'd  palate  of  a  waking  sot.  

Man  is  a  puppet  which  a  woman  .moves 

And  dances  as  she  will Oh !  had  it  not 

Been  for  a  woman,  thou  hadst  not  been  here. 

Gal.  And  were  it  not  for  wine — I  would  not  be. 
Wine  makes  a  cobler  greater  than  a  king ; 
Wine  gives  mankind  the  preference  to  beasts, 
Thirst  teaches  all  the  animals  to  drink. 
But  drunkenness  belongs  to  only  man. 

Love.  If  woman  were  not,  my  Gallono,  man 
Would  make  a  silly  figure  in  the  world. 

Gal.  And  without  wine  all  human  kind  would  be 
One  stupid,  snivehng,  sneaking,  sober  fellow. 

Love.  What  does  the  pleasures  of  our  hfe  refine  ? 
'Tie  charming  woman. 

Gal.  Wine. 

Love.  'Tis  woman.  ;_ 

Gal.  Wine. 
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SCENE  vm. 


Much  may  be  said  on  both  sides  of  thie  question. 
Let  me  consider  what  the  question  is  : 
If  wine  or  woman  be  our  greater  good. 
"Wine  is  a  good — and  so  is  woman  too, 
But  which  the  greater  good  [a  long  pause]  I  cannot  tell. 
Either  to  other  to  prefer  I'm  loth. 
But  he  does  wisest  who  takes  most  of  both. 


SCENE  IX. 

LOVEOIBLO,  KISSINDA. 

Love.  0  !  my  Kissinda !     Oh !  how  sweet  art  ihon  ? 
Not  Covent-Garden,  nor  Stocks-Market  knows 
A  flower  like  thee  ;  less  sweet  the  Sunday  rose, 
With  which,  in  country  church,  the  milkmaid  decks 
Her  ruddy  breast :  ne'er  wash'd  the  courtly  dame 
Her  neck  with  honey  water  half  so  sweet. 
Oh !  thou  art  perfume  all ;  a  perfume  shop. 

Kis.  Cease,  my  Lovegirlo,  oh  I  thou  hast  a  tongue 
Might  charm  a  bailiff  to  forego  his  hold. 
Oh  !  I  cou'd  hear  thee  ever,  cou'd  with  joy, 
Live  a  whole  day  upon  a  dish  of  tea, 
And  listen  to  the  bagpipes  in  thy  voice. 

Love.  Hear  this,  ye  harlots,  hear  her  and  reform  j    i*'.*i  < 
Not  so  the  miser  loves  to  see  his  gold,  -   it)  ' 

Not  so  the  poet  loves  to  see  his  play, 
Not  so  the  critic  loves  to  see  a  fault. 
Not  so  the  beauty  loves  to  see  herself, 
As  I  delight  to  see  Kissinda  smile. 
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Kia.  Oh !  my  Lovegirlo,  I  must  hear  no  more, 
Thy  words  are  strongest  poison  to  my  soul ; 
I  shall  forget  my  trade  and  learn  to  dote. 

Loi'e.  0  I  give  a  loose  to  all  the  warmth  of  love. 
Love  like  a  bride  upon  the  second  night ; 
I  like  a  ravish 'd  bridegroom  on  the  first. 

Kis.  Thou  know'st  too  well  a  lady  of  the  town. 
If  she  give  way  to  love,  must  be  undone. 

Love.  The  town !  thou  shalt  be  on  the  town  no  more, 
ril  take  thee  into  keeping,  take  the  room 
So  large,  so  furnish 'd,  in  so  fine  a  street, 
The  mistress  of  a  Jew  shall  envy  thee  ; 
By  Jove,  I'll  force  the  sooty  tribe  to  own 
A  Christian  keeps  a  whore  as  well  as  they. 

Kis.  And  wilt  thou  take  me  into  keeping  ? 

Love.  Yes. 

Kis.  Then  I  am  blest  indeed and  I  will  be 

The  kindest,  gentlest,  and  the  cheapest  girl. 
A  joint  of  meat  a  day  is  all  I  ask. 

And  that  I'll  dress  myself A  pot  of  beer. 

When  thou  din'st  from  me,  shall  be  all  my  wine  ; 
Few  clothes  I'll  have,  and  those  too  second-hand ; 
Then  when  a  hole  within  thy  stocking's  seen, 
(For  stockings  will  have  holes)  I'll  darn  it  for  thee; 
With  ray  own  hands  I'll  wash  thy  soapen'd  shirt, 
And  make  the  bed  I  have  unmade  with  thee. 

Ijove.  Do  virtuous  women  use  their  husbands  bo  ? 

Who  but  a  fool  wou'd  marry  that  can  keep 

What  is  this  virtue  that  mankind  adore  ? 
Sounds  less  the  scolding  of  a  virtuous  tongue  ? 
Or  who  remembers,  to  increase  his  joy ! 
In  the  last  moments  of  excessive  bliss, 
The  ring,  the  license,  parson  or  his  clerk  P 
Besides,  whene'er  my  mistress  plays  me  foul, 
I  cast  her,  like  a  dirty  shirt,  away. 
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But  oh !  a  wife  Bticks  like  a  plaster  fast, 
Like  a  perpetual  blister  to  the  poll. 

Kis.  And  wilt  thou  never  throw  me  off? 

Love.  Never, 
Till  thou  art  soil'd. 

Kis.  Then  turn  me  to  the  streets, 
Those  streets  you  took  me  from. 

Love.  Forbid  it  all 
Ye  powers  propitious  to  unlawful  love. 
Oh !  my  Kiesinda,  by  this  kiss  I  swear, 
(This  kiss,  which  at  a  shilling  is  not  dear) 
I  wou'd  not  quit  the  joys  this  night  shall  give, 
For  all  the  virtuous  wives  or  maids  alive. 
Oh  !  I  am  all  on  fire,  thou  lovely  wench. 
Torrents  of  joy  my  burning  soul  must  quench. 
Eeiterated  joys ! 

Thus  burning  from  the  fire,  the  washer  lifts 
The  red-hot  iron  to  make  smooth  her  shifts, 
With  arm  impetuous  rubs  her  shift  amain, 
And  rubs,  and  rubs,  and  rubs  it  o'er  again ; 
Nor  sooner  does  her  rubbing  arm  withhold, 
'Till  she  grows  warm,  and  the  hot  iron  cold. 

ACT  n.— SCENE  I. 


8T0EMANDRA,  CAPTAIN  BILKUM. 


STORMAKDBA. 


Not,  though  you  were  the  best  man  in  the  land, 
Shou'd  you,  unpaid  for,  have  from  me  a  favour. 
Therefore  come  down  the  Ready,  or  I  go. 

Capt.  Bilk.  Forbid  it,  Venue,  I  shou'd  ever  set 
So  cursed  an  example  to  the  world  : 
Forbid,  the  rake,  in  full  pursuit  of  joy 
Eequir'd  the  unready  Ready  to  come  down. 
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Shou'd  curse  my  name,  and  cry,  '  Thus  Bilkum  did ; 
'To  him  this  cursed  precedence  we  owe.' 

Stor.  Rather  forbid,  that,  bilk'd  in  after-time. 
The  chair-less  girl  shou'd  curse  Stormandra's  name, 
That,  as  she  walks  with  draggled  coats  the  street, 
{Coata  shortly  to  be  pawn'd)  the  hungry  wretch 
Shou'd  bellow  out, '  For  this  I  thank  Stormandra  ! ' 

Capt.  Bilk.  Trust,  me  to-night  and  never  trust  me  moBf 
If  I  do  not  come  down  when  I  get  up. 

Stor.  And  dost  thou  think  I  have  a  aoul  so  mean  ? 
Trust  thee  1  dost  think  I  came  last  week  to  town. 
The  waggon  straws  yet  hanging  to  my  tail  ? 
Trust  thee  !  oh !  when  I  trust  thee  for  a  groat, 
Hanover-square  shall  come  to  Drury-lane. 

Capt.   Bilk.    Madam,    'tis    well ;     your    mother   may 
perhaps 
Teach  your  rude  tongue  to  know  a  softer  tone. 
And  see,  she  comes,  the  smiUng  brightness  comes. 


MOTHER  PUNCHBOWL,   CAPTAIN   BILKUM,   STORMANDRA. 

Stor.  Oh !  Mother  Punchbowl,  teach  me  how  to  rail ; 
Oh !  teach  me  to  abuse  this  monstrous  man, 

Moth.  What  has  he  done  ? 

Stor.  Sure  a  design  so  base, 
Turk  never  yet  conceiv'd. 

Moth.  Forbid  it,  virtue. 

Stor.  It  wounds  me  to  the  soul — he  would  have  bil 


Moth.  Ha !  in  my  house !  oh !  Bilkum,  is  this  true? 
Who  set  thee  on,  thou  traitor,  to  undo  me  P 
Is  it  some  envious  sister  ?  such  may  be  ; 
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For  even  bawds,  I  own  it  with  a  blush,  < 

May  be  dishonest  in  this  vicious  age.  I 

Perhaps,  thou  art  an  enemy  to  us  all, 
Wilt  join  malicious  justices  against  us.  * 

Oh  !  think  not  thus  to  bribe  th'  ungrateful  tribe,  ' 

The  hand  to  Bridewell  which  thy  mother  sends,  ' 

May  one  day  send  thee  to  more  fatal  gaol ; 
And  oh !  (avert  the  omen  all  ye  stars  1) 
The  very  hemp  I  beat  may  hang  my  son. 

Capt.   BUk.  Mother,    you     know    the    passage    to   my 
heart, 
But  do  not  shock  it  with  a  thought  so  base.  ' 

Sooner  Fleet-ditch  like  silver  Thames  shall  flow,  'l 

The  New-exchange  shall  with  the  Royal  vie,  ' 

Or  Covent-garden's  with  St.  Paul's  great  bell.  ' 

Give  no  belief  to  that  ungrateful  woman  ; 
Gods !  who  wou'd  be  a  buUy  to  a  woman  ? 
Canst  thou  forget — (it  is  too  plain  thou  canst) 
When  at  the  Rummer,  at  the  noon  of  night, 
I  found  thee  with  a  base  apprentice  boxing  ? 
And  though  none  better  dart  the  chnched  fist,  ' 

Yet  wast  thou  overmatch'd  and  on  the  ground. 
Then  like  a  bull-dog  in  Hockleian  holes, 
Kush'd  I  tremendous  on  the  snotty  foe, 
I  took  him  by  the  throat,  and  kick'd  hira  down  the  stairs. 

Stor.  Dost  thou  recount  thy  services,  base  wretch, 
Forgetting  mine  ?     Dost  thou  forget  the  time. 
When  shiv'ring  on  a  winter's  icy  mom, 
I  found  thy  coatless  carcase  at  the  roundhouse  ? 
Did  I  not  then  forget  my  proper  woes, 
Did  I  not  send  for  half  a  pint  of  gin. 
To  warm  th'  ungrateful  guts  ?    Pull'd  I  not  off 
A  quilted  petticoat  to  clothe  thy  back  1 
That  unskin'd  back,  which  rods  had  dress'd  in  red, 
Thy  only  title  to  the  name  of  Captain  ? 
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Did  I  not  pick  a  pocket  of  a  watch, 
A  pocket  pick  for  thee  ? 

Capt.  Bilk.  Dost  thou  mention 
So  slight  a  favour  ?     Have  I  not  for  thee 
Fled  from  the  featherbed  of  soft  repose, 
And,  as  the  watch  proclaim 'd  the  approaching  day, 
Eobb'd  the  stage  coach  ? — Again,  when  puddings  hot. 
And  Well-fleet  oysters  cry'd,  the  evening  come, 
Have  I  not  been  a  footpad  for  thy  pride  ? 

Moth.  Enough,  my  children,  let  this  discord  cease, 
Had  both  your  merits  had,  you  both  deserve 
The  fate  of  greater  persons — —Go,  my  son, 

Eetire  to  rest gentle  Stormandra  soon 

Will  follow  you.     See  kind  consent  appear 
In  softest  smiles  upon  her  lovely  brow. 

Bilk.  And  can  I  think  Stormandra  will  be  mine  I 
Once  more,  unpaid  for  mine !  then  I  again 
Am  bleat,  am  paid  for  all  her  former  scorn. 
So  when  tlie  doating  henpeck'd  husband  long 
Hath  stood  the  thunder  of  his  deary's  tongue ; 
If  supper  over,  she  attempt  to  toy. 
And  laugh  and  languish  for  approaching  joy. 
His  raptur'd  fancy  runs  her  charms  all  o'er, 
While  transport  dances  jig  through  ev'ry  pore, 
He  hears  the  thunder  of  her  tongue  no  more. 

SCENE  in. 


STOBMANDEA,  MOTHER  PUNCHBOWL. 

Moth.  Daughter,  you  use  the  captain  too  un! 
Forbid  it,  virtue,  I  should  ever  think 
A  woman  squeezes  any  cull  too  much : 
But  bullies  never  should  be  us'd  as  culls. 
With  caution  still  preserve  the  bully's  love. 
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A  house  like  this  without  a  bully  left, 
1b  like  a  puppet-show  without  a  Punch. 
When  you  shall  be  a  bawd,  and  sure  that  day 
Is  written  in  the  almanack  of  fate, 
You'll  own  the  mighty  truth  of  what  I  say. 
So  the  gay  girl  whose  head  romances  fill. 
By  mother  married  well  against  her  will ; 
Chice  past  the  age  that  pants  for  love's  delight, 
Herself  a  mother,  owns  her  mother  in  the  right, 


STORMAKDHA,   sola. 

What  shall  I  do  ?    Shall  I  unpaid  to  bed  ? 
Oh !  my  Lovegirlo !  oh  !  that  thou  wert  here  ; 
How  my  heart  dotes  upon  Lovegirlo's  name, 
For  no  one  ever  paid  his  girls  like  him. 
She,  with  Lovegirlo  who  had  spent  the  night. 
Sighs  not  in  vain  for  nest  day's  masquerade. 

Sure  of  a  ticket  from  him Ha !  ye  powers, 

What  is't  I  see  ?   Is  it  a  ghost  I  see  ? 
It  is  a  ghost.    It  is  Lovegirlo's  ghost. 
Lovegirlo's  dead ;  for  if  he  were  not  dead, 
How  could  his  living  ghost  be  walking  here  ? 


SCENE  V. 

LOVEGIBLO,   STORMANDRA, 

Love.  Surely  this  is  some  holiday  in  hell. 
And  ghosts  are  let  abroad  to  take  the  air, 
For  I  have  seen  a  dozen  ghosts  to-night 
Dancing  in  merry  mood  the  winding  hayes. 
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If  ghosts  all  lead  such  merry  lives  as  these. 
Who  wou'd  not  be  a  ghost ! 

Stor.  Art  thou  not  one  ? 

Love.  What  do  I  see,  ye  stars  ?    Is  it  Stormandra  ?  i 

Stor.  Art  thou  Lovegirlo  ?    Oh !  I  see  thou  art. 
But  tell  me,  I  conjure,  art  thou  not  dead  ? 

L&ve.  No,  by  my  soul,  I  am  not. 

Stor.  May  I  trust  thee  ? 
Yet  if  thou  art  alive,  what  dost  thou  here 

Without  Stormandra  ? but  thou  needst  not  say, 

I  know  thy  falsehood,  yea,  perfidious  fellow, 
I  know  thee  false  as  water  or  as  hell ; 
Falser  than  any  thing  but  thyself 

Love.  Or  thee. 
Bares  thus  the  devil  to  rebuke  our  sin  ! 
Dares  thus  the  kettle  say  the  pot  is  black ! 
Canst  thou  upbr^d  my  falsehood  ;  thou  I  who  still 
Art  ready  to  obey  the  porter's  call, 
At  any  hour,  to  any  sort  of  guest ; 
Thy  person  is  as  common  as  the  dirt 
Which  Piccadilly  leaves  on  ev'ry  heel. 

Stor.  Can  I  hear  this,  ye  stars !    Injurious  man  1 

May  I  be  ever  bilk'd  ; May  I  ne'er  fetch 

My  watch  from  pawn,  if  I've  been  false  to  you. 

Love.  Oh  !  impudence  unmatched !  canst  thou  deafl 
That  thou  hast  had  a  thousand  diff'rent  men  ? 

Stor.  If  that  be  falsehood,  I  indeed  am  false. 
And  never  lady  of  the  town  was  true  ; 
But  though  my  person  be  upon  the  town, 
My  heart  has  still  been  fixt  on  only  you. 
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LOVBGIELO,  STOEMANDRA,   KJSSINDA. 

Kis.  Where's  my  Lovegirlo  ?    Point  him  out,  ye  stars, 
Restore  him  panting  to  Kissinda's  arms. 
Ha  t  do  I  see ! 

Stor.  Hast  thou  forgot  to  rail  ? 
Now  call  me  false,  perfidious  and  ingrate. 
Common  as  air,  as  dirt,  or  as  thyself. 
Beneath  my  rage,  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ? 
All  my  full  meals  of  luscious  love,  to  starve 
At  the  lean  table  of  a  girl  like  that  P 

Kis.  That  girl  you  mention  with  so  forc'd  a  scorn, 
Envies  not  all  the  large  repasts  you  boast ; 
A  little  dish  oft  furnishes  enough : 
And  sure  enough  is  equal  to  a  feast. 

Stor.  The  puny  wretch  such  httle  plates  may  chuse ; 
GKve  me  the  man  who  knows  a  stronger  taste. 

A")*.  Sensual  and  base !  to  such  as  you  we  owe 
That  harlot  is  a  title  of  disgrace. 
The  worst  of  scandals  on  the  best  of  trades. 

Stor.  That  shame  more  justly  to  the  wretch  belongs, 
Who  gives  those  favours  which  she  cannot  sell. 

Kis.  But  harder  is  the  wretched  harlot's  lot. 
Who  offers  them  for  nothing,  and  in  vain. 

Stor.  Shew  me  the  man  who  thus  accuses  me. 
I  own  I  chose  Lovegirlo,  own  I  lov'd  him ; 
But  then  I  chose  and  lov'd  him  as  a  cull : 

Therefore  preferr'd  hira  to  all  other  men,  

Because  he  better  paid  his  girls  than  they. 
Oh !  I  despise  aU  love  but  that  of  gold  ; 
Throw  that  aside,  and  all  men  are  alike. 
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A'w.  And  I  despise  all  other  charms  but  love. 
Nothing  could  bribe  me  from  Lovegirlo's  arms ; 
Him,  in  a  cellar,  would  my  love  prefer 
To  lords  in  houses  of  six  rooms  a  floor. 
Oh !  had  I  in  the  world  a  hundred  pound, 
I'd  give  him  all.     Or  did  he  (fate  forbid !) 
Want  three  half  crowns  his  reckoning  to  pay, 
I'd  pawn  my  under-petticoat  to  lend  them. 

Love.  Wou'dst  thou,  my  sweet  ?    Now  by  the  ] 
of  love, 
m  mortgage  all  my  lands  to  deck  thee  fine. 
Thou  shalt  wear  farms  and  houses  in  each  ear, 
Ten  thousand  load  of  timber  shall  embrace 
Thy  necklac'd  neck.     I'll  make  thy  gUtt'ring  form 
Shine  through  th'  admiring  Mall  a  blazing  star. 
Neglected  virtue  shall  with  envy  die ; 
The  town  shall  know  no  other  toast  but  thee. 
So  have  I  seen  upon  my  lord  mayor's  day, 
While  coaches  after  coaches  roll  away. 
The  gazing  crowd  admire  by  turns,  and  cry, 
"  See  such  and  such  an  alderman  pass  by :" 
But  when  the  mighty  magistrate  appears, 
No  other  name  is  sounded  in  your  ears  ; 

The  crowd  all  cry  unanimous '  See  there, 

"  Ye  citizens,  behold  the  coach  of  the  lord  mayor.' 


SCENE  VH. 

BTOKMANDRA,    CAPTAIN    BILKUM. 

Capt.  BiUc.    Why  comes  not  my  Stormandra  ? 
Twice  and  once 
I've  told  the  striking  clock's  increasing  sound, 
And  yet  unkind  Stormandra  stays  away. 

Star.  Captain,  are  you  a  man  ? 
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Capt.  BUk.  I  think  I  am. 
The  time  has  been  when  you  have  thought  so  too, 
Try  me  again  in  the  soft  fields  of  love. 

Stor.  'Tis  war,  not  love,  must  try  your  manhood  now. 
By  gin  I  swear  ne'er  to  receive  thee  more, 
Till  curs'd  Lovegirlo's  blood  has  dy'd  thy  sword. 

Capt.  Bilk.  Lovegirlo  !  Whence  this  fury  bent  on  him  ? 

Stor.  Ha  !  dost  thou  question,  coward  ? Aak  again, 

And  I  will  never  call  thee  captain  more. 
Instant  obey  my  purpose,  or  by  hemp, 
Rods,  all  the  horrors  Bridewell  ever  knew, 
I  will  arrest  thee  for  the  note  of  hand. 
Which  thou  hast  given  me  for  twice  one  pound ; 
But  if  thou  dostj  Icall  my  sacred  honour 
To  witness,  thy  reward  shall  be  my  love. 

Capt.  Bilk.   Lovegirlo   is   no    more.     Yet  wrong  me 
not! 
It  is  your  promise,  not  your  threat,  prevwls. 
So  when  some  parent  of  indulgence  mild 
Would  to  the  nauseous  potion  bring  the  child ; 
In  vain  to  win  or  frighten  to  its  good, 
He  cries, '  My  dear,'  or  hfts  the  useless  rod : 
But  if,  by  chance,  the  sugar-plum  he  shows. 
The  simp'ring  child  no  more  reluctance  knows  ; 
It  stretches  out  its  finger  and  its  thumb, 
It  swallows  first  the  potion,  then  the  sugar-plum. 


SCENE  vni. 

STOBUANDEA,  Sola. 

Go,  act  my  just  revenge,  and  then  be  hang'd, 
While  I  retire  and  gently  hang  myself. 
May  women  be  by  my  example  taught, 
Still  to  be  good,  and  never  to  be  naught ; 
VOL.  n. 
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Never  from  virtue's  rules  to  go  astray, 

Nor  ever  to  believe  what  man  can  eay. 

She  who  believes  a  man,  I  am  afraid, 

May  be  a  woman  long,  but  not  a  maid. 

If  such  blest  harvest  my  example  bring, 

The  female  world  shall  with  my  praises  ring. 

And  say,  that  when  I  hang'd  myself,  I  did  a  noble  thing.) 


SCENE  rx. 

MOTHER  PUNCHBOWL,   KISSINDA,  NONPABEL. 

Moth.  Oh  !  Nonparel,  thou  loveliest  of  girls,  ^^ 

Thou  latest  darling  of  thy  mother's  years  ;  ^^M 

Let  thy  tongue  know  no  commerce  with  thy  heart ;     ^^M 
For  if  thou  tellest  truth  thou  art  undone, 

Nonp.  Forgive  me,  Madam,  this  first  fault hence- 
forth   

111  learn  with  utmost  diligence  to  fib. 

Moth.  Oh  I  never  give  your  easy  mind  to  lo' 
But  poise  the  scales  of  your  affection  so, 
That  a  bare  sixpence  added  to  his  scale. 
Might  make  the  cit  apprentice  or  the  clerk 
Outweigh  a  flaming  Col'nel  of  the  guards. 
Oh  I  never  give  your  minds  to  officers, 
Whose  gold  is  on  the  outside  of  the  pocket. 
But  fly  a  poet  as  the  worst  of  plagues, 
Who  never  pays  with  any  thing  but  words. 
Oh !  had  Kissinda  taken  this  advice. 
She  had  not  now  been  bilk'd. — 

Kia.  Think  me  not  so  ; 
Some  hasty  business  has  Lovegirlo  drawn 

To  leave  me  thus ^but  I  will  hold  a  crown 

To  eighteen  pence,  he's  here  within  an  hour. 


THE  OOVENT-GABDEN  TBAQEDy. 


SCENE    X. 
To   them   L&ATREBSmEB. 

'       J/biA.    Oh !   Leathersides,    what    means    this    newsful 
look? 
Leath.  Through  the  Piaclies  as  I  took  my  way 
To  fetch  a  girl,  I  at  a  distance  viewed 
Lovegirlo  with  great  Captain  Bilkum  fighting ; 
Lovegirlo  push'd,  the  Captain  parry'd,  thus 
Lovegirlo  push'd,  he  parried  again  : 
Oft  did  he  push,  and  oft  was  push'd  aside. 
At  length  the  Captain,  with  his  body  thus, 
Threw  in  a  cursed  thrust  in  flanconade. 

Twas  then oh  !  dreadful  horror  to  relate ! 

I  at  a  distance  saw  Lovegirlo  fall, 

And  look  as  if  he  cry'd — '  Oh !  I  am  slain.' 

[Kissinda  sinks  into  Nonparel's  arms. 


To  them  GALLONO. 

Gal.  Give  me  my  friend,  thou  most  accursed  bawd ; 
Restore  him  to  me  drunken  as  he  was 
Ere  thy  vile  arts  seduc'd  him  from  the  glass. 

Moth.  Oh !  that  I  could  restore  him — but  alas ! 
Or  drunk  or  sober  you'll  ne'er  see  him  more. 
Unless  you  see  his  ghost — his  ghost,  perhaps. 
May  have  escap'd  from  Captain  Bilkum's  sword. 

Gal.  What  do  I  hear  ? — Oh  damn'd  accursed  jade, 

Thou  art  the  cause  of  all With  artful  smiles 

Thou  did'st  seduce  him  to  go  home  ere  morn. 
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Bridewell  shall  be  thy  fate  !  I'll  give  a  crovm 
To  some  poor  justice  to  commit  thee  thither, 
Where  I  will  come  ami  see  thee  flogg'd  myself. 

Kis.  One  flogg'd  as  I  am  can  be  flogg'd  no  more ; 
In  her  Lovegirlo  Miss  Kiasinda  liv'd  : 
The  sword  that  pass'd  through  poor  Lovegirlo's  heart" 
Pass'd  eke  through  mine ;  he  was  three-fifths  of  me. 


To  them  BiLKUM. 

Capt  Bilk.  Behold  the  most  accurs'd  of  huraiml 
I  for  a  woman  with  a  man  have  fought ; 
She,  for  I  know  not  what,  has  hang'd  herself: 
And  now  Jack  Ketch  may  do  the  same  for  me. 
Oh  !  my  Stormandra ! 

Moth.  What  of  her  ? 

Capt.  Bilk.  Alas! 
She's  hang'd  herself  all  to  her  curtain's  rod  I 
I  saw  her  swinging,  and  I  ran  away. 
Oh !  if  you  lov'd  Stormandra,  come  with  me  ; 
Skin  off  your  flesh,  and  bite  away  your  eyes; 
Lug  out  your  heart,  and  dry  it  in  your  hands  i  J 
Grind  it  to  powder,  make  it  into  pills. 
And  take  it  down  your  throat. 

Afoth.  Stormandra's  gone ! 
Weep  all  ye  sister-harlots  of  the  town  ; 
Pawn  your  best  clothes,  and  clothe  yourselves  in  ri^ 
Oh  I  my  Stormandra  ! 

Kis.  Poor  Lovegirlo 's  slain. 
Oh !  give  me  way ;  come  all  you  furies,  come, 
Lodge  in  th'  unfurnish'd  chambers  of  my  heart : 
Hy  heart,  which  never  shall  be  let  again 
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M     To  any  guest  but  endless  misery, 
f     Never  shall  have  a  hill  upon  it  more. 

Oh !  I  am  mad,  methinks ;  I  swim  in  air, 

In  seas  of  sulphur  and  eterual  fire, 

And  see  Lovegirlo  too. 

Gal.  Ha!   see  him!  Where? 

Where  is  the  much-lov'd  youth  ? — Oh  !  never  more 

Shall  I  behold  him.     Ha !  distraction  wild 

Begins  to  wanton  in  my  unhing'd  brain. 

Methinks  I'm  mad,  mad  as  a  wild  March  hare ; 

My  muddy  brain  is  addled  like  an  egg ; 

My  teeth,  hke  magpies,  chatter  in  my  head ; 

My  reeling  head !  which  aches  like  any  mad. 
Omnes.  Oh  I 
Leath.  Was  ever  such  a  dismal  scene  of  woe  ? 
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SCENE  the  last. 


To  them  LOVEOiBLO,  stobhandra,  and  a  fiddler. 

Love.  Wtere's  my  Kissinda bear  me  to  her  arms, 

Ye  winged  winds and  let  me  perish  there. 

Kis.  Lovegirlo  lives Oh  !    let  my  eager  arms 

Press  him  to  death  upon  my  panting  breast. 

Capt.   Bilk.  Oh !   all  ye   powera  of  gin !   Stormandra 
lives. 

Stor.  Nor  modesty,  nor  pride,  nor  fear,  nor  rep, 
Shall  now  forbid  this  tender  chaste  embrace. 
Henceforth  I'm  thine  as  long  as  e'er  thou  wilt. 

G(d.  Lovegirlo! 

Love.  Oh,  joy  unknown  I  Gallono ! 

Moth.  Come  all  at  once  to  my  capacious  arras ; 
I  know  not  where  I  should  th'  embrace  begin. 
My  children  !  oh!  with  what  tumultuous  joy 
Do  I  behold  your  almost  virtuous  loves. 
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But  aay,  Lovegirlo,  when  we  thought  you  dead, 
Say  by  what  lucky  chance  we  see  you  here? 

Love.  In  a  few  words  I'll  satisfy  your  doubt ; 
I  through  the  coat  was,  not  the  body,  run. 

Capt.  Bilk.  But  say,  Stormandra,  did  I  not  behold  I 
Thee  hanging  to  the  curtains  of  thy  bed  ? 

StoT.  No,  my  dear  love,  it  was  my  gown,  not  me : 
I  did  intend  to  hang  myself;  but  ere  ' 

The  knot  was  tied,  repented  my  design. 

Kis.  Henceforth,  Stormandra,  never  rivals  more  ; 
By  Bilkura  you,  I  by  Lovegirlo  kept. 

Love.  Foreseeing  all  this  sudden  turn  of  joy, 
I've  brought  a  6ddler  to  play  forth  the  same. 

Motk.  I  too  will  shake  a  foot  on  this  blest  day. 

Love.  From  such  examples  as  of  this  and  that, 
We  all  are  taught  to  know  I  know  not  what. 


In  various  lights  this  night  you've  seen  me  drest, 

A  virtuous  lady,  and  a  miss  confest ; 

Pray  tell  me,  Sirs,  in  which  you  like  me  best  ? 

Neither  averse  to  love's  soft  joys  you  find  ; 

"lis  hard  to  say  which  is  the  beet  inclin'd. 

The  priest  makes  all  the  diflTrence  in  the  case ; 

Kissinda's  always  ready  to  embrace, 

And  Isabel  stays  only  to  say  grace. 

For  several  prices  ready  both  to  treat. 

This  takes  a  guinea,  that  your  whole  estate. 

Gallants,  believe  our  passions  are  the  same. 

And  virtuous  women,  though  they  dread  the  shame, 

Let  'em  but  play  secure,  all  love  the  game. 

For  though  some  prude  her  lover  long  may  vex, 

Her  coyness  is  put  on,  she  loves  your  sex. 

At  you  the  pretty  things  their  airs  display ; 

For  you  we  dance,  we  sing,  we  smile,  we  pray ; 

On  you  we  dream  all  night,  we  think  all  day. 

For  you  the  Mall  and  Ring  with  beauties  swarm ; 

You  teach  soft  Senesino's  airs  to  charm. 

For  thin  wou'd  be  th'  assembly  of  the  fair 

At  operas were  none  but  eunuchs  there. 

In  short,  you  are  the  business  of  our  Uves, 
To  be  a  mistress  kept  the  strumpet  strives. 
And  all  the  modest  virgins  to  be  wives. 
For  prudes  may  cant  of  virtues  and  of  vices. 
But  faith,  we  only  differ  in  our  prices. 
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1  WISH  with  all  my  heart,  the  stage  and  town 
Would  both  agree  to  cry  all  prologues  down 
That  we,  no  more  obliged  to  say  or  sing, 
Might  drop  this  useless  necessary  thing : 
No  more  with  awkward  strut,  before  the  curtain, 
Chaunt    out   some    rhymes — there's    neither    good    nor 
hurt  in. 

What  is  this  stuff  the  poets  make  us  deal  in. 
But  some  old  worn-out  jokes  of  their  retailing : 
From  sages  of  our  own,  or  former  times, 
Transvers'd  from  prose,  perhaps  transpos'd  from  rhymes. 

How  long  the  tragic  muse  her  station  kept,  ] 

How  guilt  was  humbl'd,  and  how  tyrants  wept,  [ 

Forgetting  still  how  often  hearers  slept.  ) 

Perhaps,  for  change,  you,  now  and  then,  by  fits, 
Are  told  that  critics  are  the  bane  of  wits  ; 
How  they  turn  vampires,  being  dead  and  danm'd, 
And  with  the  blood  of  living  bards  are  cramm'd : 
That  poets  thus  tormented  die,  and  then 
The  devil  gets  in  them,  and  they  suck  agen. 

Thus    modern    bards,    like    Bayes,    their    prologue8\ 

frame,  | 

For  this,  and  that,  and  every  play  the  same,  [ 

Which  you,  most  justly,  neither  praise  nor  blame. 

As  something  must  be  spoke,  no  matter  what ; 
No  friends  are  now  by  prologues  lost  or  got ; 
By  such  harangues  we  raise  nor  spleen,  nor  pity- 
ThuB  ends  this  idle,  but  important  ditty. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 


Old  LarooTij MB.  tatbs. 

Young  Laroon^ mb.  mozeen. 

Father  Martin^ mb.  taswbll. 

Old  Jourdaifij      .......  mb.  nealb. 


WOMEN. 


Isabdj MBS.  BIDOUT. 

Beatrice^ miss  boteb. 

SCENE,  TOULON. 


N.B.  Those  lines  marked  thus  *  are  left  out  in  the  acting. 
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ACT  I.— SC3ENE  I. 


SCENE,  MB.  JOUBDATH  S. 


ISABBIi,   BBATSICE. 


A  NUNNEBY !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  and  is  it  possible,  my  dear 
Beatrice,  you  can  intend  to  sacrifice  your  youth  and 
beauty,  to  go  out  of  the  world  as  soon  as  you  come  into 
it? 

Beat.  No  one,  my  dear  Isabel,  can  sacrifice  too  much, 
or  too  soon,  to  Heaven ! 

Isa.  Pshaw !  Heaven  regards  hearts  and  not  faces, 
and  an  old  woman  will  be  as  acceptable  a  sacrifice  as  a 
young  one. 

Beat.  It  is  possible  you  may  come  to  a  better  under- 
standing, and  value  the  world  as  little  as  I  do. 

'  Isa.  As  you  say,  it  is  possible,  when  I  can  enjoy  it  no 

*  longer,  I  may ;  nay,  I  do  not  care  if  I  promise  you, 
'  when  I  grow  old  and  ugly.  111  come  and  keep  you 
'  company :    but  this   I   am   positive,   till  the  world  is 

*  weary  of  me,  I  never  shall  be  weary  of  the  world.' 
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Beat.  What  can  a  woman  of  sense  see  in  this  won 
worth  her  valuing  ? 

Isa.  Oh !  ten  thousand  pretty  things  !  Equipage, 
cards,  music,  plays,  balls,  flattery,  visits,  and  that  pret- 
tiest thing,  of  all  pretty  things,  a  pretty  fellow. — *I 
'  rather  wonder  what  charms  a  woman  of  any  spirit  can 
'  fancy  in  a  nunnery,  in  watching,  working,  praying,  and 
'  sometimes,  I  am  afraid,  wishing  for  other  company  than 

'  that  of   an    old    fusty     friar.' Oh  I  'tis  a  delightful 

state,  when  every  man  one  sees,  instead  of  tempting  us  to 
sin,  is  to  rebuke  us  for  them  1 

'  Seat.  Such  sentiments  as  these  would  indeed  make 

'  you  very  uneasy but  believe  me,  child,  you  would 

'  soon  bring  yourself  to  hate  mankind ;  fasting  and 
'  praying  are  the  best  cures  in  the  world  for  these  violent 
*  passions. 

'  Isa.  On  my  conscience  I  should  want  neither  ;  if  the 
'  continual  sight  of  a  set  of  dirty  priests  would  not  bring 
'  me  to  abhor  mankind,  I  dare  swear  nothing  could.' 
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Old  Lar.  Good  morrow,  my  little  wagtail— ^my 
grasshopper,  my   butterfly.       Odso !  you  little  baggage, 

you  look  as  full  of as  full  of  love,  and  sport   and 

wantonness 1  wish  I  was  a  young  fellow  again 

Oh !  that  I  was  but  five  and  twenty  for  thy  sake. 
Where's  my  boy  ?  What,  has  not  he  been  with  you,  has 
not  he  serenaded  you  ? — Ods-heart  1  never  let  his  mother 
sleep  for  a  month  before  I  married  her. 

Isa.  Indeed ! 

out  Lar.  No,  Madam,  nor  for  a  month  afterwards 
neither.    The  young  fellows  of  this  age 
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mere    butterflies,     to    those    of    ours. Ods-heart,    I 

remember  the  time  when  I  could  have  taken  a  hop,  step, 
and  jump  over  the  steeple  of  N6tre  Dame. 

Beat.  I  fancy  the  sparks  of  your  age  had  wings.  Sir. 

Old  Lar.  Wings,  you  Uttle  baggage,   no but  they 

had — they  had  Umbs  like  elephants,  and  as  strong  they 
were  as  Samson,  and  as  swift  as — Why,  I  have  myself 
run  down  a  stag  in  a  fair  chase,  and  eat  him  afterwards 
for  my  dinner.  But  come,  where  is  my  old  neighbour, 
my  old  friend,  my  old  Jourdain  ? 

Isa.  At  his  devotions,  I  suppose ;  this  is  the  hour  he 
generally  employs  in  them. 

Old  Lar.  This  hour !  ay,  all  hours.  I  dare  swear  he 
spends  more  time  in  them  than  all  the  priests  in  Toulon. 
Well,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  wicked  as  long  as  he 
could  be  so ;  and  when  he  could  sin  no  longer,  why  he 
began  to  repent  that  he  had  sinned  at  all.  Oh !  there  is 
nothiug  so  devout  as  an  old  whoremaster. 

Beat.  I  fancy  then  it  will  be  shortly  time  for  yon  to 
think  of  it,  Sir  I 

Old  Lar.  Ay,   Madam,   about   some    thirty    or    forty 

years  hence  it  may Ods-heart !      I  am  but  in  the 

prime  of  my  years  yet :  '  And  if  it  was  not  for  a  saucy 
'  yonng  rascal,  who  looks  me  in  the  face  and  calls  me 
'  father,  might  make  a  very  good  figure  among  the 
*  beans.  But  though  I  am  not  so  yonng  in  years,  I  am 
'  in  constitution,  as  any  of  them ; '  and  I  don't  question 
but  to  Uve  to  see  a  son  and  a  great  grandson  both  born 
on  the  same  day. 

Isa.  You  will  excuse  this  lady,  Mr.  Laroon,  who  is 
going  to  retire  so  much  earlier 

Old  Lar.  Hetire ! Then  It  is  with  a  young  fellow, 

I  hope. 

Isa.  Tnto  a  cloister,  I  assure  you. 

Old  Lar.  A  cloister ! — ^Why,  Madam,  if  you    have  a 
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mind  to  hang  youreelf  at  the  year's  end,  would  it  not  be 
better  to  spend  your  time  in  matrimony  than  in  a 
nunnery  ?  Don't  let  a  set  of  rascally  priests  put  strange 
notions  in  your  head.  Take  my  word  for  it,  and  I  am  a 
very  honest  fellow,  there  are  no  raptures  worth  a  louse, 
but  those  in  the  arms  of  a  brisk  young  cavalier.  Of  all 
the  actions  of  my  youth,  there  are  none  I  reflect  on 
with  so  much  pleasure  as  having  burnt  half  a  dozen 
nunneries,  and  delivered  several  hundred  virgins  out  of 
captivity. 

Beat.  Oh !  villany !  unheard-of  villany ! 

Isa.  Unheard-of  till  this  moment,  I  dare  swear. 

Old  Lar.  Out  of  which  number  there  are  at  present 
nine  countesses,  three  duchesses,  and  a  queen,  who  owe 
their  liberty  and  their  promotion  to  this  arm. 


SCENE  m. 


OLD  LAHOON,  TOUNQ    LAROON,  ISABEL,  BEATHICE. 
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Old  Lar.  You    are    a    fine   spark,    truly,    to  let   your" 
father  visit  your  mistress  before  you — 'Sdeath  !  I  believe 
you  are  no    son  of  mine.     Where  have   you  been.  Sir  ? 
What  have  you  been  doing.  Sir,  hey  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Sir,  I  have  been  at  my  devotions. 

Old  Lar.  At  your  devotions !  nay,  then  you  are  ' 
son  of  mine,  that's  certain.  Is  not  this  the  shrine  you 
are  to  offer  up  at,  sirrah  ?  Is  not  here  the  altar  you  are 
to  officiate  at  ? — Sirrah  !  you  have  no  blood  of  mine  in 
you.  I  believe  you  are  the  bastard  of  some  travelling 
English  alderman,  and  must  have  come  into  the  world 
with  a  custard  in  your  mouth, 

Yo.  Lar.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  allow  my  excuse, 
though  the  old  gentleman  here  will  not. 
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Old  Lar.  Old  gentleman !  very  fine !  Sirrah  1  Pll 
convince  you  I  am  a  young  gentleman ;  I'll  many  to- 
night, and  make  you  a  brother  before  you  are  a  father  ; 
I'll  teach  you  to  thrust  him  out  of  the  world  that  thrust 
you  into  it. — Madam !  have  no  more  to  say  to  the 
ungracious  dog. 

Yo.  Lar.  That  will  be  a  sure  way  to  quit  all  obli- 
gations between  us ;  for  the  happiness  I  propose  in  this 
lady  is  the  chief  reason  why  I  should  thank  you  for 
bringing  me  into  the  world. 

Old  Lar.  What's  that  you  say,  Sir  ?  Say  that  again, 
Sir. 

Yo.  Lar.  I  was  only  thanking  you,  Sir,  for  desiring 
this  lady  to  take  from  me  all  I  esteem  on  earth. 

Old  Lar.  Well  enough  that !  I  begin  to  think  him  my 
own  again.  I  have  made  that  very  speech  to  half  the  ' 
women  in  Paris. 


SCENE  IV. 
To  them  MARTIN. 

Mart.  Peace  be  with  you  all,  good  people. 

Old  Lar.  Peace  cannot  stay  long  in  any  place  where 
a  priest  comes.  [Aside. 

Mart.  Daughter,  I  am  ready  to  receive  your  con- 
fession  

Old  Lar.  Ay,  ay,  she  has  a  fine  parcel  of  sinful 
thoughts  to  answer  for,  I  warrant  her. 

Mart.  Mr.  Laroon,  you  are  too  much  inclined  to 
slander,  I  must  reprove  you  for  it.  My  daughter's 
thoughts  are  as  pure  as  a  saint's. 

Old  Lar.  As  any  saint's  in  Christendom  within  a  day 
of  matrimony. 

TOL.   II.  LL 
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Mart.  Within  a  day  of  matrimony !  it  is  too  < 
have  not  yet  had  sufficient  time  to  prepare  her  mind  for 
that  solemn  sacrament. 

Old  Laroon.    Prepare  her    mind    for  a  young  fel 
prepare  your  mind  for  a  bishopric. 

Mart.  Sir,  there  are  ceremonies  requisite ;  I  shall  be 
as  expeditious  as  possible,  but  the  church  has  rnles. 

Old  Lar.  Sir,  you  may  be  as  expeditious  or  as  slow  as 
you  please,  but  I  will  not  have  my  boy  disappointed  of 
his  happiness,  one  day,  for  all  the  rules  in  Europe. 
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Mart.  I  shall  bring  this  haughtiness  to  a  penance  you 
may  not  like.  Well,  my  dear  daughter,  I  hope  your 
account  is  not  long.  You  have  not  many  articles  since 
our  last  reckoning. 

ha.  I  wish  you  do  not  think  it  so,  father.  First, 
telling  nine  lies  at  the  opera  the  other  night  to  Mr. 
Laroon ;  yesterday  talk'd  during  the  whole  mass  to  a 
young  cavalier,  [ffe  groans.]  Nay,  if  you  groan  already, 
I  shall  make  you  groan  more  before  I  have  done ;  last 
night  cheated  at  cards,  scandalized  three  of  my  ac- 
quaintance, went  to  bed  without  saying  my  prayers,  and 
dreamt  of  Mr.  Laroon. 

Mart.  Oh  ! Tell  me  the  particulars  of  that  dream. 

Tsa.  Nay,  father,  that  I  must  be  excus'd. 
'   Mart.  Modesty  at  confession  is  as  unseasonable  as  in 
bed;  and  your  mind  should  appear   as  naked   to   your 
confessor,  as  your  person  to  your  husband. 

Isa.    I   thought   he   embraced    me    with    the    utmost  | 
tenderness. 
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Mart.  But  were  you  pleased  therewith  ? 

ha.  You  know,  father,  a  lie  now  would  be  the 
greatest  of  sins.  I  was  not  displeased,  I  assure  you. 
But  I  have  often  heard  you  say,  there  is  no  sin  in  love. 

Mart.  No,  in  love  itself  there  is  not :  love  is  not 
Malum  in  se.  Nor  in  the  excess  is  there  sometimes 
any ;  but  then  it  must  be  rightly  placed,  must  be 
directed  to  a  proper  object.  The  love  a  daughter  bears 
her  confessor  is  no  doubt  not  only  innocent,  but 
extremely  laudable. 

ha.  Yes,  but  that — that  is  another  sort  of  love,  you 
know. 

Mai-t.  You  are  deceived ;  there  is  but  one  sort  of  love 
which  is  justifiable,  or,  indeed,  desirable. 

Tsa.  I  hope  my  love  for  Laroon  ia  that. 

Mart.  That  I  know  not,  I  wish  it  may :  however,  I 
have  some  dispute  as  yet  remaining  with  rae  concerning 
it ;  '  till  that  be  satisfied,  it  will  be  improper  for  you 
'  to  proceed  any  further  in  the  afiair.'  All  the  penance, 
therefore,  I  shall  enjoin  you  on  this  confession,  is  to 
defer  your  marriage  one  week ;  by  which  time  I  shall 
have  resolved  within  myself  whether  you  shall  marry 
him  at  all. 

ha.  Not  marry  him  at  all  ?  Sure,  father,  you  are 
not  in  earnest  ? 

Mart.  I  never  jest  on  these  occasions. 

ha.  What  reason  can  you  have  ? 

Mart.  My  reasons  may  not  be  so  ripe  for  your  ears 
at  present.  But,  perhaps,  better  things  are  designed 
for  you. 

ha.  A  fiddle  stick !  I  tell  you,  father,  better  things 
cannot  be  designed  for  me.  *  I  suppose  you  have  found 
*  out  some  old  fellow  with  twenty  hvres  a  year  more 
'  in  his  power ;  but  1  can  assure  you,  if  I  marry  not 
'  Laroon,  I'll  not  marry  any. 
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*  Mart.  Perhaps  you  are  not  designed  to  marry  any. 

*  Let  me  feel  your  pulse — ^Extremely  feverish. 

^  Isa.  You  are  enough  to  put  any  one  in  a  fever.     I 

*  was  to  have  been  married  to-morrow  to  a  pretty  fellow, 

*  and   now  I  must  defer  my  marriage,  till  you   have 

*  considered  whether  I  shall  marry  at  all  or  no.* 

Mart  Have  you  any  more  sins  to  confess  ? 

^ Isa.   Sins!    You  have  put  all  my  sins  out  of  my 

*  head,  I  think.' 

Mart.  Benedicite — [Crossing  himself.]  Daughter,  you 
shall  see  me  soon  again,  for  great  things  are  in  agita- 
tion :  at  present,  I  leave  you  to  your  prayers. 


SCENE    VI. 

ISABEL  alone. 

Sure  never  poor  maid  had  more  need  of  prayers :  but 
you  have  left  me  no  great  stomach  to  them.  Great 
things    are    in    agitation!     What    can    he    mean?    *It 

*  must  be   so — Some  old  liquorish  rogue,   with  a  title 
*or  a  larger  estate,  hath  a  mind  to  supplant  my  dear 

*  Laroon.' 


SCENE  VII. 


YOUNG    LAROON,    ISABEL. 


Yo.  Lar.  My  Isabel,  my  sweet ! — how  painfully  do 
I  count  each  tedious  hour,  till  I  can  call  you  mine  ! 

Isa.  Indeed,  you  are  like  to  count  many  more  tedious 
hours  than  you  imagine. 

Yo.  Lar.  Ha !    What  means  my  love  ? 

Isa.   I  would  not  have  your  wishes  too  impatient, 
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that's  all ;  but  if  you  will  wait  a  week,  j^ou  shall  know 
whether  I  intend  to  marry  you  or  not. 

Yo.  Lar.  And  is  this  possible  ?    Can  words  Uke  these 
fall  from  Isabel's  sweet  lips ;    can  she  be  false,  incon-  i 
stant,  perjur'd? 

Isa.  Oh,  do  not  discharge  such  a  volley  of  terrible 
names  upon  me  before  you  are  certain  I  deserve  them ; 
doubt  only  whether  I  can  be  obedient  to  my  confessor, 
and  guess  the  rest. 

Yo.  Lar.  Can  he  have  enjoined  you  to  be  perjured ; 
by  Heaven  it  would  be  sinful  to  obey  him. 

Isa.  Be  satisfied,  if  I  prevail  with  myself  to  obey 
him  in  this  week's  delay,  I  will  carry  my  obedience  no 
farther. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  Oh !  to  what  happiness  have  those  dear 
'  words  restor'd  me.  I  am  again  myself:  for  while  the 
'  possession  of  thee  is  sure,  though  distant,  there  is 
'  in  that  dear  hope  more  transport  than  any  other  actual 
'  enjoyment  can  afford. 

'  Isa.  Well,  adieu,  and  to  cram  you  quite  full  with 
'  hope  (since  you  like  the  food)  I  here  promise  you,  that 
'  the  commands  of  all  the  priests  in  France  shall  not 
'  force  me  to  marry  another.'  That  is,  Sir,  I  will  either 
marry  you  or  die  a  maid ;  and  I  have  no  violent  incli- 
nation to  the  latter,  on  the  word  of  a  virgin. 


SCENE  Tin. 

YOUNG   LAEOOK,  Solus. 

Whether  a  violent  hatred  to  my  father,  or  an  inordi- 
nate love  for  mischief,  hath  set  the  priest  on  this  affair, 
I  know  not.  Perhaps  it  is  the  former for  the  old  gen- 
tleman hath  the  happiness  of  being  universally  hated  by 
everj-  priest  in  Toulon. Let  a  man  abuse  a  physician. 
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he  makes  another  physician  his  friend ;  let  him  rail  at  a 
lawyer,  another  will  plead  his  cause  gratis ;  if  he  libel 
this  courtier,  that  courtier  receives  him  into  his  bosom : 
but  let  him  once  attack  a  hornet  or  a  priest,  the  whole 
nest  of  hornets,  and  the  whole  regiment  of  black-guards 
are  sure  to  be  upon  him. 


SCENE    IX. 


lack-guards    | 


OLD  LAROofJ,  laitghing,  young  labook. 

Yo.  Lar.  You  are  merry.  Sir. 

Old  Lar.  M.eTTj,  Sir !  Ay,  Sir !  I  am  merry,  Sir. 
Would  you  have  your  father  sad,  you  rascal  ?  Have 
you  a  mind  to  bury  him  in  his  youth  ? 

Yo.  Lai:  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  rather  wish  to  know  the 
happy  occasion  of  your  mirth. 

Old  Lar.  The  occasion  of  my  mirth.  Sir,  ia  the  saddest 
sight  that  ever  mortal  beheld. 

Yo.  Lar.  A  very  odd  occasion  indeed. 

Old  Lar.  Very  odd  truly.     It  is  the  sight  of  an 
honest  whoremaster  in  a  fit  of  despair,  and  a  damn'd 
rogue  of  a  priest  riding  him  to  the  devil. 

Yo.  Lar.  Ay,  Sir ;  but  I  have  seen  a  more  melan- 
choly sight. 

Old  Lar.  Ha  !  what  can  that  be  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  A  fine  young  lady  in  a  fit  of  love, 
priest  keeping  her  from  her  lover. 

Old  Lar.  How  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  The  explanation  of  which  la,  that  Father 
Martin  hath  put  off  our  match  for  a  week. 

Old  Lar.  Put  off  your  match  with  Isabel ! 

Yo.  Lar.  Even  so,  Sir. 

Old  Lar.  Well,  I  never  made  a  hole  in  a  gown  yet, 
I  never  have  tapped  a  priest :    but  if  I  don't  let 
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some  reverend  blood  before  the  sun  sets,  may  I  never 
Bee  hirn  rise  again.  I'll  carbonade  the  villain,  I'U  make 
a  ragout  for  the  devil's  supper  of  him. 

Yo.  Lar.  Let  me  intreat  you.  Sir,  to  do  nothing  rashly, 
as  long  as  I  am  safe  in  the  faith  of  ray  Isabel. 

Old  Lar.  I  tell  you,  sirrah,  no  man  is  safe  in  the 
faith  of  a  mistress,  no  one  is  secure  of  a  woman  till 
he  is  in  bed  with  her.  '  Had  there  been  any  security 
'  in  the  faith  of  a  mistress,  I  had  been  at  present  marT 
*ried  to  half  the  duchesses  in  France.'  I  no  more  rely 
on  what  a  woman  says  out  of  a  church,  than  on  what 
a  priest  says  in  it. 

*  Yo.  Lar.  Pardon  me,  Sir :  but  I  should  have  very 
'  little  appetite  to  marry  the  woman  whom  I  had  such 
'  an  opinion  of. 

'  Old  Lar.  You  had  an  opinion  of !  What  business 
'  have  you  to  have  any  opinion  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that 
'I  have  an  opinion  of  her,  that  is,  of  her  fortune. — But 
'  I  suppose  you  are  one  of  those  romantic,  whining  cox- 
'  combs,  tliat  are  in  love  with  a  woman  behind  her 
'  back : '  sirrah,  I  have  had  two  women  lawfully,  and 
two  thousand  unlawfully,  and  never  was  in  love  in 
my  Ufe. 

*  Yo.  Lar.  Well,  Sir,  then  I  am  happy,  that  we  both 
'  agree  in  the  same  person ;  I  like  the  woman,  and  youi 
'  her  fortune. 

'  Old  Lar.  Yes,  you  dog,  and  I'd  have  you  secure  her. 
'  as  soon  as  you  can :  for  if  a  greater  fortune  should  be 

'  found  out  in  Toulon,  I'd  make  you  marry  her.' So 

go  find  out  your  mistress,  and  stick  close  to  her,  and  I'll 
go  seek  the  priest,  whom,  if  I  can  find,  I  will  stick  ckwe 
to  with  a  vengeance. 
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SCENE  X.     Another  Apartment. 

JOUBDAIN,    UABTIN. 

Jourd.  Alas !  father,  there  is  one  sin  sticks  by  me 
more  than  any  I  have  confessed  to  you.  It  is  so  enor- 
mous a  one,  my  shame  hath  prevented  me  discovering  it 
1  have  often  concealed  my  crimes  from  my  confessor. 

Mart.  That  is  a  damnable  sin  indeed.  It  seemeth  to 
argue  a  distrust  of  the  church,  the  greatest  of  all  crimes ; 
a  sin  I  fear  the  church  cannot  forgive. 

Jourd.  Oh  I  say  not  so,  father  1 

Mart.  I  should  have  said,  will  not,  or  not  without 
difficulty  ;  for  the  church  can  do  all  things. 

Jourd.  That  is  some  comfort  again. 

Mart.  I  hope,  however,  though  you  have  not  confessed 
them,  you  have  not  forgotten  them ;  for  they  must  be 
confessed  before  they  can  be  forgiven. 

Jourd.  I  hope  I  shall  recoUeet  them,  they  are  a  black 

roll 1  remember  I  was  once  the  occasion  of  mining 

a  woman's  reputation  bj'  shewing  a  letter  from  her. 

Mart.  If  you  had  shewn  it  to  the  priest,  it  had  been  no 
fault. 

Jourd.  Alas!  Sir,  I  wrote  the  letter  to  myself,  and 
thus  traduced  the  innocent.  I  afterwards  commanded  a 
company  of  grenadiers  at  the  taking  of  a  town,  where  I 
knocked  a  poor  old  gentleman  on  the  head  for  the  sake 
of  his  money,  and  ravished  his  daughter.  "" ' 

Marl.  These  are  crying  sins  indeed. 

Jourd.  At    the    same  time  I  robbed  a  Jesuit  of 
pistoles. 

Mart.  Oh  !  damnable !     Oh !  execrable ! 

Jourd.  'Good  father,  have  patience;  I  once  borrow 
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'  five  hundred  livres  of  an  honest  citizen  in  Paris,  and 
*  repaid  him  by  lying  with  his  wife :  and  what  sita 
'  nearest  my  heart,  was  forc'd  to  pay  a  young  cavalier 
'  the  same  sura,  by  suffering  him  to  lie  with  mine. 

'Mart.  Oh! 

'  Jourd.  And  yet  what  are  these  to  what  I  have  done 
'since  I  commenced  merchant?  What  have  I  not  done 
'  to  get  a  penny  ?  I  insured  a  ship  for  a  great  value, 
'  and  then  cast  it  away ;'  I  broke  when  I  was  worth  a 
hundred  thousand  livres,  and  went  over  to  London.  I 
settled  there,  renounced  my  rehgion,  and  was  made  a 
justice  of  peace. 

Mart.  Oh!  that  seat  of  heresy  and  damnation!  that 
whore  of  Babylon  ! 

Jourd.  With  the  whores  of  Babylon  did  I  unite :  I 
protected  them  from  justice  :  gaming-houses  and  bawdy- 
houses  did  I  hcense,  nay,  and  frequent  too :  I  never 
punished  any  vice  but  poverty  :  for  oh  !  I  dread  to  name 
it,  I  once  committed  a  priest  to  Newgate  for  picking 
pockets. 

Mart.  Oh !  monstrous !  horrible  !  dreadful !  I'll  hear 
no  more.     Thou  art  damn'd  without  reprieve. 

Jourd.  Take  pity,  father,  take  pity  on  a  penitent. 

Mart.  Pity!  the  church  abhors  it.  'Twere  mercy  to 
such  a  wretch  to  pray  him  into  Purgatory. 

Jourd.  I'll  give  all  my  estates  to  the  church,  I'll  found 
monasteries,  I'll  build  abbiea. 

Mart.  All  will  not  do,  ten  thousand  masses  will  not 
deliver  you. 

Jourd.  Was  ever  such  a  miserable  wretch  ? 

Mart.  Thou  hast  sins  enough  to  damn  thy  whole 
family.  Monstrous  impiety!  to  lift  up  the  hand  of 
justice  against  the  church. 

Jourd.  Oh  speak  some  comfort  to  me  :  will  no  penance  i 
expiate  my  crime  ?  J 
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Mart.  It  is  too  grievous  for  a  single  penance  ;  go  settle 
your  estate  on  the  church,  and  send  your  daughter  to  a 
nunnery,  her  prayers  will  avail  more  than  yours : 
Heaven  hears  the  young  and  innocent  with  pleasure.  I 
will,  myself,  say  four  masses  a  day  for  you ;  and  all 
these,  I  hope,  will  purchase  your  forgiveness ;  at  least 
your  stay  in  purgatory  will  be  short. 

Jourd.  My  daughter  I  she  ie  to  be  married  to-morrojF, 
and  I  shall  never  prevail  on  her. 

Mart.  You  must  force  her.     Your  all  depends  on  il 

Jourd.  But  I  have  already  sworn  I  will  not  force  hi 

Mart.  The  church  absolves  you  from  that  oath,  and  it 

were  now  impiety  to  keep  it.     Go,  lose  not  a  moment, 

see  her  entered  with  the  utmost  expedition ;  she  naay  put 

it  out  of  your  power. 

Jourd.  What  a  poor  miserable  wretch  am  I ! 


TOW^I 


s 

is  OJL-SUCh 


MABTIN,  sollia. 

■^      Thou  art  a  miserable  wretch  indeed  !  and  it  is  op. 

^miserable  wretches  depends  our  power:  that  sliperstition' 
which  tears  thy  bowels  feeds  ours.  This  nunnery  is  a 
masterpiece ;  let  me  but  once  shut  up  my  dear  Isabel 
from  every  other  man,  and  the  warmth  of  her  constitu- 
tion may  be  my  very  powerful  friend.  How  far  am  I 
got  already  from  the  very  brink  of  despair  by  the  despair 
of  this  old  fool.  ,  Superstition,  I  adore  thee. 
/  Thou  handle  to  the  cheated  layman's 
,  By  which  in  fetters  priestcraft  leads  r 


thee.  ^J 

an's  mind,  ^^^| 

ids  mankind.      ^^^| 
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ACT  n.— SCENE  I. 


JOUaDAlN,   ISABEL. 


Have  you  no  compaaBion  for  your  father,  for  him  that 
gave  you  being  ?  Could  you  bear  to  hear  me  howl  in 
Purgatory  ? 

Isa.  Lud  !  papa  I  Do  you  think  your  putting  me  into 
Purgatory  in  this  world  will  save  you  from  Purgatory  in 
the  next  P  '  If  you  have  any  sins,  you  must  repent  of 
'  them  yourself ;  for  I  give  you  ray  word,  I  have  enough 
'  to  do  to  repent  of  my  own. 

'  Jourd.  Tou  will  soon  wipe  off  that  score,  and  will  be 
'  then  in  a  place  where  you  cannot  contract  a  new  one. 

'  Isa.  Indeed,  Sir,  to  shut  a  woman  out  from  sin  is  not 
'  so  easy.  But,  dear  Sir,  how  can  it  enter  into  your 
'  head,  that  my  penance  can  be  acceptable  for  your  sin  ?' 
Take  my  word,  one  week's  fasting  will  be  of  more  service 
to  you  than  this  long  fast  you  would  enjoin  me. 

Jourd.  Alas !  child,  if  fasting  would  do,  I  am  sure  I 
have  not  been  wanting  to  my  duty  ;  I  have  fasted  till  I 
am  almost  worn  away  to  nothing ;  I  have  almost  fasted 
myself  into  Purgatory,  while  I  was  fasting  myself  out  of 


ha.  But  whence  comes  all  this  apprehension  of  your 
danger  P 

Jourd.  Wlience  should  it  come,  but  from  the  church. 

ha.  Oh  !  Sir,  I  have  thought  of  the  most  lucky  thing. 
You  know  my  cousin  Beatrice  is  just  going  into  a 
nunnery,  and  she  will  pray  for  you  as  much  as  you  would 
have  her. 
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Jmird.  Trifle  not  with,  so  serious  a  concern.  No 
prayers  but  yours  will  ever  do  me  good. 

Jsa.  Then  you  shall  have   them  any  where   but  in  jb-i 
nunnery.  ■■ 

Jourd.  They  must  be  there  too.  ^P 

Isa.  That  will  be  impossible;  for  if  I  was  there,  instead 
of  praying  you  out  of  Purgatory,  my  prayers  would  be 
all  bent  to  pray  myself  out  of  the  nunnery  again. 


OLD   LAHOOX,    JOURDAIS,    ISABEL. 


m.  I 

>n's  match  I    I 


Old  Lnr.  A  dog,  a  villain,   put  off  my  son' 
Mr.  Jourdain,  your  servant ;  will  you  suffer  a  rogue  of 
a  Jesuit  to  defer  your  daughter's  marriage  a  whole  week  ? 

Jourd.  I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Laroon,  for  the  disappoint- 
ment, but  her  marriage  will  be  deferred  longer  than  that, 

Old  Lar.  How,  Sir  ? 

Jourd.  She  is  intended   for  another   marriage.  Sir;' 
much  better  match. 

Old  Lar.  A  much  better  match ! 

ha.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  to  be  sent  to  a  nunnery,  to  pray 
my  father  out  of  Purgatory. 

Okl  Lar.  Ohl  Ho! — We'll  make  that  matter  very 
easy :  he  shall  have  no  fear  of  Purgatory ;  for  I'll  send 
him  to  the  devil  this  moment.    Come,  Sir,  draw,  draw 

Jourd.  Draw  what,  Sir  ? 

Old  Lar.  Draw  your  sword.  Sir. 

Jourd.  Alas,  Sir,  I  have  long  since  done  with  swords ; 
I  have  broken  ray  sword  long  since. 

Old  Lar.  Then  I  shall  break  your  head,  you  old  rogue. 

Jourd.  Heyday you  are  mad  ;  what's  the  matter  ? 

Old  Lar.  Oh !  no  matter,  no  matter ;  you  have  used 
me  ill,  and  you  are  a  son  of  a  whore,  that's  all. 
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Jourd.  I  would  not,  Mr.  Laroon,  have  my  conscience 
accuse  me  of  using  you  ill :  I  would  not  have  preferred 
any  earthly  match  to  your  son,  but  if  heaven  requires 
her 

Old  Lar.  I  shall  run  mad. 

Jourd.  I  hope  my  daughter  has  grace  enough  to  make 
an  atonement  for  her  father's  sins. 

Old  Lar.  And  so  you  would  atone  for  all  your  former 
rogueries  by  a  greater,  by  perverting  the  design  of  nature ! 
Was  this  girl  intended  for  praying  ?  Harkye,  old  gen- 
tleman, let  the  young  couple  together,  and  they'll  sacrifice 
their  first  fruits  to  the  church. 

Jourd.  It  is  impossible. 

Old  Lar.  Well,  Sir,  then  I  shall  attempt  to  persuade 
you  no  longer;  so,  Sir,  I  desire  you  would  fetch  your 
sword. 


SCENE  m. 

Touso  LAROON  in  fl  Friar  s  haUt,  old  lakoon,  jourdalv. 

Yo.  Lar.  Let  peace  be  in  this  house Where  is  the 

sinner  Jourdain  ? 

Jourd.  Here  is  the  miserable  wretch. 

Old  Lar.  Death  and  the  devil,  another  priest. 

Yo.  Lar.  Then  know  I  am  thy  friend,  and  am  come  to 
save  thee  from  destruction. 

Old  Lar.  That's  likely  enough. 

Yo.  Lar.  St.  Francis,  the  patron  of  our  onler,  hath 
sent  me  on  this  journey,  to  caution  tliee,  that  thou  may 
not  suffer  thy  sinful  daughter  to  profane  the  holy  veil. 
Such  was,  it  seems,  thy  purpose ;  but  the  perdition  that 
would  have  attended  it,  I  dread  to  think  on.  Eejoice, 
therefore,  and  prostrate  thyself  at  the  shrine  of  a  saint. 
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who  has  not  only  sent  thee  this  caution,  but  does  himself 
intercede  for  all  thy  sins. 

Old  Lar.  Agad  1  and  St.  Francis  is  a  very  honest 
fellow,  and  thou  art  the  first  priest  that  ever  I  lik'd  in 
my  whole  life. 

Jourd.  St.  Francis  honours  me  too  much.  I  shall  try 
to  deserve  the  favour  of  that  saint.  But  wherefore  is  my 
daughter  denied  the  holy  veil  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Your  daughter,  1  am  concerned  to  say  it,  is 
now  with  child  by  a  young  gentleman,  one  Mr.  Laroon. 

Jourd.  Oh,  Heavens ! 

Old  Lar.  What's  that  you  say,  Sir,  because  I  thought 
I  heard  somewhat  of  a  damn'd  lie  come  out  of  your 
mouth. 

Yo.  Lot.  Sir,  it  is  St.  Francis  speaks  within  me,  and 
he  cannot  be  mistaken. 

Old  Lar.  I  can  tell  you.  Sir,  if  that  young  gentleman 
had  heard  you,  he  would  certainly  have  thrashed  St. 
Francis  out  of  you. 

Yo.  Lar.  Sir,  you  have  nothing   to   do  now    but 
prepare  the  match  with  the  utmost  expedition. 

Old  Lar.  This  St.  Francis  must  lie,  or  the  boy  would 
not  be  so  eager  upon  the  affair :  no  one  is  ever  eager  to 
sign  articles  when  they  have  entered  the  town. — Well, 
Master  Jourdain,  if  the  young  dog  has  tripp'd  up  your 
daughter's  heels  in  an  unlawful  way,  as  St.  Francis  says, 
why  he  shall  make  her  amends  and — and  do  it  in  a  lawful 
one.  So  I'U  go  see  for  my  son,  while  you  go  and  comfort 
the  poor  chicken  that  is  pining  for  fear  of  a  nunnery — 
Ods-heart,  it  would  be  very  hard  indeed,  when  a  girl  has 
once  had  her  belly  full,  that  she  must  fast  all  her  life 
afterwards. 

Yo.  Lar.  I  have  delivered  my  commission,  and  shall 

now   return    to    my  convent Farewell,   and   return 

thanks  to  St.  Francis. 
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Jourd.  Oh !   St.  Francis  I   St.  Francis !     What  a  mer- 
ciful Saint  art  thou  I 

[Here  begins  the  Second  Act,  as  it  is  now  play'd."] 


SCENE  IV.     Anothei-  Apartment. 


MABTIN,    ISABEL. 

Mart.  Indeed,  child,  there  are  pleasures  in  a  retired 
life,  which  you  are  entirely  ignorant  of.  Nay,  there  are 
indulgences  granted  to  people  in  that  state  which  would 
be  sinful  out  of  it.     '  And,  perhaps,  the  same  liberties 

*  are  permitted  them  with  one  person,  which  are  deny'd 

*  them  with  another.'     Come,  put  on  a  cheerful  counte- 
nance, you  don't  know  what  you  are  design 'd  for. 

Isa.  No,  but  I  know  what  I  am  not  design 'd  for. 

Mart.  Let  me  feel  your  pulse. 

Isa.  You  are  a  physician  as  well  as  a  priest,  I  suppose. 

Mart.  Have  you  never  any  odd  dreams  ? 

Isa.  No. 

Mart.  Do  you  never  find  any  strange  emotions  ? 

Isa.  No.     None  but  what  I  believe  are  very  natural. 

Mart.  Strange  that Did  you  never  see  me  in  your 

sleep  ? 

Isa.  I  never  dream  of  a  priest,  I  assure  you. 

Mart.  Nay,  nay;  be  candid,  confess,  perhaps  there  may 
be  nothing  so  sinful  in  it.  We  cannot  help  what  we  are 
design'd  for.  *  We  are  only  passive,  and  the  sin  lies  not 
'  at  our  doors.  While  you  are  only  passive,  I'll  answer 
'  for  your  sins.' 

Isa.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mart.  That  you  must  not  yet  know Great  things 

are   design'd  for  you,   very   great   things  are    design'd  J 
for  you. 


I  ma; 

I  the 
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Isa.  (Hum !    I  begin  to  guess  what  is  deaign'd  for  me.) 

[Aside. 

'  Mart.  Those  eyes  have  a  fire  in  them  that  scarce 

'  seems  mortal. — Come  hither give  me  a  kiss ha! 

*  there  is  a  sweetness  in  that  breath  like  what  I  have 
'  read  of  Ambrosia.  That  bosom  heaves  like  those 
'  priestesses  of  old,  when  big  with  inspiration. 

'  Isa.  (Hoity-toity    Are  you  thereabouts,   good 

'father?')  [Aside. 

Mart.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  dear  daughter,  let  me 
give  thee  joy  of  such  promotion,  such  happiness  as  will 
attend  you. 

Isa.  I'll  try  this  reverend  gentleman  his  own  way. 

[Aside. 

Mart.  You  must  resign  yourself  up  to  my  will,  you 
must  be  passive  in  all  things. 

Isa.  Oh  !  let  me  thus  beg  pardon  on  my  knees,  for  an 
offence  which  modesty  occasioned. 

Mart.  Ha !  speak. 

Isa.  Oh !  I  see  it  is  in  vain  to  hide  my  secrets  from 
you.  What  need  have  I  to  confess  what  you  already 
know? 

Mart.  Confession  was  intended  for  the  sake  of  the 
penitent,  not  the  confessor :  for  to  the  church  all  things 
are  revealed. 

Isa.  Oh !  then    I  had   a  dream I   dreamt I 

dreamt oh !  I  can  never  tell  you  what  I  dreamt. 

'  Mart.  Horrible  1 

*  Isa.  I  dreamt 1  dreamt 1  dreamt' 

Mart.  Oh !  the  strength  of  sin  I 

Isa.  I  dreamt  I  was  brought  to  bed  of  the  pope. 

Mart.  The  very  happiness  I  meant ;  let  me  embrace 
you,  let  me  kiss  you,  my  dear  daughter:   henceforth  you 

may  defy  Purgatory the  mother  of  a  pope  was  never 

there. 
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Isa.  But  how  can  that  be,  when  I  am  to  be  a  nun, 
father? 

Mart.  Leave  the  means  to  me.  Learn  only  to  be 
passive,  the  church  will  work  the  rest.  A  pope  is  always 
the  son  of  a  nun.  Go  you  to  your  chamber,  wash 
yourself,  then  pray  devoutly,  shut  every  ray  of  light 
out,  leave  open  the  door,  and  expect  the  consequence. 

Isa.  Father,  I  shall  be  obedient — Oh  I  the  villain! 

Mart.  Be  passive  and  be  happy. 


SCENE  V. 

JOURDAliS,    MARTIN,    ISABEL. 

Mart.  Why  this  unseasonable  interruption,  while  your 
daughter  is  at  confession  ? 

Jourd.  Oh,  father,  I  have  brought  you  news  will  make 
you  happy,  will  rejoice  your  poor  heart.  My  daughter 
is  redeemed. 

Mart.    Out  of  Purgatory vain    man !    dost    thou 

think  to  inform  the  church  ? 

Jourd.  I  suppose  St.  Francis  has  been  beforehand 
with  me.  Indeed  I  should  have  imagined  that  before ; 
for  we  seldom  hear  any  thing  from  the  saints,  but 
through  the  mouth  of  a  priest. 

Mart.  (What  does  he  mean  ?)  [Aside. 

Jourd.  Well,  daughter,  the  thoughts  of  a  nunnery  now 
give  you  no  uneasiness. 

Mart.  No,  no,  she  is  perfectly  reconciled  to  it,  and  I 
am  confident,  would  not  quit  the  nunnery  for  the  bed 
of  a  prince. 

Jourd.  Ha !  would  not  quit  the  nunnery.  Heaven 
forbid. 

Mart.  How !  you  are  not  mad ! 

VOL.  11.  B  a 
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Jourd.  Unless  with  joy.  I  thought  you  had  known 
that  I  have  received  an  order  from  St.  Francis  to  marry 
my  daughter  immediately. 

Mart.  '  Oh !  folly ! '  to  marry  her  immediately ;  why 
ay,  to  marry  her  to  the  church,  St.  Francis  means. 
You  see  into  what  errors  the  laity  run,  when  they  go 
without  the  leading-strings  of  the  church,  '  and  would 
'  interpret  for  themselves  what  they  know  nothing  of.' 

Isa.  m  take  this  opportunity  to  steal  off,  and  commu- 
nicate a  design  of  mine  to  young  Laroon,  which  may 
draw  this  priest  into  a  snare  he  little  dreams  of,       [^Aaidt. 

Jourd.  But  I  cannot  see  how  that  should  be  St. 
Francis's  meaning ;  for  though  my  daughter  may  be 
married  to  the  church  in  a  figurative  sense,  sure  she 
cannot  be  with  child  by  the  church  in  a  literal  one. 

Mart.  I  see  the  business  now,  unhappy  man  1  I  was 
in  hopes  to  have  prevented  this — Exorcizo  te.  Exorcize 
te,  Satan.  Ton  Dapamibominos  prosepke  podaa  ocm 
Achilleus. 

Jourd.  Bless  us,  what  mean  you  ? 

Mart.  You  are  possessed ;  the  devil  has  taken  pos- 
session of  you ;  he  is  now  within  you,  I  saw  him  just 
now  look  out  of  your  eyea. 

Jourd.  0  miserable  wretch  that  I  am. 


r 
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OLD  LAROON,  YOUNG  LABOON,  JOORDAIN,  MAHTIN. 


Old  Lar.    Mr.  Jourdain,  your  servant.     Where  is  i 
daughter-in-law[?      I'll   warrant    she    will   easily   forgive 
one  day's  forwarding  the  match.     Odso,  it's  an  error  el 
the  right  side. 
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Jourd.  Talk  not  to  me  of  my  daughter,  I  am  posseBsed, 
I  am  possessed. 

Old  Lar.  Possessed — what  the  Devil  are  you  possessed 
with? 

Jourd.  I  am  possessed  with  the  Devil. 

Old  Lar.  You  are  possess'd  with  a  priest,  and  that's 
worse.  Come,  let's  have  the  wedding,  and,  at  night, 
we'll  drive  the  devil  out  of  you  with  a  fiddle.  The  Devil 
is  a  great  lover  of  music.  I  have  known  half  a  dozen 
devils  dance  out  of  a  man's  mouth  at  the  tuning  a  violin, 
then  present  the  company  with  a  hornpipe,  and  80  dance 
a  jig  through  the  keyhole. 

Mart.  Thou  art  the  Devil's  son ;  for  he  is  the  father 
of  liars. 

Old  Lar.  Thou  art  the  Devil's  footman,  and  wearest 
his  proper  Uvery. 

Jourd.  Fie  upon  you,  Mr.  Laroon  ;  fie  upou  you. 

Mart.  Mr.  Laroon !  O  surprising  effect  of  possession). 
Here  is  nobody. 

Jourd.  Can  I  not  believe  my  eyes ! 

Mart.  Can  you  not!  no— you  are  to  believe  mine. 
The  eyes  of  the  laity  may  err,  the  eyes  of  a  priest  cannot, 

Jourd.  And  do  not  I  see  Mr.  Laroon  and  his  son  ? 

Mart.  You  see  neither.  It  is  the  spirit  within  you 
that  represents  to  your  eyes  and  ears  what  objects  it 
pleases. 

Jourd.  Oh  !  miserable  wretch. 

Old  Lar.  Agad  I'll  try  whether  I  am  nobody  or  no, 
and  whether  I  cannot  make  this  priest  sensible  that  I 
am  somebody. 

Yd.  Lar.  For  Heaven's  sake,  Sir,  consider  the  con- 
sequence. 

Old  Lar.  Consequence  I  do  you  think  I'll  suffer  a 
rascal  to  prove  me  nothing  at  aU  to  my  face  ?  •  r  - 

Jourd.  And  is  it  possible  all  this  is  a  vision  ?  \'..  ■„■  j 

B   B   3  I 
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Mart.  Retire  to  rest — While  I,  by  the  force  and  battery 
of  prayer,  expel  this  dreadful  guest. 
Jourd.  Oh !  what  a  miserable  wretch  am  I ! 


OLD   LABOON,  YOUNG   LAHOOS,    MAETIX. 
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Old  Lar.  Harkye,  Sir,  will  you  please  to  tell  me 
what  this  great  impudence  of  yours  means,  and  what  you 
intend  by  annihilating  me  ? 

Mart.  It  were  happy  for  such  sinners  that  they  could 
be  annihilated ;  '  It  were  worth  you  two  hundred  thou- 
*  sand  masses,  take  my  word  for  it. 

*  Old  Lar.  It  were  happy  for  such  rascals  as  you, 
■*  sirrah,  that  all  honesty  was  annihilated. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  But  pray,  father,  what  reasons  have  you 
"  for  preventing  my  match  with  Isabel  ? 

'  Mart.  Eeasons,  young  gentleman,  that  are  not  proper 
'  for  your  ears.  Isabel  is  intended  for  a  better  bride- 
'  groom  than  you. 

*  Old  Lar.  How,  sirrah !  how !  do  you  disparage  my 
'  son ;  do  you  run  down  my  boy  ? '  Harkye,  either  make 
up  affairs  between  them  immediately,  exert  thyself  in 
thy  proper  office,  and  hold  the  door,  or  I'll  blow  up  thy 
convent ;  I'll  burn  your  garrison,  and  disband  such  a  set 
of  bla(;k  locusts,  as  shall  rob  and  pillage  all  Toulon. 

Mart.  I  contemn  thy  threats.  The  saints  defend  their 
ministers. 

Old  Lar.  The  sfunts  defend  their  ministers  1  the  laws 
defend  them :  St.  Wheel,  and  St.  Prison,  and  St.  Gibbet, 
and  St.  Fagot ;  these  are  the  saints  that  defend  you.  If 
you  had  no  defence  but  from  the  saints  in  the  other 
world,  you'd  few  of  you  stay  long  in  this.     If  you  had 
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no  other  arms  than  your  beads,  you'd  have  shortly  no 
other  food. 

Mart.  Oh  slanderous!  Oh  impious  1  some  judgment 
cannot  be  far  off. 

Old  Lar.  When  a  priest  is  bo  near — sirrah ! 

SCENE  vm. 

ISABEL,  to  them. 

Mart.  Daughter,  fly  from  this  wicked  place  ;  the  breatE 
of  sin  has  infected  it,  '  and  two  gallons  of  holy  water  will 
'scarce  purify  the  air.' 

ha.  Oh!  Heavens!  what's  the  matter,  father  ? 

Old  Lar.  Why,  the  matter  is,  this  gentleman  in  black 
here,  for  reasons  best  known  to  himself,  and  another  gen- 
tleman in  black,  has  thought  fit  to  forbid  your  marriage. 

Isa.  What  the  saints  please. 

Old  Lar.  Hoity-toity,  what,  has  he  filled  your  head 
with  the  saints  too. 

Isa.  Oh  Sir  !  I  have  had  such  dreams. 

Old  Lar.  Dreams  !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  the  devil's  in  it,  if  a 
girl  just  going  to  be  married  should  not  liave  dreams. 
But  they  were  dreams  the  saints  had  nothing  to  do  with, 
I  warrant  you. 

'  Tsa.    Such  visions  of  saints  appearing   to  me,  and 

*  advising  me  to  a  nunnery. 

'  Old  Lar.  Impossible  !  impossible  1  for  I  have  had 
'  visions  too :  I  have  been  ordered  by  half  a  dozen 
'  saints  to  see  you  married  with  the  utmost  expedition ; 
*and  a  very  honest  saint,  whose  name  I  forgot,  came 

*  to  me  about  an  hour  ago,  and  swore  heartily  if  you 
'  were  not  married  within  this  week,  he'd  lead  you  to 

*  purgatory  in  a  fortnight. 

'  Mart.  Oh  !  grievous  ! 


snr. 
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f  *  Isd.  Can  there  be  such  contradictions  ? 

'  Old  Lar.  Pshaw !  pshaw !  Yours  was  a  dj-eam,  and 
•«o  to  be  understood  backwards;  mine,  a  true,  vision, 
'  therefore  to  be  believed.  Why,  child,  I  have  been  a 
'  famous  seer  of  visions  in  my  time.     Would  you  believe 

*  it  ?     While  I  was  in  the  army,  there  never  was  a  battle, 
'  but  I  saw  it  some  time  before  hand.     I  have  had  an 

*  intimate  familiarity  with  the  saints,  I  know  them  all: 
'  there  is  not  one  of  them  could  be  capable  of  saying 

*  such  a  thing.' 

Isa.  Oh !  Sir,  I  saw,  and  heard,  and  must  believe  ;  for 
none  but  the  church  can  contradict  our  senses. 

Old  Lar.  So,  so !  the  distemper's  hereditary,  I  find : 
the  daughter  is  as  full  of  the  church  as  the  father.  Come 
away,  son,  come  away  :  I  would  not  have  thee  marry  into 
such  a  family ;  I  should  be  grandfather  to  a  race  of 
greasy  priests.  'Sdeath !  this  girl  will  be  brought  to  bed 
of  a  pope  one  day  or  other. 

Isa.  'Tis  out,  'tis  out. 

Mart.  Oh  !  prodigious  !  that  such  a  saint  should  pro- 
phesy truth  through  those  lips,  whence  the  devU  has 
been  thundering  so  many  lies. 

Old  Lar.  What  truth.  Sir  ?  what  truth  ? 

Isa.  Oh !  Sir,  the  blessing  you  mentioned  has  ' 
promised  me !  I  am  to  give  a  pope  to  the  world. 
'  Old  Lar.  Are  you  so,  Madam?  He  shall  have  no 
blood  of  mine  in  him :  I'm  resolv'd  I'll  never  ask- 
blessings  of  a  grandson.  Come  away.  Jack,  come 
away,  I  say ;  let  us  leave  the  devil's  son,  and  the 
pope's  mother  together. 

-    Ya.  Lar.    Remember,  my   Isabel,   I    only   live   in  the 
hopes,  of  seeing  you  mine. 


1  pro- 
il  ha^ 
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MARTIN,    ISABEL. 


Mart.  It  were  better  thou  shou'dst  howl  in  Purgatory 
ten  thousand  years,  than  ever  see  that  day.  Oh  1  that 
we  had  but  an  inquisition  in  France.  Burning  four  or 
five  hundred  such  fellows  in  a  morning,  would  be  the 
best  way  of  deterring  others.  Keligion  loves  to  warm 
itself  at  the  fire  of  a  heretic. 

Jsa.  Fire  is  as  necessary  to  keep  our  minds  warm  as 
our  bodies,  father :  and  '  burning  a  heretic  is  really  a 
'  very  great  service  done  to  himself ;  a  fagot  is  a  purge 
'  for  a  sick  soul,  and  a  heretic  is  obliged  to  the  priest 
'who  applies  it.' 

Mart.  There  spoke  the  spirit  of  zeal :  let  me  embrace 
thee,  my  little  saint ;    for  such  thou  wilt  be,  let  me  kiss 

thee  with  the  pure  affection  of  a  confessor Ha  !    there 

is  something  divine  in  these  lii)S,  let  me  taste  them  again ; 
are  you  sure  you  have  drank  no  holy  water  this  morning? 

Isa.  None,  upon  my  word. 

Mart.  Let  me  smell  a  third  time.  There.  Numero 
Deus  impare  gaudet.  Depend  on  it,  child,  very  great 
happiness  will  attend  you.  But  be  sure  to  observe  my 
directions  in  every  thing. 

ha.  I  shall,  father.  I  did  as  you  commanded  me  this 
morning. 

Mart.  Well,  and  did  you  perceive  any  great  alterations 
in  yourself?  any  extraordinary  emotion? 

ha.  I  cannot  say  I  did. 

Mart.  Hum !  Spirits  have  their  own  times  of  opera- 
tion; which  must  be  diligently  watch 'd  for.  'Perhaps 
'  your  good  genius  was  at  that  time  otherwise  employ'd. 
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'  Repeat  the  ceremony  often,  and  my  life  on  the  Buccesw.' 
Let  me  see.  about  an  hour  hence  will  be  a  very  good 
season.  Be  ready  to  receive  him,  and,  I  firmly  believe, 
the  spirit  will  come  to  you. 

Isa.  Oh  lud  !  father,  I  shall  be  frighted  out  of  my  wits 
at  the  sight  of  a  spirit. 

Mart.  You  will  see  nothing  frightful,  take  my  word 
for  it. 

lea.  I  hope  he  won't  appear  in  any  horrible  shape. 

Mart.  Hum That  is  to  be  averted  by  Ave  Maries. 

As  this  is  a  very  spirit,  I  dare  say  you  may  prevail  on 
him  to  take  what  shape  you  please.  Perhaps  your 
father ;  or  if  you  cannot  prevail  for  a  layman,  I  dare 
swear  you  may  at  least  pray  him  into  the  shape  of  your 
confessor  :  and  though  I  must  suffer  pain  on  that  account 
I  am  ready  to  undergo  it  for  your  service. 

Isa.  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  my  dear  father ;  I'll 
prepare  myself  for  this  vast  happiness,  and  nothing  shall 
be  wanting  on  my  part,  I  assure  you. 

Mart.  And  if  any  thing  be  wanting  on  mine,  may  I 
never  say  mass  again,  or  never  be  paid  for  masses  I  have 
not  said.     '  Either  this  girl  has  extraordinary  simplicity, 

*  or,  what  is  more  likely,  extraordinary  cunning ;  she 
'  does  not  seem  averse  to  my  kisses.  Wliy  should  I  not 
'  imagine  she  sees  and  approves  of  my  design  ?  Well, 
'  I'll  say  this  for  the  sex ;  let  a  man  but  invent  any 
'  excuse  for  the  sin,  and  they  are  all  ready  to  underti 

•  it.'    How  happy  is  a  priest, 

Who  can  the  blushing  maid's  resistance  smother, 
With  sin  in  one  hand,  pardon  in  the  other. 
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ACT  in.— SCENE  I. 
Scene,  Isabel's  Apartment. 

TOUKG   LABOON«   ISABEL. 

YOUNG  LASOON. 

Peedition  seize  the  villain;  may  all  the  torments  of 
twenty  inquisitions  rack  his  soul ! 

Isa.  Act  your  part  well,  and  we  shall  not  want  his  own 
weapons  against  him. 

Yo.  Lai:  Sure  it  is  impossible  he  can  intend  it — 

I^a.  Shall  I  make  the  esperiment  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  I  shall  never  be  able  to  forbear  murdering 
him. 

Isa.  You  shall  promise  not  to  commit  any  violence, 
you  know  too  well  what  will  be  the  consequence  of  that. 
'  Let  us  sufficiently  convict  him,  and  leave  his  punish- 
'  ment  to  the  law, 

'  Yo.  Lar.  And  I  know  too  well  what  will  be  the  con- 
'  sequence  of  that.      There  seems  to  be  a  combination 

*  between  priests   and  lawyers ;    the  lawyers  are  to  save 

*  the  priests  from  punishment  for  their  rogueries  in  this 
'  world,  and  the  priests  the  lawyers  in  the  next.' 

Isa.  However,  the  same  law  that  screens  him  for 
having  injured  you,  will  punish  you  for  having  done 
justice  to  him.  [Knocking  at  the  door. 

Isa.  Oh!  Heavens  I  the  priest  is  at  the  door.  What 
shall  we  do  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Damn  him  :    I'll  stay  here  and  confront  him. 

Isa.  Oh  !    no,  by  no  means  ;    for  once,  I'll  attack  him 
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in  his  own  way ;    so  the  moment  he  opens  the  door,  do 
you  run  out,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

\_She  throws  herself  into  a  chair,  and  shrieks. 
Young  Laroon  overturns  Martin. 


SCENE  n. 

MAHTIN,    ISABEL. 


4 


^ 


Mart.  I  am  slain,  I  am  overlaid,  I  am  murdered.  Oh! 
daughter,  daughter,  is  this  your  patient  expectation  of  the 
spirit  ? 

Isa.  It  has  been  here,  it  has  been  here. 

Mart.  What  has  been  here  ? 

Isa.  Oh  !  the  spirit,  the  spirit.  It  has  been  here  this 
half  hour ;  and  just  as  you  came  in,  it  vanished  away  in 
a  clap  of  thunder,  and  I  thought  would  have  taken  the 
room  with  it. 

Mart.  I  thought  it  would  have  taken  me  with  it,  I  am 
sure.  Spirit,  indeed  !  there  are  abundance  of  such  spirits 
as  these  in  Toulon.  And  pray,  how  have  the  spirit  and 
you  employed  your  time  this  half  hour  ? 

Tsa.  Oh  don't  ask  me :  it  is  impossible  to  tell  you. 

Mart.  Ay,  'tis  needless  too :  for  I  can  give  a  shrewd 
guess.     I  suppose  you  like  his  company. 

Isa.  Oh!  so  well,  that  I  could  wish  he  would  visit  m6 
ten  times  every  day. 

'  Mart.  Oh,  oh !  and  in  the  same  shape  too. 

'  Isa.  Oh !  I  should  like  him  in  any  shape  ;  and  I  dare 
'  swear  he'll  come  in  any  shape  too  ;  for  he  is  the  purest, 
'  sweetest,  most  complaisant  spirit !  I  could  have  ahnoet 
'  sworn  it  had  been  Mr.  Laroon  himself 

'  Mart.  Was  there  ever  such  a ' 

Isa.  Nay,  when  it  came  in  first,  it  behaved  just  like 
Mr.  Laroon,  and  call'd  itself  by  his  name ;   but  whe»J 
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found  I  did  not  answer  a  word  it  took  me  by  the  hand,  | 
and  cried,  *  Is  it  possible  you  can  be  angry  with  your 
'  Laroon ! '  I  answer 'd  not  a  word ;  then  it  kissed  me 
a  hundred  times ;  I  said  nothing  still ;  it  caught  me  in 
its  arms,  and  embrac'd  me  passionately ;  I  still  behaved 
as  you  commanded  me,  very  passive. 

'  Mart.  Oh !  the  devil,  the  devil !  Was  ever  man  so 
'  caught  ?  And  did  you  ever  apprehend  it  to  be 
'  Mr.  Laroon  himself  ? 

'  Isa.  Heaven  forbid  I  should  have  suffered  Mr^ 
'  Laroon  in  these  familiarities,  which  you  order'd  ma- 
'  to  allow  the  spirit.' 

Mart.  I  am  caught,  indeed.     Damn'd  driveling  idiot ! 

[Aside. 

Isa.  But,  dear  father,  tell  me,  shall  I  not  see  it  again 
quickly?  for  I  long  to  see  it  again. 

Mart.  Oh  I  yes,  j'es 

Jsa.  I  long  to  see  it  in  the  dark,  methinks;  for,  you, 
know,  father,  one  sees  spirits  best  in  the  dark. 

Mart.  Ay,  ay,  you'll  see  it  in  the  dark,  I  warrant  you  ; 
but  be  sure  and  behave  as  you  did  before. 

Im.  And  will  he  always  behave  as  he  did  before, 
father  P 

Mart.  Hum !  be  in  your  chamber  this  evening  at 
eight ;  take  care  there  be  no  light  in  the  room,  and 
perhaps  the  spirit  may  pay  you  a  second  visit. 

ha.  I'll  be  sure  to  be  punctual.  '  ^ 

Mart.  And  passive. 

lea.  m  obey  you  in  every  thing. 

Mart.  Senseless  oaf !  But  though  I  have  lost  the  first 
fruits  by  her  extreme  folly,  yet  am  I  highly  delighted 
with  it ;  and  if  I  do  not  make  a  notable  use  of  it,  I  am 
no  priest. 
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SCENE  m. 

JOUBDAIN,   SolliS. 

Oh!  Purgatory!  Purgatory!  what  would  I  not  give 
to  escape  thy  flames!  methmks  I  feel  them  already. 
Hark!  what  noise  is  that? — ^Nothing — ^Ha!  what's  that 
I  see?  Something  with  two  heads — ^What  can  all  this 
portend  ? — *  What  a  poor  miserable  wretch  am  I! ' 

Enter  servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  a  friar  below  desires  to  speak  with  you. 

Jourd.  Why  will  you  suflTer  a  man  of  holy  order  to 
wait  a  moment  at  my  door?  Bring  him  in.  'Perhaps 
'he  is  some  messenger  of  comfort.  But  oh!  I  rather 
'  fear  the  reverse :  for  what  comfort  can  a  sinner  like 
*  me  expect  ? 


•J ' 


SCENE  IV. 

OLD  LAEOON  ill  a  Friar's  habit,  jourdain. 

Old  Lar.  A  plague  attend  this  house,  and  all  that  are 
in  it. 

Jourd.  Ohl  oh! 

Old  Lar.  Art  thou  that  miserable,  sad,  poor  son  of  a 
whore,  Jourdain  ? 

Jourd.  Alas!  alas! 

Old  Lar.  I£  thou  art  he,  I  have  a  message  to  thee  from 
St.  Francis.  The  saint  gives  his  humble  service  to  you, 
and  bid  me  tell  you  you  are  one  of  the  saddest  dogs  that 
ever  liv'd  for  having  disobeyed  his  orders,  and  attempted 
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to  put  your  daughter  into  a  nunnery :  for  which  he  has 
given  me  positive  orders  to  assure  you,  you  shall  lie  in 
Purgatory  five  hundred  thousand  years. 

Jourd.  Oh! 

Old  Lar.  And  I  assure  you  it  is  a  very  warm  sort  of 
place ;  for  I  call'd  there  as  I  came  along  to  take  lodgings 
for  you. 

Jourd.  Oh  1  Heavens  !  is  it  possible  that  you  can  have 
seen  the  dreadful  horrors  of  that  place  ? 

Old  Lar.  Seen  them !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  I  have  been 
there  half  a  dozen  times  '  in  a  day.  Why,  how  far  do 
'  you  take  it  to  be  to  Purgatory  ?  Not  above  a  mile  and 
'lialf  at  farthest,  and  every  step  of  the  way  down  hiU." 
Seen  them !  Ay,  ay,  I  have  seen  them !  and  a  pretty 
sight  they  are  too,  a  pretty  tragical  sort  of  a  sight  if  it 
were  not  for  the  confounded  heat  of  the  air — then  there 
is  the  prettiest  concert  of  music. 

Jourd.  Oh !  Heavens !  music ! 

Old  Lar.  Ay,  ay,  groans,  groans,  a  fine  concert  of 
groans ;  you  would  think  yourself  at  an  opera  if  it  were 
not  for  the  great  heat  of  the  air,  as  I  said  before.  Some 
spirits  are  shut  up  in  ovens,  some  are  chain'd  to  spits, 
some  are  scatter'd  in  frying-pans — and  I  have  taken  up  a 
place  for  you  on  a  gridiron. 

Jourd.  Oh !   I    am    scorch'd,  I    am    scorch'd ^For 

pity's  sake,  father,  intercede  -with  St.  Francis  for  me; 
compaasionate  my  case 

'  Old  Lar.  There  is  but  one  way ;  let  me  carrj'  him  the 
'news  of  your  daughter's  marriage,  that  may  perhaps 
'  appease  him.  Between  you  and  I,  St.  Francis  is  a 
'  liquorish  old  dog,  and  loves  to  set  people  to  work  to  his 
'  heart. 

'  Jourd.  She  shall  be  married  this  instant ;  the  saint 
'  must  know  it  is  none  of  my  fault.  Had  I  rightly  un- 
'derstood  his  will,  it  had  been  long  since  perform'd 
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en  the     I 


'But  well  might  I  misLnterpret  him,  when  even  the 
'  church,  when  father  Martin  fail'd.' 

Old  Lar.  I  would  be  very  glad  to  know  where  I 
should  find  that  same  Father  Martin.  I  have  a  small 
commission  to  him  relating  to  a  Purgatory  affair.  St. 
Francis  has  sentenc'd  him  to  lie  in  a  frying-pan  there 
just  six  hundred  years,  for  his  amour  with  your  daughter. 

Jourd.  My  daughter ! 

Old  Lar.  Are  you  ignorant  of  it,  then  ?  Did  yon  not 
know  that  he  had  debauch'd  your  daughter  ? 

Jourd.  Ignorant !  Oh !  heavens !  no  wonder  she  is 
refused  the  veil. 

Old  Lar.  I  thought  you  had  known  it.  I'll  shew  you 
a  sight  worse  than  Purgatory  itself:  you  shall  behold 
this  disgrace  to  the  church,  a  sight  shall  make  you 
shudder. 

Jourd.  Is  it  possible  a  priest  should  be  such  a  villain? 

Old  Lar.  Nothing's  impossible  to  the  church,  you 
know. 

Jourd-  And  may  I  hope  St.  Francis  will  be  appeas'd  ? 

'  Old  Lar.  Hum  I  There  is  a  great  favourite  of  that 
'  saint  who  lives  in  this  town ;  his  name  is  Monsieur 
'Laroon.  If  you  could  get  him  to  say  half  a  dozen 
'  bead-rolls  for  you,  they  might  be  of  great  service. 

'  Jourd.  How  !     Can  the  saint  regard  so  loose  a  liver  ? 

'  Old  Lar.  Oh !  St.  Francis  loves  an  honest  merry 
'  fellow  to  his  soul.  And  harkye,  I  don't  think  it  im- 
'  possible  for  .Mr.  Laroon  to  bring  you  acquainted  with 
'  the  saint ;  for  to  my  knowledge  they  very  often  crack  & 
'  bottle  together. 

'  Jourd.  Can  I  believe  it  P ' 


L 


Enter  servant, 
SerV.  Father  Martin  is  below. 


Old  Lar.  Son,  behave  civilly  to  him,  nor'  mentii 
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word  of  what  I  have  told  you — that  we  may  entrap  hira 
more  securely. 


MARTIN,  to  them. 

Mart.  Peace  be  with  my  son.  Ha !  a  friar  here  I  I 
like  not  this ;  I  will  have  no  partners  in  my  plunder, 
[.dsirfe.]     Save  you,  reverend  father. 

Old  Lor.  Tu  quoque. 

Mart.  This  feUow  should  be  a  Jesuit  by  his  taciturnity. 
You  see,  father,  the  miserable  state  of  our  poor  son, 

Old  Lar.  I  have  advis'd  him  thereon. 

Mart.  Your  advice  is  kind,  though  needless.  He  hath 
not  wanted  prayer,  fasting,  nor  castigation,  which  are 
.  proper  physic  for  him. 

Old  Lar.  Or  suppose,  father,  he  was  to  go  to  a  ball. 
What  think  you  of  a  ball  ? 

Mart.  A  ball! 

Old  Lar.  Ay,  or  a  wench;  suppose  we  were  to  pro- 
cure him  a  wench. 

Mart.  Oh !  monstrous  !     Oh  !  impious  ! 

Old  Lar,  I  only  gave  my  opinion. 

Mart.  Thy  opinion  is  damnable :  and  thou  art  some 
wolf  in  sheep's  clothing.  Thou  art  a  scandal  to  thy 
order. 

Old  Lar.  I  wish  thou  art  not  more  a  scandal  to  thine, 
brother  father,  to  abuse  a  poor  old  fellow  in  a  fit  of  the 
spleen  here,  as  thou  dost,  with  a  set  of  ridiculous  notions 
of  Purgatory  and  the  devil  knows  what,  when  both  you 
and  I  know  there  is  no  such  thing. 

Mart.  That  I  should  not  know  thee  before.  Don't 
you  know  this  reverend  father,  son  ?  your  worthy  neigh- 
bour Laroon, 
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Old  Lar.  Then  farewell,  hypocrisy.  I  would  not 
wear  thy  cloak  another  hour  for  any  consideration. 

Jourd.  What  do  I  see  '<! 

Old  Lar.  Why,  you  see  a  very  honest  neighbour  of 
yours,  that  has  tried  to  deUver  you  out  of  the  claws  of  a 
roguish  priest,  whom  you  may  see  too  ;  look  in  the  glass, 
and  you  may  see  an  old  doting  fool,  who  is  afraid  of  his 
shadow. 

Mart.  Be  not  concernd  at  this,  son.  Perhaps  one 
hour's  suffering  from  this  fellow  may  strike  off  several 
years  of  Purgatory  :  I  have  known  such  instances. 

Jourd.  Oh !  father !  didst  thou  know  what  I  have 
been  guilty  of  believing  against  thee  from  the  mouth  of 
this  wicked  man. 

Old  Lar.  Death  and  the  devil,  I'll    stay    no    longer 
here ;  for,  if  I  do,  I  shall  cut  this  priest's  throat, 
the  rack  was  before  ray  face. 


MARTIN,  JOUKD.VIN. 


Mart.  Son,  take  care  of  believing  any  thiug  against 
the  church  :  it  is  as  sinful  to  believe  any  thing  against  the 
church,  as  to  disbelieve  any  thing  for  it.  You  are  to 
believe  what  the  church  tells  you,  and  no  more. 

Jourd.  I  almost  shudder  when  I  think  what  I  believed 
against  you.  I  believed  that  you  had  seduced  my 
daughter. 

Mart.  Oh !  horrible !  and  did  you  believe  it  ?  think 
not  you  believed  it.  I  order  you  to  think  you  did  not 
believe  it,  and  it  were  now  sinful  to  believe  you  did 
believe  it. 

Jourd.  And  can  I  think  so  ? 


hroat,  Ehoggh  j 
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Mart.  Certainly.  I  know  what  you  believe  better 
than  you  yourself  do.  However,  that  your  mind  may 
be  cleansed  from  the  least  poUution  of  thought — go,  say 
over  ten  bead-rolls  immediately,  go,  and  peace  attend 
you 

Jourd.  I  am  exceedingly  comforted  within. 


SCENE  VII. 

MABTIN,  solus. 

Go.  While  I  retire  and  comfort  your  daughter.  "Was 
this  a  suspicion  of  Laroon's,  or  am  I  betray'd  ?  I  begin 
to  fear.  I'll  act  with  caution ;  for  I  am  not  able  yet  to 
discover  whether  this  girl  be  of  prodigious  simplicity 
or  cunning.  How  vain  is  policy,  when  the  little  arts 
of  a  woman  are  superior  to  the  wisdom  of  a  conclave ! 
A  priest  may  cheat  mankind,  but  a  woman  would  cheat 
the  devil. 


SCENE  Vm.     The  Street. 

'  OLD  LAllOON   ami  TOUNG   LAEOON   meet. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  Well,  Sir,  what  success  ? 

'  Old  Lar.  Success !    you  rascal  I  if  ever  you  offer  to 

*  put  me  into  a  priest's  skin  again,  I'll  beat  you  out  of 

*  your  own. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  What's  the  matter.  Sir? 

*  Old  Lar.  Matter,  Sir!  Why,   I  have  been  laughed 

*  at,  have  been  abused.     'Sdeath  I  Sir!  I  am  in  such  a 

*  passion,  that  I  do  not  beUeve  I  shall  come  to  myself 

*  again   these   twenty    years.      That   rascal   Martin   dis- 

*  covered  me  in  an  instant,  and  turned  me  into  a  jest. 

VOL.  u.  c  c 
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'  Yo.  Tmt.  Be  comforted,  Sir,  you  may  yet  have  tlie 

*  pleasure  of  turning  him  into  one. 

'  Old  Lot.  Nothing  less  than  turoing  him  inside  out. 

' Nothing  less  than  broiling  his  gizzard  will  satisfy 

'  me. 

'  Yo.  LaT.  Come  with  me,  and  I  dare  awear  Fll  give 
'  your  revenge  content.  We  have  laid  a  snare  for  him, 
'  which  1  think  it  is  impossible  he  should  escape. 

'  Old  Lar.  A  snare  for  a  priest !  a  trap  for  the  devil ! 
'  yon  will  as  soon  catch  the  one  as  the  other. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  I  am  sure  our  bait  is  good — A  fine  woman 
'  is  as  good  a  bait  for  a  priest-trap,  as  toaated  cheese  i> 

*  for  a  mouse-trap. 

*  Old  Lar.  Yes,  but  the  rascal  will  nibble  off  twenty 
'  baits  before  you  can  take  him. 

'  Yo.  Lar.  Leave  that  to  us.     I'll  warrant  our  success. 

'  Old  Lar.  Wilt  thou  ?  then  I  shall  have  more  pleasure 
'  in  taking  this  one  priest,  than  in  all  the  other  wild 
'  beasts  I  have  ever  taken.' 


SCENE  IX. 

JOUBDAIH,  ISABEL. 


;noanoe  I 


ha.  K  I  don't  convince  you  he's  a  villain,  renoanoe 
me  for  your  daughter.  Do  not  shut  your  ears  against 
truth,  and  you  shall  want  no  other  evidence. 

Jourd.  Oh,  daughter,  daughter,  some  evil  spirit  is 
busy  within  you.  The  same  spirit  that  visited  me  thb 
morning  is  now  in  you. 

fsa.  I  wish  the  spirit  that  Is  in  me  would  visit  you, 
you  would  kick  this  rogue  out  of  doors. 

Jourd.  The  wicked  reason  of  your  anger  is  too  pl^. 
The  priest  won't  let  you  have  your  fellow. 

Tea.  The  priest  would  have  me  for  himself. 
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Jourd.  Oh !  wicked  assertion !  Oh !  base  return  for 
Ithe  care  he  has  taken  of  your  poor  sinful  father,  for  the 
■love  he  has  shewn  for  your  soul. 

Isa.  He  has  shewn  more  love  for  my  body,  believe 
I  me,  Sir.  Nay,  go  but  with  me,  and  you  shall  believe 
lyour  own  eyes  and  ears. 

Jourd.  Against  the  church  !  Heaven  forbid ! 
Isa.  Will  not  you  believe  your  own-Senses,  Sir? 
Jourd.  Not  when  tlie  churtih  contradjgtg^  them — Alas  ! 
I  how  do  we  know  what  we  beheve  without  the  church  ? 
I  "Why,  I  thought  I  saw  Mr.  Laroon  and  his  son  to-day, 
I  when  I  saw  neither.  Alack-a-day,  child,  the  church 
I  often  contradicts  our  senses.  But  you  owe  these  wicked 
I  thoughts  to  your  education  in  England,  that  vile  heretical 
I  country,  where  every  man  believes  what  religion  he 
,  pleases,  and  most  believe  none. 

Isa.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  will  not  be  convinced,  you  shall 
be  the  only  person  in  Toulon  that  is  not. 

Jourd.  I  will  go  with  thee,  if  it  were  only  to  see  how 
far  this  wicked  spirit  will  carry  his  imposition ;  for  I  am 
convinced  the  devil  will  leave  no  stone  unturn'd  to  work 
my  destruction. 

Isa.  I  hope  you  will  find  us  too  hard  for  bim  and  his 
ambassador  too. 


SCENE  X.     Another  Apartment. 

YOUNG  LABOON,  in   WomarCs  clothes. 

None  ever  waited  with  more  impatience  for  her  lover 
than  I  for  mine.  It  is  a  delightful  assignation,  but  I 
hope  it  is  a  prelude  to  one  more  agreeable.  I  shall  have 
difficulty  to  refrain  from  beating  the  rascal  before   he 

has  discover'd  himself \_^Knockmg  at  the  door. 

Who's  there?  [Softly. 
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Beat  Isabel,  Isabel. 

Yo.  Lar.  Come  in.    What  a    soft    voice    the    rosrue 

caterwauls  in ! 


SCENE  XI. 

YOUNG   LAEOON,   BEATEICE. 

Beat  What  are  you  doing  in  the  dark,  my  dear  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Heyday,  who  the  devil  is  this  ?  I  seem  to 
be  in  a  way  of  an  assignation  in  earnest. 

Beat  Isabel,  where  are  you  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Here,  child,  give  me  your  hand.  Dear 
Mademoiselle  Beatrice,  is  it  you  ? 

Beat  Oh  Heavens  !    am  I  in  a  man's  arms  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Hush  !  hush ! — Don't  you  know  my  voice — 
I  am  Laroon. 

Beat  Mr.  Laroon !  What  business  can  you  have 
here? 

Yo.  Lar.  Ask  me  no  questions,  get  but  into  a  comer 
of  the  room  and  be  silent,  and  you  will  perhaps  see  a 
very  diverting  scene.  Nay,  do  not  be  afraid,  for  I  assure 
you,  it  will  be  a  very  innocent  one ;  make  haste,  dear 
Madam,  you  will  do  a  very  laudable  action,  by  being 
an  additional  evidence  to  the  discovery  of  a  notorious 
villain. 

Beat  1  cannot  guess  your  meaning,  but  would  will- 
ingly assist  on  such  an  occasion. 

Yo.  Lar.  Now  for  my  desiring  lover.  Ha !  I  think  I 
hear  him. 
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SCENE  SH. 


YOUNG   LAEOON,   MARTIN. 


FMart  Isabel,  Isabel,  where  are  you  ? 
Yo.  Lar.  Here. 

Mart.  Come  to  my  arms,  my  angel. 

Yo.  Lar.  I  hope  you  are  in  no  frightful  shape. 

Mart.  I  am  in  the  shape  of  that  very  good  man  thy 
confessor,  honest  father  Martin.  Let  me  embrace  thee, 
my  love,  my  charmer. 

Yo.  Lar.  Bless  me,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Mart  The  words  even  of  a  spirit  cannot  tell  you  what 
I  mean.  Lead  me  to  thy  bed,  there  shalt  thou  know  my 
meaning.  There  will  we  repeat  those  pleasures  which 
this  day  I  gave  thee  in  another  shape — Tread  softly,  my 
dearest,  sweetest !  This  night  shall  make  thee  mother  to 
&  pope.  [Laroon  leads  Jiim  out. 


SCENE  Xm.      Another  Apartment. 

OLD    LAHOON,  JOUBDAI.V,   ISABEL,    A    PRIEST,    YOUNG    LAEOON, 
MARTIN,  and  BEATRICE. 

Mart.  Whither  will  you  pull  me  ? 

Yo.  Lar.  Villain,  I'll  shew  thee  whither. 

Mart.  Ha! 

Yo.  Lar.  Down  on  thy  knees,  confess  thyself  the 
worst  of  villains,  or  I'll  drive  this  dagger  to  thy  heart. 

Priest.  He  needs  not  confess  ;  our  ears  are  sufficient 
witnesses  against  him. 

Old  Lar.  Huzza!  huzza!  the  priest  is  caught,  the 
priest  is  caught. 
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my  son,   I 
na^e   an    1 


Jimrd.  I  am  thunderstruck  with  amazement. 

Old  Lar.  How  dost  thou  attempt  to  debauch  my  i 
you  black  rascal  ?     I  have  a  great  mind  to    make    an 
example  of  you  for  attempting  to  dishonour  my  family. 

Priest.  You  -shall  be  made  a  severe  example  of,  for 
having  dishonour'd  your  order. 

Mart.  I  shall  find  another  time  to  answer  you. 

Old  Lar.  Hold,  Sir,  hold.  I  have  too  much  charity 
not  to  cleanse  you,  as  much  as  possible,  from  your  pollu- 
tion. So,  who's  there?  \^Enter  Servants.']  Here,  take 
this  worthy  gentleman,  and  wash  him  a  little  in  a  horse 
pond,  then  toss  him  dry  in  a  blanket. 

1  Serv.  We  will  wash  him  with  a  vengeance. 

All.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  wash  him. 

Mart.  You  may  repent  this,  Mr.  Laroon. 


SCENE  the  last. 


ice.  ^^J 


OLD   LAROON,    YOUNO    LAKOOS,    JOUKDAIN,    PRIEST,    ISABEL, 
and     BEATRICE. 

Priest.  Though  he  deserves  the  worst,  yet  consider  his 
order,  Mr.  Larooii, 

Old  Lar.  Sir,  he  shall  undergo  the  punishment,  though   ■ 
I  suffer  the  like  afterwards.     Well,  Master  Jourdain,  I 
hope  you  are  now  convinced,  that  you  may  marry  your 
daughter  without  going  to  Purgatory  for  it. 

Jourd.  I  hope  you  will  pardon  what  is  past,  my  good 
neighbour,  and  you,  young  gentleman,  will,  I  hope,  do 
the  same.  If  my  girl  can  make  you  any  amends,  I  give 
you  her  for  ever. 

Yo.  Lar.  Amends  I  Oh !  she  would  make  me  large 
amends  for  twenty  thousand  times  my  sufferings. 

Isa.  Tell  me  so  hereafter,  my  dear  lover.     '  A  woman 
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'  may  make  a  man  ameiida  for  his  sufferings  before  mar- 
'  riage,  but  can  she  make  him  amends  for  what  he  suffers 
'  after  it  ? 

'  To.  Lar.  Oh !  think  not  that   can  ever  be  my  fate 

*  with  you. 

'  Old  Lar.  Pox  o'  your  raptures.     If  you  don't  make 

*  her  suffer  before  to-morrow  moroiug,  thou  art  no  son  of 
'  mine ;  and  if  she  does  not  make  you  suffer  within  this 

'  twelvemonth,  blood,  she  is  no  woman Come,  honest 

'  neighbour,  I  hope  thou  hast  discovered  thy  own  folly 
'  and  the  priest's  roguery  together,  and  thou  wilt  return 
'  and  be  one  of  us  again. 

'  Jourd.  Mr.  Laroon,  if  I  have  err'd  on  one  side,  you 

*  have  err'd  as  widely  on  the  other.     Let  me  tell  you,  a 

*  reflection  on  the  sins  of  your  youth  would  not  be 
'  unwholesome. 

'  Old  Lar.  'Sblood,   Sir,  but   it  would !    Reflection  is 

*  the  most  unwholesome  thing  in  the  world.  Besides, 
'  Sir,  I  have  no  sins  to  reflect  on  but  those  of  an  honest 
'  fellow.     If  I  have   lov'd    a   whore    at    five-and-twenty, 

*  and  a  bottle  at  forty,  why  I  have  done  as  much  good  as 
'  I  could  in  my  generation ;  and  that,  I  hope,  will  make 

*  amends.' 

ha.  Well,  my  dear  Beatrice,  and  are  you  positively 
bent  on  a  nunnery  still  ? 

Beat.  Hum  !  I  suppose  you  will  laugh  at  me  if  I 
Bhould  change  my  resolution  ;  but  I  have  seen  so  much 
of  a  priest  today,  that  I  really  beUeve  I  shall  spend  my 
life  in  the  company  of  a  layman. 

Old  Lar.  Why,  that  is  bravely  said.  Madam.  'Sbud! 
I  like  you,  and  if  I  had  not  resolv'd  for  the  sake  of  this 
rascal  here  never  to  marry  again,  'Sbud !  I  might  take 
you  into  my  :irms ;  and  I  can  tell  you,  they  are  as  warm 
as  any  young  fellow's  in  Europe. — Come,  Master  Jourdain, 
this  night  you  and  I  will  crack  a  bottle    together,  and 
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to-morrow  morning  we  will  employ  this  honest  gentleman 
here  to  tack  our  son  and  daughter  together,  and  then  I 
don't  care  if  I  never  see  a  priest  again  as  long  as  I  live. 

Fsa.  [to  Yo.  Lar.]  Well,  Sir,  you  see  we  have  got  the 
better  of  all  difficulties  at  last.  The  fears  of  a  lover  are 
very  unreasonable,  when  he  is  once  assured  of  the 
sincerity  of  his  mistress. 

For  when  a  woman  sets  herself  about  it, 

Nor  priest  nor  devil  can  make  her  go  without  it. 
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CHAELES 
DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  AND  LENNOX. 


MT  LORD, 

As  there  is  scarce  any  vanity  more  general  than  that  of 
desiring  to  be  thought  well  received  by  the  Great, 
pardon  me  if  I  take  the  first  opportunity  of  boasting  the 
countenance  I  have  met  with  from  one  who  is  an  honour 
to  the  high  rank  in  which  he  is  born.  The  Muses,  my 
lord,  stand  in  need  of  such  protectors ;  nor  do  I  know 
under  whose  protection  I  can  so  properly  introduce 
Moli£;re  as  that  of  your  Grace,  to  whom  he  is  as 
famihar  in  his  own  language  as  in  ours. 

The  pleasure  which  I  may  be  supposed  to  receive  from 
an  extraordinary  success  in  so  difficult  an  undertaking, 
must  be  indeed  complete  by  your  approbation.  The 
perfect  knowledge  which  your  Grace  is  known  to  have 
of  the  manners,  habits,  and  taste  of  that  nation  whence 
this  play  was  derived,  makes  you  the  properest  judge, 
wherein  I  have  judiciously  kept  up  to,  or  departed  from, 
the  original.  The  theatre  hath  declared  loudly  in 
favour  of  the  Misei';  and  you,  ray  Lord,  are  to  decide 
what  share  the  translator  merits  in  the  applause. 

I  shall  not  grow  tedious,  by  entering  into  the  usual 
style  of  Dedications ;  for  my  pen  cannot  accompany  my 
heart   when   I   speak    of  your   Grace;    and   I    am   now 
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writing  to  the  only  person  living  to  whom  such  a  pane- 
gyric would  be  displeasing.  Therefore  I  shall  beg  leave 
to  conclude  with  the  highest  on  myself,  by  affirming  that 
it  is  my  greatest  ambition  to  be  thought, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Grace's  most  obUged, 

And  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

HENEY  FIELDING. 


Too  long  the  slighted  Comic  Muse  has  moum'd. 
Her  face  quite  altered,  and  her  heart  o'erturn'd ; 
That  force  of  nature  now  no  more  she  sees, 
With  which  so  well  her  Jonson  knew  to  please. 
No  characters  from  nature  now  we  trace  ; 
All  serve  to  empty  books  of  common-place : 
Our  modern  bards,  who  to  assemblies  stray, 
Frequent  the  park,  the  visit,  or  the  play, 
Regard  not  what  fools  do,  but  what  wits  say. 
Just  they  retail  each  quibble  to  the  town, 
That  surely  must  admire  what  is  its  own. 
Thus,  without  characters  from  nature  got, 
Without  a  moral,  and  without  a  plot, 
A  dull  eollectioa  of  insipid  jokes. 
Some  stole  from  conversation,  some  from  books, 
Provided  lords  and  ladies  give  'em  vent, 
We  call  high  Comedy  and  seem  content. 
But  to  regale  with  other  sort  of  fare, 
To-night  our  Author  treats  you  with  Moliere. 
Moliere,  who  nature's  inmost  secrets  knew ; 
Whose  justest  pen,  like  Kneller's  pencil,  drew. 
In  whose  strong  scenes  all  characters  are  shown. 
Not  by  low  jests,  but  actions  of  their  own. 
Happy  our  English  bard  if  your  applause 
Grant  h'as  not  injured  the  French  author's  cause. 
From  that  alone  arises  all  his  fear ; 
He  must  be  safe  if  lie  has  sav'd  Moliere. 
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MISEE. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 


SCENE,  lovegold's  House. 


LAPPET,  RAMIUE. 


I'll  hear  no  more.  Perfidious  fellow  !  Have  I  for  thee 
alighted  so  many  good  matches?  Have  1  for  thee  tum'd 
off  Su'  Oliver's  steward,  and  my  Lord  Landy's  butler, 
and  several  others,  thy  betters,  and  all  to  be  affronted  in 
so  public  a  manner  ? 

Ramil.  Bo  but  hear  me.  Madam. 

Lap.  If  thou  wou'dst  have  neglected  me,  was  there 
nobody  else  to  dance  a  minuet  with,  but  Mrs.  Susan 
Crossstich,  whom  you  know  to  be  my  utter  aversion  ? 

Ramil.  Curse  on  all  balls  !  henceforth  I  shall  hate  the 
sound  of  a  violin. 

Lap.  I  have  more  reason,  I  am  sure,  after  having 
been  the  jest  of  the  whole  company ;  what  must  they 
think  of  me,  when  they  see  you,  after  I  have  coun- 
tenanced your  addresses  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  take 
out  another  lady  before  me  ? 

Ramil.  I'm  sure  the  world  must  think  worse  of  me, 
did  they  imagine.  Madam,  I  could  prefer  any  other  to 
you. 
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Lap.  None  of  your  wheedling,  Sir ;  that  won't  do. 
If  3'ou  ever  hope  to  speak  to  me  more,  let  me  see  you 
affront  the  Uttle  minx  in  the  next  assembly  you  meet 
her. 

RamU.  I'll  do  it :  and  luckily,  you  know,  we  are  to 
have  a  ball  at  my  Lord  Laudy's,  the  first  night  be  lies 
out  of  town,  where  I'll  give  your  revenge  ample  satis- 
faction. 

Lap.  On  that  condition  I  pardon  you  this  time ;  but 
if  ever  you  do  the  like  again 

Ramil.  May  I  be  banish 'd  for  ever  from  those  dear 
eyes,  and  be  turn'd  out  of  the   family  while   you   live 


LAPPET,  WHEEDLE,  KAMILIE. 
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Wkeed.  Dear  Mrs.  Lappet ! 

Lap.  My  dear,  this  is  extremely  kind. 

Wkeed.  It  is  what  all  your  acquaintance  must  do  that 
expect  to  see  you.  It  is  in  vain  to  hope  for  the  favour 
of  a  visit. 

Lap.  Nay,  dear  creature,  now  you  are  barbarous ;  my 
young  lady  has  staid  at  home  bo  much,  I  have  not  had 
one  moment  to  myself;  the  first  time  I  had  gone  out,  I 
am  sure,  Madam,  would  have  been  to  wait  on  Mrs. 
Wheedle. 

Wheed.  My  lady  has  staid  at  home,  too,  pretty  much 
lately.  Oh !  Mr.  Kamilie,  are  yon  confin'd  too  ?  your 
master  does  not  stay  at  home,  I  am  sure ;  he  can  find 
the  way  to  our  house  though  you  can't, 

Ramil.  That  is  the  only  happiness.  Madam,  I  envy 
him ;  but  faith !  I  don't  know  how  it  is  in  this  parlia- 
ment time,  one's  whole  days  are   so  taken   up   in  ' 
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Court  of  Request,  and  one's  evenings  at  Quadrille,  the 
deuce  take  me  if  I  have  seen  one  opera  since  I  came  to 
town.  Oh !  now  I  mention  operas,  if  you  have  a  mind 
to  see  Cato,  I  believe  I  can  steal  my  master's  silver 
ticket ;  for  I  know  he  is  engaged  to-morrow  with  some 
gentlemen,  who  never  leave  their  bottle  for  music. 

Lap.  Ah,  the  savages. 

Wheed.  No  one  can  say  that  of  you,  Mr.  Eamilie,  you 
prefer  music  to  every  thing 

Eamil.  But  the  ladies.      [Bell  nngs.']     So,  there's 

my  summons. 

Lap.  Well,  but  shall  we  never  have  a  party  of  Qua- 
drille more  ? 

Wheed.  0,  don't  name  it.  I  have  worked  my  eyes  out 
since  I  saw  you ;  for  my  lady  has  taken  a  whim  of 
flouriflhing  all  her  old  cambric  pinners  and  handker- 
chiefs ;  in  short,  my  dear,  no  journeywoman  sempstress 
is  half  so  much  a  slave  as  I  am. 

Lap.  Why  do  you  stay  with  her  ? 

Wheed.  La,  child,  where  can  one  better  one's  self?  all 
the  ladies  of  our  acquaintance  are  just  the  same.  Besides, 
there  are  some  little  things  that  make  amends ;  my  lady 
has  a  whole  train  of  admirers. 

liamil.  That,  Madam,  is  the  only  circumstance  wherein 
she  has  the  honour  of  resembling  you.  [Bell  rings 
loizder.]  You  hear,  Madam,  I  am  oblig'd  to  leave  you — 
[Bell  rings.]  So,  so,  so,  would  the  bell  were  in  your 
guts. 


SCENE  m. 

UPPET,  WHEEDLE. 

Lap.  Oh  I  Wheedle !  I  am  quite  sick  of  this  family ; 
the  old  gentleman  grows  more  covetous  every  day  he 
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lives.  Everything  is  under  lock  and  key ;  I  can  scarce 
ask  you  to  eat  or  drink. 

Wheed.  Thank  you,  my  dear ;  but  I  have  drank  half 
a  dozen  dishes  of  chocolate  already  this  morning. 

Lajy.  Well ;  but,  my  dear,  I  have  a  whole  budget  of 
news  to  tell  you.     I  have  made  some  notable  discoveries. 

Wheed.  Pray  let  us  hear  them.  I  have  some  secrets  of 
our  family  too,  which  you  shall  know  by  and  by.  What 
a  pleasure  there  is  in  having  a  friend  to  tell  these 
things  to. 

Lap.  You  know,  my  dear,  last  summer  my  young 
lady  had  the  misfortune  to  be  overset  in  a  boat  between 
Eichmond  and  Twickenham,  and  that  a  certain  young 
gentleman,  plunging  immediately  into  the  water,  sav'd 
her  life  at  the  hazard  of  his  own — Oh  !  I  shall  never 
forget  the  figure  she  made  at  her  return  home,  so  wet,  so 
draggled ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Wheed.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  know  how  all  your  fine  ladies 
look,  when  they  are  never  so  little  disordered — they  have 
no  need  to  be  so  vain  of  themselves. 

iMp.  You  are  no  stranger  to  ray  master's  way  of  re- 
warding people ;  when  the  poor  gentleman  brought  miss 
home,  my  master  meets  them  at  the  door,  and,  without 
asking  any  question,  very  civilly  shuts  it  against  him. 
Well,  for  a  whole  fortnight  afterwards,  I  was  continually 
entertained  with  the  young  spark's  bravery,  and  gallantry, 
and  generosity,  and  beauty. 

Wheed.  I  can  easily  guess ;  I  suppose  she  was  rather 
■warmed  than  cool'd  by  the  water.  These  mistresses  of 
ours,  for  all  their  pride,  are  made  of  just  the  same  flesh 
and  blood  as  we  are. 

Lap.  About  a  month  ago  my  young  lady  goes  to  the 
play  in  an  undress,  and  takes  me  with  her.  We  sat  in 
Burton's  box,  where,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  whom 
should    we    meet    with   but   this    very  gentleman  : 
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blushes  soon  discovered  to  me  who  he  was  ;  in  short,  the 
gentleman  entertained  her  the  whole  play,  and  I  much 
mistake  if  ever  she  was  so  agreeably  entertained  in  her 
life.  Well,  as  we  were  going  out,  a  rude  fellow  thrusts 
his  hand  into  my  lady's  bosom  ;  upon  which  her  champion 

fell  upon  him,  and  did  so  maul  him My  lady  fainted 

away  in  my  arms ;  but  as  soon  as  she  came  to  herseK — 
had  you  seen  how  she  look'd  on  him.  Ah !  Sir,  says 
she,  in  a  mighty  pretty  tone,  sure  you  were  born  for  my 
deliverance:  he  handed  her  into  a  hackney-coach,  and 
set  u8  down  at  home.  From  this  moment  letters  began 
to  fly  on  both  sides. 

Wkeed.  And  you  took  care  to  see  the  post  paid,  I 
hope. 

Lap.  Never  fear  that, — And  now  what  do  you  think 
we  have  contrived  among  us  ?  We  have  got  this  very 
gentleman  into  the  house  in  the  quality  of  my  master's 
clerk. 

Wheed.  So  I  here's  fine  billing  and  cooing,  I  warrant ; 
miss  is  in  a  fine  condition. 

Lap.  Her  condition  is  pretty  much  aa  it  was  yet.  How 
long  it  will  continue  so,  I  know  not.  I  am  making  up 
my  matters  as  fast  as  I  can ;  for  this  house  holds  not  me 
after  the  discovery. 

Wheed.  I  think  you  have  no  great  reason  to  lament  the 
loss  of  a  place,  where  the  master  keeps  his  own  keys. 

Lap.  The  devil  take  the  first  inventor  of  locks,  say  I : 
but  come,  my  dear,  there  is  one  key  which  I  keep,  and 
that,  I  beheve,  will  furnish  us  with  some  sweetmeats;  so 
if  you  will  walk  in  with  me,  I'll  tell  you  a  secret  which 
concerns  your  famUy.  It  is  in  your  power,  perhaps,  to 
be  serviceable  to  me ;  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  will  keep 
these  secrets  safe  ;  for  one  would  not  have  it  known  that 
one  publishes  all  the  afiairs  of  a  family,  while  one  stays 
lin  it.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  rV.    A  Gm-den. 


CLERMONT,   HAKRIET. 


Cler.  Why  are  you  melancholy,  my  dear  Harriet ;  do 
you  repent  that  promise  of  yours,  which  has  made  me  the 
happiest  of  mankind  F 

Ear.  You  little  know  my  heart,  if  you  can  think  it 
capable  of  repenting  any  thhig  I  have  done  towards  your 
happiness ;  if  I  am  melancholy,  it  is  that  I  have  it  not 
in  my  power  to  make  you  as  happy  as  I  would. 

Cler.  Thou  art  too  bounteous.  Every  tender  word, 
from  those  dear  lips,  lays  obligations  on  me  I  never  can 
repay ;  but  if  to  love,  to  doat  on,  you  more  than  life 
itself,  to  watch  your  eyes  that  I  may  obey  your  wishes 
before  you  speak  them,  can  discharge  me  from  any  part 
of  that  vast  debt  I  owe  you,  I  will  be  punctual  in  the 
payment. 

Ear.  It  were  ungenerous  in  me  to  doubt  you,  and 
when  I  think  what  you  have  done  for  me,  believe  me,  I 
must  think  the  balance  on  your  side. 

Clev.  Generous  creature !  and  dost  thou  not  for  me 
hazard  the  eternal  anger  of  your  father,  the  reproaches 
of  your  family,  the  censures  of  the  world,  who  always 
blame  the  conduct  of  the  person  who  sacrifices  interest  to 
any  consideration. 

Ear.  As  for  the  censures  of  the  world,  I  despise  them 
while  I  do  not  deserve  them  :  folly  is  forwarder  to  censure 
wisdom,  than  wisdom  folly.  I  were  weak  indeed  not  to 
embrace  real  happiness,  because  the  world  does  not  call 
it  so. 

Cler.  But  see,  my  dearest,  your  brother  is  come  into 
the  garden. 
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Har.  Is  it  not  safe,  think  you,  to  let  him  into  our 
Becret  ? 

Cler.  You  know,  by  outwardly  humouring  your  father, 
in  railing  against  the  extravagance  of  young  men,  I  have 
brought  him  to  look  on  me  as  his  enemy :  it  will  be  first 
proper  to  set  him  right  in  that  point.  Besides,  in 
managing  the  old  gentleman,  I  shall  still  be  obliged  to  a 
behaviour  which  the  impatience  of  his  temper  may  not 
bear ;  therefore  I  think  it  not  advisable  to  trust  him,  at 

least  yet he  will  observe  us.     Adieu,  my  heart's  only 

joy. 

Ear.  Honest  creature !  what  happiness  may  I  propose 
in  a  life  with  such  a  husband  !  what  is  there  in  grandeur 
to  recompense  the  loss  of  him  !  Parents  choose  as  often 
ill  for  us,  as  we  for  ourselves.  They  are  too  apt  to  forget 
how  seldom  true  happiness  lives  in  a  palace,  or  rides  in  a 
coach  and  six. 

SCENE  V. 


FHEDBRICK,    HAEBIET. 

Fred.  Dear  Harriet,  good-morrow,  I  am  glad  to  find 
you  alone ;  for  I  have  an  affair  to  impart  to  you,  that  I 
am  ready  to  burst  with. 

Har.  You  know,  brother,  I  am  a  trusty  confidante. 

Fred.  As  ever  wore  petticoats  ;  but  this  is  an  affair  of 
such  confidence 

Har.  Or  it  were  not  worth  your  telling  me. 

Fred.  Nor  your  telling  again  ;  in  short  you  never 
could  discover  it,  I  could  afford  you  ten  years  to  guess 
it  in.  I  am — you  will  laugh  immoderately  when  you 
know  it.  I  am — it  is  impossible  to  tell  you.  In  a  word, 
I  am  in  love. 

Har.  In  love ! 
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Fred.  Violently,  to  distraction :  so  much  in  love, 
that  without  more  hopes  thau  I  at  present  see  any 
posaibility  of  obtaining,  I  cannot  Uve  three  days. 

ffar.  And  has  this  violent  distemper,  pray,  come  upon 
you  of  a  sudden  ? 

Fred.  No,  I  have  bred  it  a  long  time.  It  hath  been 
growing  these  several  weeks.  I  stifled  it  as  long  as  I 
could ;  but  it  is  now  come  to  a  crisis,  and  I  must  either 
have  the  woman,  or  you  will  have  no  brother. 

liar.  Bat  who  is  this  woman  ?  for  you  have  concealed 
it  so  well  that  I  can't  even  guess, 

Fred.  In  the  first  place  she  is  a  most  intolerable 
coquette. 

ffar.  That  is  a  description  I  shall  never  find  her  out 
by.  There  are  so  many  of  her  sisters,  you  might  as  well 
tell  me  the  colour  of  her  complexion. 

Fred.  Secondly,  she  is  ahnost  eternally  at  cards. 

Har.  You  must  come  to  particulars.  I  shall  never 
discover  your  mistress  till  you  tell  me  more  than  that 
she  is  a  woman,  and  lives  in  this  town. 

Fred.  Her  fortune  is  very  small. 

Har.  1  find  you  are  enumerating  her  charms. 

Fred.  Oh  I  I  have  only  shewn  you  the  reverse ;  but 
were  you  to  behold  the  medal  on  the  right  side,  you 
would  see  beauty,  wit,  genteelness,  politeness  —  in  a 
word,  you  would  see  Mariana. 

Har.  Mariana !  ha,  ha,  ha !  you  have  started  a  wild- 
goose  chase,  indeed.  But,  if  you  could  ever  previul 
on  her,  you  may  depend  on  it,  it  is  an  arrant  impos- 
sibility to  prevail  on  my  father,  and  you  may  easily 
imaj^iue  what  success  a  disinherited  son  may  likely 
expect  from  a  woman  of  her  temper. 

Fred.  I  know  'tis  difficult,  but  nothing's  impossible 
to  love,  at  least  nothing's  impossible  to  woman ;  and 
therefore,  if  you  and  the  ingenious  Mrs.  Lappet  will  but 
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lay  your  heads  together  in  my  favour,  I  shall  be  far 
from  despairing  ;   and  in  return,  sister,  for  this  kind- 


Ilar.  And,  in  return,  brother,  for  this  kindness,  you 
may  perhaps  have  it  in  your  power  to  do  me  a  favour  of 
pretty  much  the  same  nature. 

Love,  [without.]  Eogue  !  villain  1 

Har.  So  !  what's  the  matter  now  ?  what  can  have 
thrown  my  father  into  this  passion  ? 

Fred.  The  loss  of  an  old  slipper,  I  suppose,  or  some- 
thing of  equal  consequence.  Let  us  step  aside  into  the 
next  walk,  and  talk  more  of  our  affairs. 


LOVEOOLD,   RAMILIE. 

Love.  Answer  me  not,  sirrah ;  but  get  you  out  of  my 
house. 

Ramil.  Sir,  I  am  your  son's  servant,  and  not  yours. 
Sir ;  and  I  won't  go  out  of  the  house,  Sir,  unless  I 
ara  tum'd  out  by  my  proper  master,  Sir. 

Love.  Sirrah,  I'll  turn  your  master  out  after  you,  like 
an  extravagant  rascal  as  he  is ;  he  has  no  need  of  a 
servant  while  he  is  in  my  house ;  and  here  he  dresses 
out  a  fellow  at  more  expense  than  a  prudent  man 
might  clothe  a  large  family  at ;  it's  plain  enough  what 
use  he  keeps  you  for ;  but  I  will  have  no  spy  upon  my 
»  affairs,  no  rascal  continually  prying  into  all  my  actions, 
devouring  all  I  have,  and  hunting  about  in  every  comer 
to  see  what  he  may  steal. 

Ramil.  Steal  1  a  likely  thing,  indeed,  to  steal  Irom 
a  man  who  locks  up  every  thing  he  has,  and  stands 
sentry  upon  it  day  and  night. 

Love.    I'm    all    over    in    a    sweat,   lest    this    fellow 
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should     suspect     something    of    my   money  I    [Andti]  I 
Harkye,  rascal,  come  hither,  I  would  advise   you   not 
to  run  about  the  town,  and  tell  every  body  you  meet 
that  I  have  money  hid. 

Eamil.  Why,  have  you  any  money  hid.  Sir  ? 

Love.  No,  sirrali,  I  don't  say  I  have ;  but  you  may 
raise  such  a  report,  nevertheless. 

Raviil.  'Tis  equal  to  me  whether  you  have  money 
hid  or  no,  since  I  cannot  find  it. 

Love.  D'ye  mutter,  sirrah  ?  Get  you  out  of  my  house, 
I  say,  get  you  out  this  instant. 

Ramil.  Well,  Sir,  I  am  going. 

Love.  Come  back ;  let  me  desire  you  to  carry  nothing 
away  with  you. 

Ramil.  What  should  I  carry  ? 

Love.  That's  what  I  would  see.  These  boot-sleeves 
were  certainly  intended  to  be  the  receivers  of  stolen 
goods,  and  I  wish  the  tailor  had  been  hang'd  who  in- 
vented them.  Turn  your  pockets  inside  out,  if  you 
please ;  but  you  are  too  practised  a  rogue  to  put  any 
thing  there.  These  damn'd  bags  have  had  many  a 
good  thing  in  them,  I  warrant  you. 

Ramil.  Give  me  my  bag,  Sir,  I  am  in  the  most  danger 
of  being  robb'd. 

Love.  Come,  come,  be  honest,  and  return  what  thou 
hast  taken  from  me. 

Ramil.  Ay,  Sir,  that  I  could  do  vrith  all  my  heart,  for 
I  have  taken  nothing  from  you  but  some  boxes  on  the 
ear. 

Love.  And  hast  thou  really  stolen  nothing  ? 

Ramil.  No  really,  Sir. 

Love.  Then  get  out  of  my  house  while  'tis  all  well, 
and  go  to  the  devil. 

Ramil.  Ay,  any  where  from  such  an  old  covetous 
curmudgeon. 
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Love.  So,  there's  one  plague  gone ;  now  I  will  go  pay  a 
I  visit  to  my  dear  casket. 

SCENE  vn. 


LOVEGOLD,  FREDERICK,  HARBIBT, 

Love.  In  short,  I  must  find  some  safer  place  to  deposit 
those  three  thousand  guineas  in,  which  I  receiv'd  yes- 
terday ;  three  thousand  guineas  are  a  sum — 0  Heavens ! 
I  have  betray'd  myself!  my  passion  has  transported  me 
to  loud  talk,  and  I  have  been  overheard.  How  now ! 
What's  tlie  matter  ? 

Fred.  The  matter,  Sir  ? 

Love.  Yes,  the  matter,  Sir ;  I  suppose  you  can  repeat 
more  of  my  words  than  these  ;  I  suppose  you  have  over- 
heard  

FTed.  What,  Sir  ? 

Love.  That 

Fred.  Sir! 

Love.  What  I  was  just  now  saying. 

Har.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  we  really  did  not. 

Love.  Well,  I  see  you  did  overhear  something,  and  so 
I  will  tell  you  the  whole :  I  was  saying  to  myself,  in 
this  great  scarcity,  what  a  happiness  it  would  be  to 
have  three  thousand  guineas  by  one ;  I  tell  you  this, 
that  you  might  not  misunderstand  me,  and  imagine  that 
I  said  I  had  three  thousand  guineas  ! 

Fred.  We  enter  not  into  your  affairs,  Sir. 

Love.  Ah !  would  I  had  those  three  thousand  guineas ! 

Fred.  In  my  opinion 

Love.  It  would  make  my  affairs  extremely  easy. 

Fred.  Tlien  it  is  very  easily  in  your  power  to  raise 
them,  Sir,  that  the  whole  world  knows. 

Love.  I  raise  them  !   I  raise  three   thousand   guineas 
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easily !  My  children  are  my  greatest  enemies,  and  wiU, 
by  their  way  of  talking,  and  by  the  extravagant  espeaaes 
they  run  into,  be  the  occasion  that,  one  of  these  days, 
somebody  will  cut  my  throat,  imagining  me  to  be  made 
up  of  nothing  but  guineas. 

Frett.  What  expense,  Sir,  do  I  run  into  P 

Love.  How !  have  you  the  assurance  to  ask  me  that. 
Sir  ?  when,  if  one  was  but  to  pick  those  fine  feathers  of 
yours  off,  from  head  to  foot,  one  might  purchase  a  very 
comfortable  annuity  out  of  them :  a  fellow,  here,  with  a 
very  good  fortune  upon  his  back,  wonders  that  he  is 
called  extravagant.  In  short.  Sir,  you  must  rob  me  to 
appear  in  this  manner. 

Fred.  How,  Sir !  rob  you  ? 

Lmw.  Ay,  rob  me ;  or  how  could  you  support  this 
extravagance? 

Fred.  Alas,  Sir,  there  are  fifty  young  fellows  of  my 
acquaintance  that  support  greater  extravagances,  and 
no  one  knows  how.  Ah,  Sir !  there  are  ten  thousand 
pretty  ways  of  living  in  this  town  without  robbing  one's 
father. 

Love.  What  necessity  is  there  for  all  that  lace  on  your 
coat  ?  and  all  bought  at  the  first  hand,  too,  I  warrant 
you.  If  you  will  be  fine,  is  there  not  such  a  place  as 
Monmouth  Street  in  this  town,  where  a  man  may  buy 
a  suit  for  the  third  part  of  the  sum  which  his  tailor 
demands  ?  And  then,  periwigs  1  what  need  has  a  man 
of  periwigs,  when  he  may  wear  his  own  hair  ?  I  dare 
swear  a  good  periwig  can't  cost  less  than  fifteen  or 
twenty  shillings.  Heyday  !  what,  are  they  making  signs 
to  one  another  which  shall  pick  ray  pocket  ? 

Har.  My  brother  and  I,  Sir,  are  disputing  which  shall 
speak  to  you  first,  for  we  have  both  an  aSair  of  conse- 
quence to  mention  to  you. 

Zoi'e.  And  I  have  an  affair  of  consequence  to  mention 
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to  you  both.  Pray,  son,  you  who  are  a  fine  gentleman, 
and  converse  much  among  the  ladies,  what  think  you  of 
a  certain  young  lady,  called  Mariana  ? 

Fred.  Mariana,  Sir ! 

Love.  Ay,  what  do  you  think  of  her  ? 

Fred.  Think  of  her,  Sir  I 

Lave.  Why  do  you  repeat  my  words  ?  Ay,  what  do 
you  think  of  her  ? 

Fred.  Why,  1  think  her  the  most  charming  woman 
in  the  world. 

Love.  Would  she  not  be  a  desirable  match  ? 

Fred.  So  desirable,  that,  in  my  opinion,  her  husband 
will  be  the  happiest  of  mankind. 

Love.  Does  she  not  promise  to  make  a  good  house- 
wife? 

Fred.  Oh !  the  best  housewife  upon  earth. 

Love.  Might  not  a  husband,  think  ye,  live  very  easy 
and  happy  with  her  P 

Fred.  Doubtless,  Sir. 

Love.  There  is  one  thing  I'm  a  little  afraid  of,  that  is, 
that  she  has  not  quite  as  much  fortune  as  one  might 
fairly  expect. 

Fred.  Oh,  Sir,  consider  her  merit,  and  you  may  easily 
make  an  abatement  in  her  fortune :  for  Heaven's  sake. 
Sir,  don't  let  that  prevent  your  design.  Fortune  is 
nothing  in  comparison  with  her  beauty  and  merit. 

Love.  Pardon  me  there ;  however,  there  may  be  some 
matters  found,  perhaps,  to  make  up  some  little  de- 
ficiency ;  and  if  you  would,  to  oblige  your  father,  retrench 
your  extravagances  on  this  occasion,  perhaps  the  differ- 
ence, in  some  time,  might  be  made  up. 

Fred.  My  dearest  father,  I'll  bid  adieu  to  all  extrava- 
gance for  ever. 

Love.  Thou  art  a  dutiful  good  boy:  and  since  I  find 
you  have  the  same  sentiments  with  me,  provided  she 
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can  but  make  out  a  pretty  tolerable  fortune,  I  am  ev'n 
resolved  to  marry  her. 

Fred.  Ha !  you  resolved  to  marry  Mariana. 

Love.  Ay,  to  marry  Mariana. 

Har.  Wlio,  you,  you,  you  ? 

Love.  Yes,  I,  I,  I. 

Fred.  I  beg  you  will  pardon  me,  Sir,  a  sudden  dizzi- 
ness has  seiz'd  me,  and  I  must  beg  leave  to  retire. 


SCENE  vni. 


LOVEGOLD,  HARRIBT. 


I  dizzi-  J 
or  my-  I 


Love.  This,  daughter,  is  what  I  have  resolv'd  for  my- 
self; as  for  your  brother,  I  have  a  certain  widow  in  mv 
eye  for  him ;  and  you,  my  dear,  shall  marry  our  good 
neighbour,  Mr.  Spindle. 

Har.  I  marry  Mr.  Spiadle  ! 

Love.  Yes  ;  he  is  a  prudent,  wise  man,  not  much  above 
fifty,  and  has  a  great  fortune  in  the  funds. 

Har.  I  thank  you,  my  dear  papa,  but  I  had  rather  not 
marry  if  you  please.  [Curtsying. 

Love.  [Mimickimj  her  curtsy.]  I  thank  you,  my  good 
daughter,  but  I  had  rather  you  should  marry  him,  if_ 
please. 

liar.  Pardon  me,  dear  Sir. 

Love.  Pardon  me,  dear  Madam. 

ffar.  Not  all  the  fathers  on  earth  shall  force  me  to  it. 

Love.  Did  ever  mortal  hear  a  girl  talk  in  thig  manner 
to  her  fatlier  P 

Har.  Did  ever  father  attempt  to  marry  his  daughter 
after  such  a  manner  ?  In  short.  Sir,  I  have  ever  been 
obedient  to  you  ;  but  as  this  affair  concerns  my  happiness 
only,  and  not  yours,  I  hope  you  will  give  me  leave  to 
consult  my  own  inclination. 
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Love.  I  would  not  have  you  provoke  rae ;    I  am  re- 
solv'd  upon  the  match. 


SCENE  IX. 


LOVEGOLD,   CLBBMONT,  HABRIET. 

Clei:  Some  people,  Sir,  upon  justice-business,  desire 
to  speak  with  your  worship. 

Love.  I  can  attend  to  no  business,  tliis  girl  has  so  per- 
plex'd  me.  Hussy,  you  shall  marry  as  I  would  have 
you,  or 

Cler.  Forgive  my  interposing;  dear  Sir,  what's  the 
matter?  Madam,  let  me  intreat  you  not  to  put  your 
father  into  a  passion. 

Love.  Clermont,  you  are  a  prudent  young  fellow. 
Here's  a  baggage  of  a  daughter,  who  refuses  the  most 
advantageous  match  that  ever  was  offer'd,  both  to  her 
and  to  me.  A  man  of  a  vast  estate  offers  to  take  her 
without  a  portion. 

Clet:  Without  a  portion  1  Consider,  dear  Madam, 
can  you  refuse  a  gentleman  who  offers  to  take  you 
without  a  portion? 

Cove.  Ay,  consider  what  that  saves  your  father. 

Har.  Yes,  but  I  consider  what  I  am  to  suffer. 

Cler.  That's  true,  indeed  ;  you  will  think  on  that,  Sir. 
Though  money  be  the  first  thing  to  be  considered  in  all 
affairs  of  life,  yet  some  little  regard  should  be  had  in 
this  case  to  inclination. 

Love.  Without  a  portion. 

CT«".  You  are  in  the  right,  Sir ;  that  decides  the 
thing  at  once :  and  yet,  I  know  there  are  people,  who, 
on  this  occasion,  object  against  a  disparity  of  age  and 
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temper,  which  too  often  make  the  married  state  utterly 
miserable. 

Love.  Without  a  portion. 

Cler.  Ah !    there  is  no  answering  that. Who  can 

oppose  such  a  reason  as  that  ?  And  yet  there  are  several 
parents,  who  study  the  inclinations  of  their  children  more 
than  any  other  thing,  that  would  by  no  means  sacrifice 
thera  to  interest ;  and  who  esteem,  as  the  very  first  article 
of  marriage,  that  happy  union  of  affections,  which  is  the 
foundation  of  every  blessing  attending  on  a  married  state 
and  who 

Love.  Without  a  portion. 

Cler.  Very  true ;  that  stops  your  mouth  at  once — 
Without  a  portion !  Where  is  the  person  who  can  find 
argument  againsli  that  ? 

Love.  Ha  1   is  not  that  the  barking  of  a  dog  ?     Some 

villains  are  in  search  of  my  money. Don't  stir  from 

hence,  I'll  return  in  an  instant, 

Cler.  My  dearest  Harriet,  how  shall  I  express  the 
agony  I  am  in  on  your  account  ? 

Har.  Be  not  too  much  alarm'd  since  you  may  depend 
on  my  resolution.  It  may  be  in  the  power  of  fortune  to 
delay  our  happiness,  but  no  power  shall  force  me  to 
destroy  your  hopes  by  any  other  match. 

Cler.  Thou  kindest,  lovely  creature. 

Love.  Thank  Heaven,  it  was  nothing  but  my  fear. 

Cler.  Yes,  a  daughter  must  obey  her  father;  she  is  not 
to  consider  the  shape,  or  the  air,  or  the  age  of  a  husband ; 
but  when  a  man  offers  to  take  her  without  a  portion,  she 
is  to  have  him,  let  him  be  what  he  will. 

Love.  Admirably  well  said,  indeed. 

Cler.  Madam,  I  ask  your  pardon  if  my  love  for  your- 
self and  your  family  carries  me  a  Uttle  too  far.  Be  under 
no  concern,  I  dare  swear  I  shall  bring  her  to  it. 
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Love.  Do,  do ;  111  go  in  and  see  what  these  people 
want  with  me.  Give  her  a  Uttle  more  now,  while  she's 
warm  ;  you  will  be  time  enough  to  draw  the  warrant. 

Cler.  When  a  lover  offers.  Madam,  to  take  a  daughter 
without  a  portion,  one  should  enquire  no  farther ;  every 
thing  is  contain'd  in  that  one  article ;  and  '  without  a 
portion,'  supplies  the  want  of  beauty,  youth,  wisdom, 
honour,  and  honesty. 

Love.  Gloriously  said  !  spoke  like  an  oracle  I  [Exit. 

Cler.  So,  once  more  we  are  alone  together.  Believe 
me,  this  is  a  most  painful  hypocrisy,  it  tortures  me  to 
oppose  your  opinion,  though  I  am  not  in  earnest,  nor 
suspected  by  you  of  being  so.  Oh,  Harriet !  how  is  the 
noble  passion  of  love  abus'd  by  vulgar  souls,  who  are 
incapable  of  tasting  its  delicacies.  When  love  is  great 
as  mine. 

None  can  its  pleasures,  or  its  pains  declare, 

We  can  but  feel  how  exquisite  they  are  [Exeunt. 


ACT  n.— SCENE  I. 
SCENE  continues. 

FBEDERICE,    RuiMlLIE. 
FRKDERICK. 

What  is  the  reason,  sirrah,  you  have  been  out  of  the  way, 
when  I  gave  you  orders  to  stay  here  P 

Ramil.  Yes,  Sir,  and   here  did  I  stay,  according   to 
your  orders,  till  your  good  fatlier  turned  me  out ;  and  it 
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is,  Sir,  at  the  extreme  hazard  of  a  cudgel  that  I  return 
back  again. 

Fred.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  answer  have  you  brought 
touching  the  money  ? 

Ramil.  Ah,  Sir  1  it  is  a  terrible  thing  to  borrow 
money ;  a  man  must  have  dealt  with  the  devil  to  deal 
with  a  scrivener. 

Fred.  Then  it  won't  do,  I  suppose. 

Ramil.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  Mr.  Decoy,  the  broker,  is  a 
most  industrious  person  ;  he  says  he  has  done  every 
thing  in  his  power  to  serve  you ;  for  he  has  taken  a 
particular  fancy  to  your  honour. 

Fred.  So,  then,  I  shall  have  the  five  hundred,  shall  I  ? 

Ramil.  Yes,  sir ;  but  there  are  some  trifling  conditions 
which  your  honour  must  submit  to  before  the  affair  can 
be  finished. 

Fred.  Did  he  bring  you  to  the  speech  of  the  person 
that  is  to  lend  the  money  ? 

Ramil.  Ah,  Sir ;  things  are  not  managed  in  that 
manner;  he  takes  more  care  to  conceal  himself  tlian 
you  clo ;  there  are  greater  mysteries  in  these  matters 
than  you  imagine ;  why,  he  would  not  so  much  as  tell 
me  the  lender's  name ;  and  he  is  to  bring  him  to-day 
to  talk  with  you  in  some  third  person's  house,  to  learn 
from  your  own  mouth  the  particulars  of  your  estate 
and  family ;  I  dare  swear  the  very  name  of  your  father 
will  make  all  things  easy. 

Fred.  Chiefly  the  death  of  my  mother,  whose  jointure 
no  one  can  hinder  me  of. 

Ramil.  Here,  Sir,  I  have  brought  the  articles ;  Mr. 
Decoy  told  me,  he  took  them  from  the  mouth  of  the 
person  himself.  Your  honour  will  find  them  extremely 
reasonable ;  the  broker  was  forc'd  to  stickle  hard  to  get 
such  good  ones:  In  the  first  place,  the  lender  is  to  see 
all  hia  securities ;  and  the  borrower  must  be  of  age,  and 
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heir  apparent  to  a  large  estate,  without  flaw  in  the  title, 
and  entirely  free  from  all  incumbrance ;  and  that  the 
lender  may  run  as  little  risk  as  possible,  the  borrower 
must  insure  his  life  for  the  sum  lent ;  if  he  be  an  officer 
in  the  army,  he  is  to  make  over  his  whole  pay  for  the 
payment  of  both  principal  and  interest,  which,  that  the 
lender  may  not  burthen  his  conscience  with  any  scruples, 
is  to  be  no  more  than  30  per  Cent. 

Fred.  Oh,  the  conscientious  rascal ! 

Ramil.  But  as  the  said  lender  has  not  by  him,  at 
present,  the  sum  demanded ;  and  that  to  oblige  the 
borrower,  he  is  himself  forced  to  borrow  of  another,  at 
the  rate  of  4  per  Cent.,  he  thinks  it  but  reasonable  that 
the  first  borrower,  over  and  above  the  30  per  Cent,  afore- 
said, shall  also  pay  this  4  per  Cent.,  since  it  is  for  Ids 
service  only  that  the  sum  is  borrowed. 

Fred.  Oh  the  devil !  what  a  Jew  is  here  ! 

Ramil  You  know,  Sir,  what  you  have  to  do — he  can't 
oblige  you  to  these  terms. 

Fred.  Nor  can  I  obUge  him  to  lend  me  the  money 
without  them ;  and  you  know  that  I  must  have  it,  let  the 
conditions  be  what  they  \vill. 

Ramil.  Ay,  Sir,  why  that  was  what  I  told  him. 

Fred.  Did  j'ou  so,  rascal  ?  No  wonder  he  insists  on 
Buch  conditions,  if  you  laid  open  my  necessities  to  him. 

Ramil.  Alas !  Sir,  I  oidy  told  it  to  the  broker,  who  is 
your  friend,  and  has  your  interest  very  much  at  heart. 

Fred.  Well ;  is  this  all,  or  are  there  any  more  reason- 
able articles  ? 

Ramil.  Of  the  five  hundred  pounds  required,  the 
lender  can  pay  down,  in  cash,  no  more  than  four 
hundred ;  and  for  the  rest,  the  borrower  must  take  in 
goods,  of  which  here  follows  the  catalogue. 

Fred.  What,  in  the  devil's  name,  is  the  meaning  of  all 
this? 

VOL.  II.  XS 
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Ramil.  Trnprirms,  One  large  yellow  camblet  bed,  lin'd 
with  satin,  very  little  eaten  by  the  moths,  and  wanting 
only  one  curtain.  Six  stuft  chairs  of  the  same,  a  little 
torn,  and  the  frames  worm-eaten,  otherwise  not  in  the 
least  the  worse  for  wearing.  One  large  pier-glass,  with 
only  one  crack  in  the  middle.  One  suit  of  tapestrj' 
hangings,  in  which  are  curiously  wrought  the  loves  of 
Mars  and  Venus,  Venus  and  Adonis,  Cupid  and  Psyche, 
with  many  other  amorous  stories,  which  make  the  hang- 
ings very  proper  for  a  bedchamber. 
Fred.  What  the  devil  is  here  ? 

Ramil.  Item,  One  suit  of  drugget,  with  silver  buttons, 
the  buttons  only  the  worse  for  wearing,  hem.  Two 
muskets,  one  of  which  only  wants  the  lock.  One  large 
silver  watch,  with  Tompion's  name  to  it.  One  snuff-boi, 
with  a  picture  in  it,  bought  at  Mr.  Deard's ;  a  proper 
present  for  a  mistress.  Five  pictures  without  frames  ;  if 
not  originals,  all  copies  by  good  Iiands ;  and  one  fine 
frame  without  a  picture. 

Fred.  Oons !  what  use  have  I  for  all  this  ? 
Ramil.  Several   valuable   books ;    amongst   which   are 
all    the  journals    printed    for  these  five  years  last  past, 
handsomely   bound    and    letter'd — The   whole    works  in 

divinity  of 

Fred.  Read  no  more  :  confound  the  curst  extortioner ; 
I  shall  pay  100  per  Cent. 

Ramil.  Ah,  Sir  !  I  wish  your  honour  would  consider  of 
it  in  time. 

Fred.  I  must  have  money.  To  what  straits  are  we 
Teduc'd  by  the  curst  avarice  of  fathers  I  Well  may  we 
wish  them  dead,  when  their  death  is  the  only  introduc- 
tion to  our  living. 

Ramil.  Such  a  father  as  yours.  Sir,  is  enough  to  make 
one  do  something  more  than  wish  him  dead.  For  my 
part,  I  have  never  had  any  inclination  towards  hanging ; 


THE  MISER. 


and,  I  thank  Heaven,  I  have  lived  to  see  whole  sets  of 
my  companions  swing  out  of  the  world,  while  I  have  had 
address  enough  to  quit  all  manner  of  gallantries  the 
moment  I  smelt  the  halter ;  I  have  always  had  an  utter 
aversion  to  the  smeU  of  hemp  ;  but  this  rogue  of  a  father 
of  yours.  Sir — Sir,  I  ask  your  pardon — has  so  provok'd 
me,  that  I  have  often  wiah'd  to  rob  him,  and  rob  him  I 
shall  in  the  end,  that's  certain. 

Fred.  Give  me  that  paper,  that  I  may  consider  a  little 
these  moderate  articles. 


SCENE  n. 

LOVEGOLD,  DECOY,  RAMILIE,  FREDEEICK. 

Decoy.  In  short,  Sir,  he  is  a  very  extravagant  young 
fellow,  and  so  press'd  by  his  necessities,  that  you  may 
bring  him  to  what  terms  you  please. 

Love.  But  do  you  think,  Mr.  Decoy,  there  is  no  danger  ? 
Do  you  know  the  name,  the  family,  and  the  estate  of  the 
borrower? 

Decoy.  No,  I  cannot  give  you  any  perfect  information 
yet,  for  it  was  by  the  greatest  accident  in  the  world  that 
he  was  recommended  to  me ;  but  you  will  learn  all  these 
from  his  own  lips ;  and  his  man  assur'd  me  you  would 
make  no  difficulty  the  moment  you  knew  the  name  of 
his  father  ;  all  that  I  can  tell  you  is,  that  his  servant  says 
.  the  old  gentleman  is  extremely  rich ;  he  called  him  a 
covetous  old  rascal. 

Love.  Ay,  that  is  the  name  which  these  spendthrift*, 
and  the  rogues  their  servants,  give  to  all  honest  prudent 
men  who  know  the  world,  and  the  value  of  their  money. 

Decoy.  This  young  gentleman  is  an  only  son,  and  is  so 
little  afraid  of  any  future  competitors,  that  he  offers  to  be 
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bound,  if  you  insist  on  it,  that  his  father  shall  die  within 
these  eiglit  monlhs. 

Love.  Ay.  there's  something  in  that ;  I  believe  then  I 
shall  let  him  have  the  money.  Charity,  Mr.  Decoy, 
charity  obliges  us  to  serve  our  neighbour,  I  say,  when  ire 
are  no  losers  by  so  doing. 

Decoy.  Very  true  indeed. 

Raviil.  Heyday  ;  wliat  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  our 
broker  talking  with  the  old  gentleman  ! 

Decoy.  So,  gentlemen  I  I  see  you  are  in  great  haste. 
But  who  told  you,  pray,  that  this  was  the  lender?  I 
assure  you.  Sir,  I  neither  discover 'd  your  name,  nor  your 
house ;  but,  however,  there  is  no  great  harm  done,  they 
are  people  of  discretion,  so  you  may  freely  transact 
affair  now. 

Love.  How ! 

Decoy.  This,  Sir,  is  the  gentleman  that  wants  to  borrow 
the  five  hundred  pounds  I  mentioned  to  you. 

Love.  How  !  rascal,  is  it  you  that  abandon  yourself  to 
these  intolerable  extravagances  ? 

Fred.  I  must  even  stand  buff,  and  outface  him.   [Aside. 

And  is  it  you,  father,  that  disgrace  yourself  by  these 

scandalous  extortions  ? 

[Kamilie  aird  Decoy  sneak  of. 

Love.  Is  it  you  that  would  ruin  yourself,  by  taking  up 
money  at  such  interest  ? 

Fred.  Is  it  you  that  would  enrich  yourself,  by  lending 
at  such  interest  ? 

LMve.  How  dare  you  after  this  appear  before  my  face  ? 

Fred.  How  dare  you  after  this  appear  before  the  face  of 
the  world? 

Love.  Get  you  out  of  my  sight,  villain  ;  get  out  of 
eight. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  go ;  but  give  me  leave  to  say 

Love,  m  not  hear  a  word.     I'll  prevent  your  atterd] 
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ing  anything  of  this  nature  for  the  future. — Get  out  of 

iny  sight,  villain. 1  am  not  sorry  for  this  accident;  it 

■will  make  rae  henceforth  keep  a  strict  eye  over  his  actions. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  m. 

SCENE,  mi  Apartment  in  lovegold's  House. 
HARRIET,  MARIANA. 

Mar.  Nay,  Harriet,  you  must  excuse  me ;  for  of  all 
people  upon  earth,  you  are  my  greatest  favourite :  but  I 
have  had  such  an  intolerable  cold,  child,  that  it  is  a 
miracle  I  have  recovered;  for,  my  dear,  would  you  think 
it,  I  have  had  no  less  than  three  doctors  ? 

Har.  Nay,  then  it  is  a  miracle  you  recovered,  indeed ! 

Mar.  0 !  child,  doctors  will  never  do  me  any  harm ; 
I  never  take  any  thing  they  prescribe  :  I  don't  know  how 
it  is,  when  one's  ill  one  can't  help  sending  for  them  ;  and 
you  know,  my  dear,  ray  Mamma  loves  physic  better  than 
she  does  any  thing  but  cards. 

I/ar.  Were  I  to  take  as  much  of  cards  as  you  do,  I 
don't  know  which  I  should  nauseate  most. 

Mar.  Oh !  child,  you  are  quite  a  tramontane ;  I  must 

bring  you  to  hke  dear  Spadille.     I   protest,  Harriet,  if 

you'd  take  my  advice  in  some  things,  you  would  be  the 

most  agreeable  creature  in  the  world. 

I      liar.  Nay,  my  dear,   I  am  in  a  fair  way  of   being 

^■obliged  to  obey  your  commands. 

Mar.  That  would  be  tlie  happiest  thing  in  the  world 
for  you  ;  and  I  dare  swear  you  would  like  them  extremely, 
for  they  would  be  exactly  opposite  to  every  command  of 
your  father's. 
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liar.  By  that,  now,  oue  would  think  j'ou  were  married 
already. 

Mar.  Married,  my  dear  1 

liar.  Oh,  I  can  tell  you  of  such  a  conquest :  you  will 
have  such  a  lover  within  these  four  and  twenty  hours. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  you  have  given  me  timely  notice  of 
it,  that  I  may  turn  off  somebody  to  make  room  for  him  ; 
but  I  believe  I  have  listed  him  already.  Oh  Harriet ;  I 
have  been  so  plagu'd,  so  pester'd,  so  fatigu'd,  since  I  saw 
you  with  that  dear  creature,  your  brother — In  short, 
child,  he  has  made  arrant  downright  love  to  me ;  If  my 
heart  had  not  been  harder  than  adamant  itself,  I  had 
been  your  sister  by  this  time. 

Har.  And  if  your  heart  be  not  harder  than  adamant, 
you  will  be  in  a  fair  way  of  being  my  mother  shortly; 
for  my  good  father   has    this  very  day  declar'd  such  a 
passion  for  you. 
Mar.  Your  father ! 

Har.  Ay,  my  dear.  What  say  you  to  a  comely  old 
gentleman,  of  not  much  above  threescore,  that  lovea  you 
so  violently  ?  I  dare  swear  he  will  be  constant  to  you  all 
his  days. 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  shall  die.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  You 
extravagant  creature,  how  could  you  throw  away  all  this 
jest  at  once?  it  would  have  furnish'd  a  prudent  person 
with  an  annuity  of  laughter  for  Ufe.  Oh  !  I  am  chann'd 
with  my  conquest ;  I  am  quite  in  love  with  him  already. 
I  never  had  a  lover  yet  above  half  his  age. 

Har.  Lappet  and  I  have  laid  a  delightful  plot,  if  you 

will  but  come  intr)  it,  and  counterfeit  an  affection  for  him. 

Mar.  Why,  child,  I  have  a  real  affection  for  him.     Oh  I 

methinks    I   see    you    on    your    knees   already Pray, 

mamma,  please  to  give  me  your  blessing.  Oh  !  I  see  my 
loving  bridegroom  in  his  threefold  nightcap,  his  flannel 
shirt ;  methinks  I  see    him    approach    me    with    all   the 
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lovely  gravity  of  age;  I  hear  him  whisper  charming 
sentences  of  morality  in  my  ear,  more  instructive  than 
all  my  grandmother  ever  taught  me.  Oh !  I  smell  him 
sweeter;  oh!  sweeter  than  even  hartshorn  itself.  Ha, 
ha,  ha!  see,  child,  how  beautiful  a  fond  imagination 
can  paint  a  lover:  would  not  any  one  think  now  we 
had  been  a  happy  couple  together.  Heaven  knows  how 
long? 

Har.  Well,  you  dear  mad  creature,  but  do  you  think 
you  can  maintain  any  of  this  fondness  to  his  face  ?  for  I 
know  some  women,  who  speak  very  fondly  of  a  husband 
to  other  people,  but  never  say  one  civil  thing  to  the  man 
himself. 

Mar.  Oh !  never  fear  it ;  one  can't  indeed  bring  one's 
self  to  be  civil  to  a  young  lover ;  but  as  for  those  old 
fellows,  I  think  one  may  play  as  harmlessly  with  them 
as  with  one  another.  Young  fellows  are  perfect  bears, 
and  must  be  kept  at  a  distance ;  the  old  ones  are  mere 
lap  dogs,  and  when  they  have  agreeable  tricks  with  them, 
one  is  equally  fond  of  both. 

Har.  Well,  but  now  I  hope  you  will  give  me  leave  to 
speak  a  word  or  two  seriously  in  favour  of  my  poor 
brother. 

Mar.  Oh !  I  shall  hate  you  if  you  are  serious :  Auh ! 
see  what  your  wicked  words  have  occasioned :  I  protest 
you  are  a  conjuror,  and  certainly  deal  with  the  devil. 


SCENE  rv. 

FRBDRSICK,   MARIANA,   HABBIBT. 

Har.  Oh,  brother!  I  am  glad  you  are  come  to  plead 
your  own  cause;  I  have  been  your  solicitor  in  your 
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Fred.  I  am  afraid,  like  other  clients,  I  shall  plead 
much  worse  for  myself  than  my  advocate  has  done. 

Mar.  Persons  who  have  a  bad  cause  should  have  very 
artful  counsel. 

Fred.  When  the  judge  is  determin'd  against  us  all,  art 
will  prove  of  no  effect. 

Mar.  Wliy  then,  truly.  Sir,  in  so  terrible  a  situation,  I 
think  the  sooner  you  give  up  the  cause  the  better. 

Fred.  No,  Madam,  I  am  resolv'd  to  persevere ;  for, 
when  one's  whole  happiness  is  already  at  stake,  I  see 
nothing  more  can  be  hazarded  in  the  pursuit.  It  might 
be,  perhaps,  a  person's  interest  to  give  up  a  cause, 
wherein  part  of  his  fortune  was  concerned ;  but,  when 
the  dispute  is  about  the  whole,  he  can  never  lose  by 
persevering. 

Mar.  Do  you  hear  him,  Harriet?  I  fancy  this  brother 
of  yours  would  have  made  a  most  excellent  lawyer.  I 
protest,  when  he  is  my  son-in-law,  I'll  even  send  him  to 
the  Temple ;  though  he  begins  a  little  late,  yet  diligence 
may  bring  him  to  be  a  great  man. 

Fred.  I  hope.  Madam,  diligence  may  succeed  in  love, 
as  well  as  law ;  sure,  Mariana  is  not  a  more  crabbed 
study  than  Coke  upon  Littleton  ? 

Mar.  Oh  !  the  wretch,  he  has  quite  suffocated  me  with 
his  comparison :  I  must  have  a  little  air :  dear  Harnet, 
let  us  walk  in  the  garden. 

Fred.  I  hope.  Madam,  I  have  your  leave  to  attend  you  ? 

Mar.  My  leave !  no,  indeed,  you  have  no  leave  of 
mine ;  but  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  know  no  way  to 
hinder  you. 

liar.  Ah,  brother,  I  wish  you  had  no  greater  enemy  in 
this  affair  than  your  mistress. 
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EAMILIE,  LAl'PET. 

Lap.  This  was,  indeed,  a  most  unlucky  accident;  how- 
ever, I  dare  lay  a  wager,  I  shall  succeed  better  with  him, 
and  get  some  of  those  guineas  you  would  have  borrowed. 

Ramil.  I  am  not.  Madam,  now  to  learn  Mrs.  Lappet's 
dexterity ;  but  if  you  get  any  thing  out  of  him,  I  shall 
think  you  a  match  for  the  devil.  Sooner  than  to  extract 
gold  from  him,  I  would  engage  to  extract  religion  from  a 
hypocrite,  honesty  from  a  lawyer,  health  from  a  phy- 
sician, sincerity  from  a  courtier,  or  modesty  from  a  poet. 
I  think,  my  dear,  you  have  liv'd  long  enough  in  this 
house  to  know  that  gold  is  a  very  dear  commodity  here. 

Lap.  Ah  !  but  there  are  some  certain  services  which 
will  squeeze  it  out  of  the  closest  hands  ;  there  is  one 
trade,  which,  I  thank  Heaven,  I  am  no  stranger  to, 
wherein  all  men  are  dabblers ;  and  he  who  will  scarce 
aflbrd  himself  either  meat  or  clothes,  will  still  pay  for  the 
commodities  I  deal  in. 

Ramil.  Your  humble  servant,  Madam;  I  find  you 
don't  know  our  good  master  yet ;  there  is  not  a  woman 
in  the  world,  who  loves  to  hear  her  pretty  self  talk  never 
BO  much,  but  you  may  easier  shut  her  mouth,  than  open 
his  hand :  as  for  thanks,  praises  and  promises,  no  courtier 
upon  earth  is  more  Hberal  of  them :  but  for  money,  the 
devil  a  penny :  there's  nothing  so  dry  as  his  caresses : 
and  there  is  no  husband,  who  hates  the  word  Wife  half 
8o  much  as  he  does  the  word  Give ;  instead  of  saying 
I  give  you  a  good-morrow,  he  always  says,  I  lend  you 
a  good-morrow. 

Ijap.  Ah !  Sir,  let  me  alone  to  drain  a  man ;  I  have 
the  secret  to  open  his  heart,  and  his  purse  too. 
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Ramil.  I  defy  you  to  drain  the  man  we  talk  of,  of 
his  money ;  he  loves  that  more  than  any  thing  you  can 
procure  him  in  exchange  ;  tlie  very  sight  of  a  dun  throws 
him  into  convulaionB ;  'tis  piercing  him  in  the  only 
sensible  part ;  'tis  touching  his  heart,  tearing  out  his 
vitals,  to  ask  him  for  a  farthing;  but  here  he  is,  and 
if  you  get  a  shilling  out  of  him,  I'll  marry  you  without 
any  other  fortune. 


LOVEGOLD,  LAPPET. 


my  dear  money  is  si^e.    Is 
;  why,  I 


V  is  s^e.    1b    > 


Love.  All's  well,  hitherto ; 
it  you.  Lappet  ? 

Lap.  I  should  rather  ask  if  it  be  you.  Sir ; 
look  BO  young  and  vigorous— 

Love.  Do  I,  do  I  ? 

Lap.  Why,  you  grow  younger  and  younger  every  day, 
Sir;  you  never  look'd  half  so  young  in  your  life.  Sir,  as 
you  do  now.  Why,  Sir,  I  know  fifty  young  fellows  of 
live  and  twenty,  that  are  older  than  you  are. 

Lore.  That  may  be,  that  may  be.  Lappet,  considering 
the  Hves  they  lead  ;  and  yet  I  am  a  good  ten  years  above 
fifty. 

Lap.  Well,  and  what's  ten  years  above  fifty  ?  'tis  the 
very  flower  of  a  man's  age.  Why,  Sir,  you  are  now  in 
the  very  prime  of  your  life. 

Love.  Very  true,  that's  very  true,  as  to  under- 
standing ;  but  I  am  afraid,  could  I  take  off  twenty 
years,  it  would  do  me  no  harm  with  the  ladies.  Lappet. 
How  goes  on  our  affair  with  Mariana?  Have  you 
mentioned  any  thing  about  what  her  mother  can  give 
her?  for,  now-a-days,  nobody  marries  a  woman  unless 
she  brings  something  with  her  besides  a  petticoat. 
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Lap.  Sir!  why,  Sir,  this  young  lady  will  be  worth  to 
you  as  good  a  thousand  pounds  a  year  as  ever  was  told. 

Love.  How,  a  thousaud  pounds  a  year  ! 

Lap.  Yes,  Sir,  there's  in  the  first  place  the  article  of  a 
table ;  she  has  a  very  little  stomach,  she  does  not  eat 
above  an  ounce  in  a  fortnight,  and  then  as  to  the  quality 
of  what  she  eats,  you'll  have  no  need  of  a  French  cook 
upon  her  account ;  as  for  sweetmeats,  she  mortally  hates 
thera :  so  there  is  the  article  of  deserts  wiped  off  all  at 

once You'll   have    no   need    of  a    confectioner,    who 

would  be  eternally  bringing  in  bills  for  preserves,  con- 
serves, biscuits,  comfits,  and  jellies,  of  which  half  a 
dozen  ladies  would  swallow  you  ten  pounds  worth  at  a 
meal ;  this,  I  think,  we  may  very  moderately  reckon  at 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year  at  least,  /(em,  For  clothes, 
she  has  been  bred  up  at  such  a  plainness  in  thera,  that 
should  we  allow  but  for  three  birthnight  suits  a  year 
saved,  which  are  the  least  a  town-lady  would  expect, 
there  go  a  good  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  more.  For 
jewels  (of  which  she  hates  the  very  sight)  the  yearly 
interest  of  what  you  must  lay  out  in  thera  would  amount 
to  one  hundred  pounds.  Lastly,  she  has  an  utter  detest- 
ation for  play,  at  which  I  have  known  several  moderate 
ladies  lose  a  good  two  thousand  pounds  a  year  :  now  let 
us  take  only  the  fourth  part  of  that,  which  amounts  to 
five  hundred ;  to  which,  if  we  add  two  hundred  pounds 
on  the  table  account,  two  hundred  pounds  in  clothes, 
and  one  hundred  pounds  in  jewels,  there  is.  Sir,  your 
thousand  pounds  a  year  in  hard  money. 

Love.  Ay,  ay,  these  are  pretty  things,  it  must  be  con- 
fess'd,  very  pretty  things;  but  there's  nothing  real  in  'em. 

Lap.  How,  Sir,  is  it  not  something  real  to  bring  you 
in  marriage  a  vast  store  of  sobriety,  the  inheritance  of  a 
great  love  for  simplicity  of  dress,  and  a  vast  acquired 
fund  of  hatred  for  play  ? 
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Love.  This  is  downright  raillery,  Lappet,  to  make  me 
up  a  fortune  out  of  the  expences  she  won't  put  me  to; 
I  assure  you,  Madam,  I  shall  give  no  acquittance  for 
what  I  liave  not  receiv'd :  iu  short,  Lappet,  I  must 
touch,  touch,  touch  something  real. 

Litp.  Never  fear,  you  shall  touch  something  real :  I 
liave  heard  them  talk  of  a  certain  country,  where  she 
has  a  very  pretty  freehold,  which  shall  be  put  into  your 
hands. 

Love.  Nay,  if  it  were  a  copyhold,  I  should  be  glad  to 
touch  it ;  but  there  is  another  thing  that  disturbs  me. 
You  know  this  girl  is  young,  and  young  people  gene- 
rally love  one  another's  company :  it  would  ill  agree 
with  a  person  of  my  temper  to  keep  an  assembly  for  all 
the  young  rakes  and  flaunting  girls  in  town. 

Lap.  Ah,  Sir,  how  httle  do  you  know  of  her  I  Thia 
is  another  particularity  that  I  had  to  I  ell  you  of;  she 
has  a  most  terrible  aversion  for  all  young  people,  and 
loves  none  but  persons  of  your  years.  I  would  advise 
you,  above  all  things,  to  take  care  not  to  appear  too 
young ;  she  insists  on  sixty  at  least.  She  says,  that 
fifty-six  years  are  not  able  to  content  her. 

Lave.  This  humour  is  a  Uttle  strange,  methinks. 

Lap.  She  carries  it  farther.  Sir,  than  can  be  imajrined ; 
she  has  in  her  chamber  several  pictures ;  but  what  do 
you  think  they  are  ?  None  of  your  smock-fac'd  young 
fellows,  your  Adonises,  your  Cephaluses,  your  Parises, 
and  your  Apollos.  No,  Sir,  you  see  nothing  there  but 
your  handsome  figures  of  Saturn,  King  Priam,  old 
Nestor,  and  good  father  Anchises  upon  his  son's 
shoulders. 

Love.  Admirable !  this  is  more  than  I  could  have 
hoped.  To  say  the  truth,  had  I  been  a  woman,  I  should 
never  have  lov'd  young  fellows. 

Lap.  I  believe  you.     Pretty  sort  of  stuff,  indeed,  to 
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be  in  love  with  your  young  fellows !  Pretty  masters, 
indeed,  with  their  fine  complexions,  and  their  fine 
feathers !  Now,  I  should  be  glad  to  taste  the  savour 
that  is  in  any  of  them. 

Love.  And  do  you  really  think  me  pretty  tolerable  ? 

Lap.  Tolerable !  you  are  ravishing  I  If  your  picture 
was  drawn  by  a  good  hand,  Sir,  it  would  be  invaluable  ! 
Turn  about  a  little,  if  you  please :  there,  what  can  be 
more  charming  ?  Let  me  see  you  walk. ;  there's  a  person 
for  you,  tall,  straight,  free,  and  degagoe !  Why,  Sir, 
you  have  no  fault  about  you. 

Love.  Not  many ;  hem,  hem ;  not  many,  I  thank 
Heaven;  only  a  few  rheumatic  pains  now  andthen,  and 
a  small  catarrh  that  seizes  me  sometimes. 

Lap.  Ah,  Sir,  that's  nothing ;  your  catarrh  sits  very 
well  upon  you,  and  you  cough  with  a  very  good  grace. 

Love.  But  tell  rae,  what  does  Mariana  say  of  my 
person  ? 

Lap.  She  has  a  particular  pleasure  in  talking  of  it ; 
and  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  have  not  been  backward  on  all 
such  occasions  to  blazon  forth  your  merit,  and  to  make 
her  sensible  how  advantageous  a  match  you  will  be  to 
her. 

Love.  You  did  very  well,  and  I  am  obliged  to  you. 

Lap.  But,  Sir,  I  have  a  small  favour  to  ask  of  you 

1  have  a  law-suit  depending,    which  I  am  on  the 

very  brink  of  losing  for  want  of  a  little  money,  [He 
looks  gravehf]  — and  j-ou  could  easily  procure  my 
success,  if  you  had  the  least  friendship  for  me.  You 
can't  imagine,  Sir,  the  pleasure  she  takes  in  talking  of 

you.     [He  looks  pleaa'd.] Ah !  how  you  will  dehght 

her,  how   your   venerable   mien    will  charm  her !     She 

will  never  be  able  to  withstand  you But  indeed,  Sir, 

this  law-suit  will  be  of  a  terrible  consequence  to  me. 
[He  looks  grave  a^fim.]— I  am  ruin'd,  if  I  lose  it,  which 
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a  very  small  matter  might  prevent.  Ah,  Sir,  had  jm  ' 
but  seen  the  raptures  with  which  she  has  heard  me  talk 
of  you !  [lie  resumes  his  gaiety.']  How  pleasure 
sparkled  in  her  eyes  at  the  recital  of  your  good 
qualities !  In  short,  to  discover  a  secret  to  you,  which  I 
promis'd  to  conceal,  I  have  work'd  up  her  imagination, 
till  she  is  downright  impatient  of  having  the  match 
concluded. 

Lore.  Lappet,  you  have  acted  a  very  friendly  part; 
and  I  own  that  I  have  all  the  obligations  in  the  world 
to  you. 

Lap.  I  beg  you  would  give  me  this  little  assistance, 
Sir.  [lie  looks  serious.]  It  will  set  me  on  my  feet,  and 
I  shall  be  eternally  obhged  to  you. 

L(n:e.  Farewell,  I'll  go  and  finish  my  dispatches. 

Lap.  I  assure  you.  Sir,  you  cou'd  never  assist  me  in  a 
greater  necessity. 

Love.  I  must  go  give  some  orders  about  a  particular 
affair. 

Lap.  I  would  not  importune  you,  Sir,  if  I  was  not 
forc'd  by  the  last  extremity. 

Love.  I  expect  the  tailor  about  turning  my  coat. 
Don't  you  think  this  coat  wiU  look  well  enough  tum'd, 
and  with  new  buttons,  for  a  wedding  suit  ? 

Lap.  For  pity's  sake.  Sir,  don't  refuse  me  this  small 
favour;  I  shall  be  undone,  indeed.  Sir.  If  it  were  but 
80  small  a  matter  as  ten  pounds,  Sir. 

Love.  I  think  I  hear  the  tailor's  voice. 

Lap.  If    it    were   but    five    pounds.    Sir ;   but    three 

pounds.  Sir;    nay.    Sir,    a   single    guinea    would   be  of 

service  for  a  day  or  two.     [As  he  offers  to  go  out  on  either 

side,  she  intercepts  him. 

Lone.  I  must  go  ;  I  can't  stay.  Hark  there,  somebody 
calls  me.  I'm  very  much  oblig'd  to  you ;  indeed,  I  am 
very  much  oblig'd  to  you. 
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Lap.  Gk)  to  the  gallows,  to  the  devil,  like  a  covetous 
good-for-nothing  villain,  as  you  are.  Eamilie  is  in  the 
right ;  however  I  shall  not  quit  the  affair ;  for  though  I 
get  nothing  out  of  him,  I  am  sure  of  my  reward  from  the 
other  side. 

Fools  only  to  one  party  will  confide,  ] 

Good  pohticians  will  both  parties  guide,  \ 

And,  if  one  fails,  they're  fee'd  on  t'other  side.        ) 


ACT  m.— SCENE  I. 


SCENE  continues. 


HARRIET,  FRKDERICK,  CLERMONT. 


FBEDERICK. 

I  THINK,  Sir,  you  have  given  my  sister  a  very  substantiaT 
proof  of  your  affection.  I  am  sorry  you  could  have  had 
such  a  suspicion  of  me,  as  to  imagine  I  could  have  been 
an  enemy  to  one  who  has  approv'd  himself  a  gentleman 
and  a  lover. 

Cler.  If  any  thing,  Sir,  could  add  to  my  misfortunes, 
it  would  be  to  be  thus  oblig'd,  without  having  any 
prospect  of  repaying  the  obligation. 

Fred.  Every  word  yon  speak  is  a  farther  conviction 
to  me  that  you  are  what  you  have  declared  yourself ; 
for  there  is  something  in  a  generous  education  which  it 
is  impossible  for  persons  who  want  that  happiness  to 
counterfeit :  therefore,  henceforth  I  beg  you  to  believe 
me  sincerely  your  friend. 
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Har.  Come,  come,  pray   a    truce    with  your   compli 
ments  ;  for  I  hear  my  father's  cough  coming  this  way. 


SCENE  H. 


LOVEGOLD,  PHEDEHICK,  CLEBMOXT,  HAEKIET. 
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Love.  So,  BO,  this  is  just  as  I  would  have  it.  Let  me 
tell  you,  children,  this  is  a  prudent  young  man,  and  you 
cannot  converse  too  much  with  him.  He  will  teach  you, 
Sir,  for  all  you  hold  your  head  so  high,  better  sense  than 
to  borrow  money  at  50  per  Cent.  And  you,  Madam, 
I  dare  say  he  will  infuse  good  things  into  you  too,  if 
you  will  but  hearken  to  him. 

Fred.  While  you  live,  Sir,  we  shall  want  no  other 
instructor. 

Love.  Come  hither,  Harriet.  You  know  to-night  I 
have  invited  our  friend  and  neighbour  Mr.  Spindle. 
Now  I  intend  to  take  this  opportunity  of  saving  the 
expense  of  another  entertainment,  by  inviting  Mariana 
and  her  mother  ;  for  I  observe,  that,  take  what  care  one 
will,  there  is  always  more  victuals  provided  on  these 
occasions  than  is  eat ;  and  an  additional  guest  makes 
no  additional  expense. 

Cler.  Very  true,  Sir;  besides,  though  they  were  to 
rise  hungry,  no  one  ever  calls  for  more  at  another 
person's  table. 

Love.  Right,  honest  Clermont:  and  to  rise  with  an 
appetite  is  one  of  the  wholesomest  things  in  the  world. 
Harriet,  I  would  have  you  go  immediately  and  carry  the 
invitation :  you  may  walk  tliither,  and  they  will  bring 
you  back  in  a  coach. 

Bar.  I  shall  obey  you,  Sir. 

Love.  Go,    that's    my     good    girl.     And   you, 
desire  you  would  behave  yourself  civilly  at  supper. 
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Fred.  "Why  should  you  suspect  me,  Sir  ? 

Love.  I  know,  Sir,  with  wliat  eyes  such  sparks  as  you 
look  upon  a  mother-in-law ;  but,  if  you  hope  for  my 
forgiveness  of  your  late  exploit,  I  would  advise  you 
to  behave  to  her  in  the  most  affectionate  manner 
imaginable. 

Fred.  I  cannot  promise.  Sir,  to  be  overjoy'd  at  her 
being  my  mother-in-law :  but  this  I  will  promise  you, 
I  will  be  as  civil  to  her  as  you  could  wish.  I  will 
behold  her  with  as  much  affection  as  you  can  desire 
me ;  that  is  an  article  upon  whicli  you  may  be  aure  of  a 
moat  punctual  obedience. 

Love.  That,  I  think,  is  the  least  I  can  expect. 

Fred.  Sir,  you  shall  have  no  reason  to  complain. 


LOVEGOLD,  CLERMONT,   JAMES. 

James.  Did  you  send  for  me,  Sir  ? 

Love.  Where  have  you  been  ?  for  I  have  wanted  you  ' 
above  an  hour. 

James.  Whom,   Sir,  did   you  want?  your  coachman, 
or  your  cook  ?  for  I  am  both  one  and  t'other. 

Love.  I  want  my  cook.  Sir. 

James.  I  thought,  indeed,  it  was  not  your  coachman; 
for  you  have  had  no  gieat  occasion  for  him  since  your 

last  pair  of  geldings   were  starv'd But  your   cook, 

Sir,  shall  wait  on  you  in  an  instant. 

[Puts  off  his  coachman's  great  coat  and  appears 
as  a  cook. 

Love.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  folly  ? 

James.  I  am  ready  for  your  commands,  Sir. 

Love.  I  am  engag'd  this  evening  to  give  a  supper. 

VOL.    II.  F  p 
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James.  A  Bupper,  Sir !  I  have  not  heard  the  word 
this  half-year.  I  have,  indeed,  now  and  then  heard  of 
such  a  thing  as  a  dinner  ;  but  for  a  supper,  I  liave  not 
dress'd  one  so  long,  that  I  am  afraid  my  hand  is  out. 

Love.  Leave  your  saucy  jesting,  sirrah,  and  see  thai 
yoii  provide  me  a  good  supper. 

James.  That  may  be  done,  Sir,  with  a  good  deal  of 
money. 

Love.  Wliat,  is  the  devil  in  you  ?  Always  money. 
Can  you  say  nothing  else  but  money,  money,  money! 
All  my  servants,  my  children,  ray  relations,  can  pro- 
nounce no  other  word  than  money. 

Cler.  I  never  heard  so  ridiculona  an  answer.  Here's 
a  miracle  for  you,  indeed,  to  make  a  good  supper,  with 
a  good  deal  of  money  !  Is  there  any  thing  so  easy  ?  Is 
there  any  one  who  can't  do  it  ?  Would  a  man  shew 
himself  to  be  a  good  cook,  he  must  make  a  good  supper 
out  of  a  little  money. 

James.  I  wish  you  would  be  so  good.  Sir,  as  to  shew 
us  that  art,  and  take  my  office  of  cook  upon  yourself. 

Love.  Peace,  sirrah,  and  tell  me  what  we  can  have. 

James.  There's  a  gentleman.  Sir,  who  can  furnish  you 
out  a  good  supper  with  a  httle  money. 

Love.  Answer  me  yourself. 

James.  Why,  Sir,  how  many  will  there  be  at  lable  ? 

Love.  About  eight  or  ten;  but  I  will  have  a  supper 
dress'd  but  for  eight :  for  if  there  be  enough  for  eight, 
there  is  enough  for  ten, 

James.  Suppose,  Sir,  you  have  at  one  end  of  the  table 
a  good  handsome  soup ;  at  the  other  a  fine  Westphalia 
ham  and  chickens;  on  one  side  a  fillet  of  veal  roasted- 
and  ou  the  other  a  turkey,  or  rather  a  bustard,  which, 
I  believe,  may  be  bought  for  a  guinea,  or  thereabouts. 

Zwt'fi.  What !  is  the  fellow  providing  an  entertainment 
for  my  lord  mayor,  and  the  court  of  aldermen  ? 
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James.  Then,  Sir,  for  the  second  course  a  leash  of 
pheasants,  a  leash  of  fat  poulards,  half  a  dozen  part- 
ridges, one  dozen  of  quails,  two  dozen  of  ortolans,  three 
dozen 

Love.  [Putting  hia  hand  beftn-e  James's  "mouth^  Ah^ 
villain  1  you  are  eating  up  all  I  am  worth. 

James.  Then  a  ragout 

Love.  [Stopping  his  viotitfi  again.^  Hold  your  extrava- 
gant tongue,  sirrah, 

Cler.  Have  you  a  mind  to  burst  them  all?  Has  my 
master  invited  people  to  cram  'em  to  death  ?  Or  do  you 
think  his  friends  have  a  mind  to  eat  him  up  at  one 
supper  ?  Such  servants  as  you,  Mr.  James,  should  be 
often  reminded  of  that  excellent  saying  of  a  very  wise 
man, '  We  must  eat  to  live,  and  not  live  to  eat.' 

lAn-e.  Excellently  well  said,  indeed ;  it  is  the  finest 
sentence  I  ever  heard  in  my  Ufe.     '  We  must  live  to  eat, 

'  and  not  eat  to ' No,  that  is  not  it ;   how  did  you 

Bay? 

Cler.  That '  we  must  eat  to  live,  and  not  live  to  eat,' 

Love.  Extremely  fine ;  pray  write  them  out  for  me : 
for  I'm  resolved  to  have  'em  done  in  letters  of  gold,  or 
black  and  white  rather,  over  my  hall  chimney. 

James.  You  have  no  need  to  do  any  more.  Sir  ;  people 
talk  enough  of  you  already. 

Love.  Pray,  Sir,  what  do  people  say  of  me  ? 

James.  Ah,  Sir,  if  I  could  but  be  assur'd  that  you 
would  not  be  angry  with  me. 

Love.  Not  at  all ;  so  far  from  it,  you  will  very  much 
obhge  me  ;  for  I  am  always  very  glad  to  hear  what  the 
world  says  of  me. 

James.  Well,  Sir,  then  since  you  will  have  it,  I  will 
tell  you  freely,  that  they  make  a  jest  of  you  every 
where ;  nay,  of  your  very  servants,  upon  your  account. 
They  make  ten  thousand  stories  of  you ;  one  says,  that 
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you  have  always  a  quarrel  ready  with  your  servants  at 
quarter-day,  or  when  they  leave  you,  in  order  to  find  an 
excuse  to  give  them  nothing.  Another  says,  that  you 
were  taken  one  night  stealing  j'our  own  oats  from  your 
own  horses ;  for  which  your  coacliman  very  handsomely 
belabour'd  your  back.  In  a  word,  Sir,  ooe  can  go  no 
where,  where  you  are  not  the  byeword ;  you  are  the 
laughing-stock  of  all  the  world;  and  you  are  never 
mention'd  but  by  the  names  of  covetous,  scraping, 
stingy 

Love.  Impertinent,  impudent  rascal!  Beat  him  for 
me,  Clermont. 

Cler.  Are  not  you  asham'd,  Mr.  James,  to  give  your 
master  this  language  ? 

James.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? — I  fancy  this  fellow's 
a  coward  ;  if  he  be,  I  will  handle  him.  \_A«ide. 

Cler.  It  does  not  become  a  servant  to  use  such  lan- 
guage to  his  master. 

James.  Who  taught  you,  Sir,  what  becomes  ?  If  you 
trouble  your  head  with  my  business,  I  shall  thresh  your 
jacket  for  you.  If  I  once  take  a  stick  in  hand,  I  shall 
teach  you  to  hold  your  tongue  for  the  future,  I  believe. 
If  you  offer  to  say  another  word  to  me,  I'll  break  your 
head  for  you. 

[Drives  Clermont  to  the  farther  end  of  the  stage. 

Cler.  How,  rascal !  break  my  head ! 

James.  I  did  not  say  I'd  break  your  head. 

[Clermont  driiYS  him  back  again. 

Cler.  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  that  I  shall  break  yours 
for  this  impudence  ? 

James.  I  hope  not,  Sir ;  I  give  you  no  offence,  Sir.  I 

Cler.  That  I  shall  shew  you  the  difference  between! 

James.  Ea,  ha,  ha.  Sir,  I  was  but  in  jest. 

Cler.  Tfien  I  shall  warn  you  to  forbear  these  jcBts 
for  the  future.  [Kicks  him  off  the  stage. 
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James.  Nay,  Sir,  can't  j-ou  take  a  jest?  Why,  I  was 
but  in  jest  all  the  while. 

Love.  How  happy  am  I  in  such  a  clerk  ! 

Cler.  You  may  leave  the  ordering  of  the  supper  to 
me,  Sir ;  I  will  take  care  of  that. 

Love.  Do  so ;  see  and  provide  something  to  cloy  their 
stomachs :  let  there  be  two  great  dishes  of  soup-meagre, 
a  good  large  suet-pudding,  some  dainty  fat  pork  pye  or 
pasty,  a  fine  small  breast  of  mutton,  not  too  fat;  a  salad, 
and  a  dish  of  artichokes ;  which  wUl  make  plenty  and 
variety  enough. 

Cler.  I  shall  take  a  particular  care,  Sir,  to  provide 
every  thing  to  your  satisfaction. 

Love.  But  be  sure  there  be  plenty  of  soup,  be  sure  of 
that.  This  is  a  most  excellent  young  fellow;  but  now  I 
will  go  and  pay  a  visit  to  my  money. 


SCENE  IV.     The  Street. 
BAHIUE  and  LAPPET,  meeting. 

Ramil.  Well,  Madam,  what  success  ?  Have  I  been  a 
false  prophet,  and  have  you  come  at  the  old  hunck's 
purse  ?  or  have  I  spoke  like  an  oracle,  and  is  he  as 
cloaefisted  as  usual  ? 

Lap.  Never  was  a  person  of  my  function  so  used.  All 
my  rhetoric  availed  nothing  :  while  I  was  talking  to  him 
about  the  lady,  he  srail'd  and  was  pleas'd ;  but  the 
moment  I  raention'd  money  to  him,  liis  countenance 
chang'd,  and  he  understood  not  one  word  that  I  stud. 
But  now,  Ramilie,  what  do  you  think  this  afiair  is  that 
1  am  transacting  ? 

Ramil.  Nay,  Mrs.  Lappet,  now  you  are  putting  too 
Bevere  a  task  upon  me.  How  is  it  possible,  ifi  the  vast 
variety  of  afiairs  which  you   honour  with  taking  into 
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your  hands,  that  I  should  be  able  to  gueaa  which  is  80 
happy  to  employ  your  immediate  thoughts? 

iMp.  Let  me  tell  you  then,  sweet  Sir,  that  I  am 
transacting  an  afi'air  between  your  master's  mistress 
and  his  father. 

Itamil.  What  aSair,  pr'ythee  ? 

Lap.  Wliat  should  it  be  but  the  old  one,  matrimony. 
In  short,  your  master  and  his  father  are  rivals. 

Hiimil.  I  am  glad  on't ;  and  I  wish  the  old  gentleman 
success,  with  all  my  heart. 

Lap.  How  !  are  you  your  master's  enemy  ? 

Ramil.  No,  Madam,  I  am  so  much  his  friend,  that  I 
had  rather  he  should  lose  his  mistress  than  his  humble 
servant ;  which  must  be  the  case  :  for  I  am  determin'd 
against  a  married  family.  I  will  never  be  servant  to 
any  man  who  is  not  his  own  master. 

Lap.  Why  truly,  when  one  considers  the  case  tho- 
rouglily,  I  must  be  of  an  opinion,  that  it  would  be  more 
your  master's  interest  to  be  this  lady's  son-in-law  than 
her  husband ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  she  has  but  little 
fortune  ;  and,  if  she  was  once  married  to  his  son,  I  dare 
swear  the  old  gentleman  would  never  forgive  the  difl^ 
pointment  of  his  love. 

Ramil.  And  is  the  old  gentleman  in  love  ? 

Lap.  Oh,  profoundly !  dehghtfully !  Oh  that  you  had 
but  seen  him  as  I  have  I  with  his  feet  tottering,  his  eyes 
watering,  his  teeth  chattering  I  His  old  trunk  was 
shaken  with  a  fit  of  love,  just  as  if  it  bad  been  a  fit  c^ 
an  ague. 

Ramil.  He  will  have  more  cold  fits  than  hot,  I 
believe. 

Lap.  Is  it  not  more  advantageous  for  him  to  have  a 
mother-in-law  that  should  open  his  father's  heart  to  him, 
than  a  wife  that  should  shut  it  against  him  ?  Besides, 
h  will  be  the  better  for  us  all :  for  if  the  husband  were 
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as  covetous  as  the  devil,  he  could  not  stop  the  hands  of 
an  extravagant  wife.  She  will  always  have  it  in  her 
power  to  reward  them  who  keep  her  secrets ;  and  when 
the  husband  is  old  enough  to  be  the  wife's  grandfather, 
she  has  always  secrets  that  are  worth  concealing,  take 
my  word  for  it :  so,  faith,  I  will  e'en  set  about  that  in 
earnest  which  I  have  hitherto  intended  only  as  a  jest. 

Ramil.  But  do  you  think  you  can  prevail  with  her  ? 
Will  she  not  be  apt  to  think  she  loses  that  by  the  ex- 
change which  he  cannot  make  her  amends  for  ? 

Lap.  Ah  !  Hamilie !  the  difficulty  is  not  so  great  to 
persuade  a  woman  to  follow  her  interest.  We  generally 
have  that  more  at  heart  than  you  men  imagine ;  besides, 
■we  are  extremely  apt  to  Hsten  to  one  another ;  and 
whether  you  would  lead  a  woman  to  ruin,  or  preserve 
her  from  it,  the  surest  way  of  doing  either  is  by  one  of 
her  own  sex.  We  are  generally  decoy'd  into  the  net 
by  birds  of  our  own  feathers. 

Ramil.  Well,  if  you  do  succeed  in  your  undertaking, 
you  will  allow  this,  I  hope,  that  I  first  put  it  into  your 
head. 

Lap^  Yes,  it  is  true  you  did  mention  it  first ;  but  I 
thought  of  it  first,  I  am  sure,  I  must  have  thought  of 
it :  but  I  will  not  lose  a  moment's  time ;  for,  notwith- 
standing all  1  have  said,  young  fellows  are  devils. 
Besides,  this  has  a  most  plausible  tongue,  and,  should 
he  get  access  to  Mariana,  may  do  in  a  few  minutes 
what  I  shall  never  be  able  to  undo  as  long  as  I  live. 

[ExiU 

Ramil.  There  goes  the  glory  of  all  chambermaids. 
The  jade  has  art,  but  it  is  quite  overshadow'd  by  her 
Tanity.  She  will  get  the  better  of  every  one,  but  the 
person  who  will  condescend  to  praise  her ;  for  though 
■he  be  a  most  mercenary  devil,  she  will  swallow  no 
bribe    half    so    eagerly    as    flattery.     The    same    pride 
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which  warms  her  fancy,  serves  to  cool  her  appetites; 
and  therefore,  though  she  have  neither  virtue  nor 
beauty,  her  vanity  gives  her  both.  And  this  is  my 
mistress,  with  a  pox  to  her.  Pray,  what  am  I  in 
love  with  ?  But  that  is  a  question  so  few  lovers  cau 
answer,  that  I  shall  content  myself  with  thinking  J 
in  love  with,  Leje  ne  aqai  quoi. 


SCENE  V. 


SCENE,  lovegold's  House. 


LOVEGOLD,  FEEDEEICK,  HARRIET,  MRS.  WISELY,  ASD 
MARIANA. 

Love.  You  see.  Madam,  what  it  is  to  marry  extremely 
young.  Here  are  a  couple  of  tall  branches  for  you, 
almost  the  age  of  man  and  woman;  but  ill  weeds 
grow  apace. 

Mrs.  Wise.  When  children  come  to  their  age,  Ifr. 
Lovegold,  they  are  no  longer  any  trouble  to  their 
parents ;  what  I  have  always  dreaded  was  to  have 
married  into  a  family  where  there  were  small  children. 

Love.  Pray,  give  me  leave,  young  lady,  I  have  been 
told  you  have  no  great  aversion  to  spectacles ;  it  is 
not  that  your  charms  do  not  sufficiently  strike  the 
naked  eye,  or  that  they  want  addition ;  but  it  is  with 
glasses  we  look  at  the  stars,  and  I'll  maintain  you 
are  a  star  of  beauty  that  is  the  finest,  brightest,  and 
most  glorious  of  all  stars. 

Mar.  Harriet,  I  shall  certainly  burst !  0  nauseous, 
filthy  fellow  I 

Love.  What  does  she  say  to  you,  Harriet  P 

Ear.  She  says,  Sir,  if  she  were  a  star,  you  woa 
sure  of  her  kindest  influence. 


TBE  MISER. 


441 


Love.  How  can  I  return  this  great  honour  you  do  me? 

Mar.  Auh !  what  an  animal !  what  a  wretch  ! 

Love.  How  vastly  am  I  oblig'd  to  you  for  these  kind 
sentiments ! 

Mar.  I  shall  never  be  able  to  hold  it  out,  unless  you 
keep  him  at  a  greater  distance. 

Love.  [Listening.]  I  shall  make  them  both  keep  their 
distance,  Madam.  Harkye,  you  Mr.  Spendall,  why  don't 
3'ou  come  and  make  this  lady  some  acknowledgment  for 
the  great  honour  she  does  your  father  ? 

Fi'ed.  My  father  has  indeed,  Madam,  much  reason 
to  be  vain  of  his  choice.  You  will  be  doubtless  a  very 
great  honour  to  our  family.  Notwithstanding  which, 
I  cannot  dissemble  my  real  sentiments  so  far  as  to 
counterfeit  any  joy  I  shall  have  in  the  name  of  son-in- 
law  ;  nor  can  I  help  saying,  that  if  it  were  in  my 
power,  I  believe  I  should  malke  no  scruple  of  preventing 
the  match. 

Mar.  I  believe  it ;  indeed,  were  they  to  ask  the  leave 
of  their  children,  few  parents  would  marry  twice. 

Love.  Why,  you  ill-bred  blockhead,  is  that  the  com- 
pliment you  make  your  mother-in-law? 

Fred.  Well,  Sir,  since  you  will  have  me  talk  in 
another  style — Suffer  me.  Madam,  to  put  myself  in  the 
place  of  my  father ;  and  believe  me,  when  I  swear  to 
you  I  never  saw  any  one  half  bo  charming,  that  I  can 
imagine  no  happiness  equal  to  that  of  pleasing  you ; 
that,  to  be  called  your  husband,  would  be  to  my  ears 
a  title  more  blest,  more  glorious,  than  that  of  the 
greatest  of  princes,  The  possession  of  you  is  the  most 
valuable  gift  in  the  power  of  fortune.  That  is  the 
lovely  mark  to  which  all  my  ambition  tends ;  there 
is  nothing  which  I  am  not  capable  of  undertaking  to 
attain  so  great  a  blessing,  all  difficulties,  when  you 
are  the  prize  in  pursuit 
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Love.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  :  softly,  if  you  please. 

Fred.  I  am  only  saying  a  few  civil  things.  Sir,  for 
you  to  this  lady. 

Love.  Tour  humble  servant.  Sir  :  I  have  a  tongue 
to  say  civil  things  with  myself  I  have  no  need  of  such 
an  interpreter  as  you  are,  sweet  Sir. 

Mar.  If  your  father  could  not  speak  better  for  himself 
than  his  son  can  for  him,  I  am  afraid  he  would  meet 
with  little  success. 

Love.  I  don't  ask  you,  ladies,  to  drink  any  wine  before 
supper,  lest  it  should  spoil  your  stomach. 

Fred.  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  order  some  sweet- 
meats. Sir,  and  tokay,  in  the  next  room ;  I  hope  the 
ladies  will  excuse  what  is  wanting. 

Mrs.  Wise.  There  was  no  necessity  for  such  a  collation 

Fred.    [To  Mariana.]    Did  you   ever  see,  Madai 
fine  a  brilliant  as  that  on  my  fatlier's  finger  ? 

Mar.  It  seems,  indeed,  to  be  a  very  fine  one. 

Fred.  You  cannot  judge  of  it.  Madam,  unless  y^P 
were  to  see  it  nearer.  If  you  will  give  me  leave.  Sir. 
[Takes  it  off  from  his  father's  finger,  and  gives  it  to 
Mariana.]  There  is  no  seeing  a  jewel  while  it  is  on 
the  finger. 

'  '    I  It  is  really  a  prodigious  fine  one. 

Fred.  [Preventing  Mariana,  who  is  going  to  return  i(.] 
No,  Madam,  it  is  already  in  the  best  hands.  My 
father.  Madam,  intends  it  as  a  present  to  you ;  there- 
fore, I  hope  you  will  accept  it. 

Love.  Present  I  I ! 

Fred.  Is  it  not.  Sir,  your  request  to  this  lady,  that 
she  would  wear  this  bauble  for  your  sake  ? 

Love.  [To  his  son.']  Is  the  devil  in  you  P 

Fred.  He  makes  signs  to  me  that  I  would  intreat  you 
to  accept  it. 
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Mar.  I  shall  not,  upon  my  word. 

Fred.  He  will  not  receive  it  again. 

Love.  I  shall  run  stark-staring  mad. 

Mar.  I  must  insist  on  returning  it, 

Fred.  It  would  be  cruel  in  you  to  refuse  him :  let 
me  intreat  you,  Madam,  not  to  shock  my  poor  father  to 
such  a  degree. 

Mrs.  Wise.  It  is  ill-breeding,  child,  to  refuse  so  often. 

Love.  Oh  !  that  the  devil  would  but  fly  away  with 
this  fellow ! 

Fred.  See,  Madam,  what  agonies  he  is  in,  lest  you 
should   return    it. — It  is  not  my  fault,  dear  Sir  ;  I  do 

all  I  can  to  prevail  with but  she  is  obstinate For 

pity's  sake,  Madam,  keep  it. 

iore.  [To  his  S071.']  Infernal  villain ! 

Fred.  My  father  will  never  forgive  me.  Madam,  unless 
I  succeed;  on  my  knees,  I  intreat  you. 

Love.  The  cut-throat ! 

Mrs.  Wise.  Daughter,  I  protest  you  make  me  asham'd 
of  you  ;  come,  come,  put  up  the  ring,  since  Mr.  Lovegold 
is  so  uneasy  about  it. 

Mar.  Your  commands.  Madam,  always  determine  me, 
and  1  shall  refuse  no  longer. 

Love.  I  shall  be  undone ;  I  wish  I  was  buried  while  I 
have  one  farthing  left. 


SCENE  VI. 
To  them  james. 

James.  Sir,  there  is  a  man  at  the  door  who  desires  to 
speak  with  you. 

Lm'e.  Tell  him  I  am  busy — bid  him  come  another  time, 
bid  him  leave  his  business  with  you 
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James.  Must  he  leave  the  money  he  has  brought  with 
him,  Sir  ? 

Love.  No,  no,  stay — tell  him  I  come  this  instant.     I 
ask  pardon,  ladies,  I'll  wait  on  you  again  immediately. 

Fred.  Will  you  please,  ladies,  to  walk  into  the  next 
room,  and  taste  the  collation  I  was  mentioning  ? 

Mar.  I  have  eat  too  much  fruit  alreadj'  this  afternoon. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Really,  Sir,  this  is  an  unnecessary  troubl 
but,  since  the  tokay  is  provided,  I  will  taste  one  f 

Har.  I'll  wait  on  you,  Madam. 


r 


SCENE  vn. 


FREDERICK,   MARIANA. 
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Mar.  That  is  a  mighty  pretty  picture  over  the  door, 
Harriet.  Is  it  a  family  piece,  my  dear?  I  think  it  has 
a  great  deal  of  you  in  it.  Are  not  you  generally  thought 
very  like  it  ?  Heyday,  where  is  my  mamma  and  your 
sister  gone  ? 

Fred.  They  thought,  Madam,  we  might  have  some 
business  together,  and  so  were  willing  to  leave  us  alone. 

Mar.  Did  they  so  ?  but  as  we  happen  to  have  no  busi- 
ness together  we  may  as  well  follow  them. 

Fred.  When  a  lover  has  no  other  obstacles  to  sur- 
mount but  those  his  mistress  throws  in  his  way,  she  is  in 
the  right  not  to  become  too  easy  a  conquest ;  but,  were 
you  as  kind  as  I  could  wish,  my  father  would  still  prove 
a  sufficient  bar  to  our  happiness ;  therefore  it  is  a  double 
cruelty  in  you. 

Mar.  Our  happiness !  how  come  your  happiness  and 
mine  to  depend  so  on  one  another,  pray,  when  that 
of  the  mother  and  son-in-law  are  usually  so  very 
opposite  ? 
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Fred.  This  is  keeping  up  the  play  behind  the  curt^n. 
Your  kindness  to  him  comes  from  the  same  spring,  as 
your  cruelty  to  me. 

Mar.  Modest  enough  I  then,  I  suppose,  you  think  both 
fictitious. 

Fred.  Faith,  to  be  sincere,  I  do  without  arrogance,  I 
think;  I  have  nothing  in  me  so  detestable,  as  should 
make  you  deaf  to  all  I  say,  or  blind  to  all  I  sufl'er.  This 
I  am  certain,  there  is  nothing  in  him  so  charming  as  to 
captivate  a  woman  of  your  sense  in  a  moment. 

Mar.  You  are  mistaken,  Sir ;  money ;  money,  the  most 
charming  of  all  things ;  money,  which  will  say  more  ia 
one  moment  than  the  most  elegant  lover  can  in  years. 
Perhaps  you  will  say  a  man  is  not  young ;  I  answer  he  is 
rich.    He  is  not  genteel,  handsome,  witty,  brave,  good- 

humour'd ;  but  he  is  rich,  rich,  rich,  rich,  rich that 

one  word  contradicts  every  thing  you  can  say  against 
him ;  and  if  you  were  to  praise  a  person  for  an  whole 
hour,  and  end  with,  'But  he  is  poor,'  you  overthrow  all 
you  have  said  ;  for  it  has  long  been  an  estabUsh'd  maxim, 
that  he  who  is  rich  can  have  no  vice,  and  he  that  is  poor 
can  have  no  virtue. 

Fred.  These  principles  are  foreign  to  the  real  senti- 
ments of  Mariana's  heart.  I  vow,  did  you  but  know  how 
ill  a  counterfeit  you  are,  how  awkwardly  ill  nature  aits 
upon  you,  you'd  never  wear  it.  There  is  not  one  so 
abandon 'd  but  that  she  can  affect  what  is  amiable  better 
than  you  can  what  is  odious.  Nature  has  painted  in  you 
the  complexion  of  virtue  in  such  lively  colours,  that 
nothing  but  what  is  lovely  can  suit  you,  or  appear  your 
own. 
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liar.  I  left  your  mamma,  Mariana,  with  Mr.  Clermont, 
who  is  shewing  her  some  pictures  in  the  gallery.  Well, 
have  you  told  him  ? 

Mar.  Told  him  wliat  ? 

Har.  Why,  what  you  told  rae  this  afternoon  ;  that  you 
lov'd  him. 

Mar.  I  tell  you  I  lov'd  him Oh !  barbarous  false- 
hood ! 

Fred.  Did  you  ?  could  you  say  so  ?  Oh  !  repeat  it  to 
ray  face,  and  make  me  bless'd  to  that  degree. 

Har.  Repeat  it  to  him,  can't  you?  How  can  you  be 
so  ill-natur'd  to  conceal  any  thing  from  another,  which 
would  make  him  happy  to  know  ? 

Mar.  The  Ue  would  choke  me,  were  1  to  say  so. 

IJar,  Indeed,  my  dear,  you  have  said  you  hated  him  so 
often,  that  you  need  not  fear  that.  But,  if  she  will  not 
discover  it  to  you  herself,  take  my  word  for  it,  brother, 
she  is  your  own  without  any  possibility  of  losing.  She 
is  full  as  fond  of  you  as  you  are  of  her.  I  hate  this 
peevish,  foolish  coyness  in  women,  who  will  suffer  a 
worthy  lover  to  languish  and  despair,  when  they  need 
only  put  themselves  to  the  pain  of  teUing  truth  to  make 
them  easy. 

Mar.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Miss  Harriet,  this  is  a 
treatment  I  did  not  expect  from  you,  especially  in  your 
own  house,  Madam.  I  did  not  imagine  I  was  invited 
hither  to  be  betray'd,  and  that  you  had  enter'd  into  a 
plot  with  your  brother  against  my  reputation. 

Har.  We  form  a  plot  against  your  reputation  !  I  wish 
you  could  see,  my  dear,  how  prettily  these  airs  become 
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you.  Take  my  word  for  it,  you  would  have  no  reason  to 
be  in  love  with  your  fancy. 

Jfar,  I  should  indeed  have  no  reason  to  be  in  love 
with  my  fancy,  if  it  were  fix'd  where  you  have  insinuated 
it  to  be  placed. 

Ear.  If  you  have  any  reason,  Madam,  to  be  ashamed 
of  your  choice,  it  is  from  denying  it.  My  brother  is 
every  way  worthy  of  you,  Madam !  and  give  me  leave 
to  tell  you,  if  I  can  prevent  it,  you  shall  not  render 
him  as  ridiculous  to  the  town  as  you  have  some  other 
of  your  admirers. 

Fred.  Dear  Harriet,  carry  it  no  further;  you  will  ruin 
me  for  ever  with  her. 

Har.  Away,  you  do  not  know  the  sex.  Her  vanity 
will  make  you  play  the  fool  '  till  she  despises  you,  and 

'  then  contempt  will  destroy  her  affection  for  you It  is 

•  a  part  she  has  often  play'd.' 

Mar.  I  am  oblig'd  to  you,  however.  Madam,  for  the 
lesson  you  have  given  me,  how  far  I  may  depend  on  a 
woman's  friendship.  It  will  be  my  own  fault,  if  ever  I 
am  deceiv'd  hereafter. 

IJai\  My  friendship,  Madam,  naturally  cools,  when  I 

discover  ite  object  less  worthy  than  I  imagiu'd  her. 

I  can  never  have  any  violent  esteem  for  one,  who  would 
make  herself  unhappy,  to  make  the  person  who  dotes  on 
her  more  so ;  the  ridiculous  custom  of  the  world  is  a 
poor  excuse  for  such  a  behaviour.  And,  in  my  opinion, 
the  coquette,  who  sacrifices  the  ease  and  reputation  of  as 
many  as  she  is  able  to  an  iU-natur'd  vanity,  is  a  more 
odious,  I  am  sure  she  is  a  more  pernicious  creature,  than 
the  wretch  whom  fondness  betrays  to  make  her  lover 
happy  at  the  expense  of  her  own  reputation. 
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SCENE  rx.    • 

To  them  mks.  wisely,  clebmont. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  you  have  a  most 
excellent  taste  for  pictures. 

Mar.  I  can  bear  this  no  longer  ;  if  you  have  been  base 
enough  to  have  given  up  all  friendship  and  honour,  good 
breeding  should  have  restrained  you  from  using  me  after 
this  inhuman,  cruel,  barbarous  manner. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Bless !  child,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Har.  Let  me  intreat  you,  Mariana,  not  to  expose 
yourself;  you  have  nothing  to  complain  of  on  his 
side  ;  and  therefore  pray  let  the  whole  be  a  secret. 

Mar.  A  secret !  no.  Madam.  The  whole  world  shall 
know  how  I  have  been  treated.  I  thank  Heaven,  I  have 
it  in  my  power  to  be  reveng'd  on  you  ;  and  if  I  am  not 
reveng'd  on  you 

Fred.  See,  sister,  was  I  not  in  the  right  ?  Did  I  not 
tell  you,  you  would  ruin  me  ?  and  now  you  have  done  it. 

liar.  Courage !  all  will  go  on  well  yet.  You  must 
not  be  frightened  at  a  few  storms.  These  are  only  blasts 
that  carry  a  lover  to  his  harbour. 


SCENE  X. 

To    them   LOVEGOLD. 

Love.  I  ask  your  pardon,  I  have  despatched  my  busi- 
ness with  all  possible  haste. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  did  not  expect,  Mr.  Lovegold,  when  we 
were  invited  hither,  that  your  children  intended  to 
affront  us. 
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Love.  Has  any  one  affronted  you,  Madam? 

Mrs.  Wise.  Your  children,  Sir,  have  used  my  poor  girl 
80  iU,  that  they  have  brought  tears  into  her  eyes.  I  can 
assure  you  we  are  not  us'd  to  be  treated  in  this  manner. 
My  daughter  is  of  as  good  a  family 

Love.  Out  of  my  sight,  audacious,  vUe  wretches,  and 
let  me  never  see  you  again. 

Fred.  Sir,  I 

Love.  I  won't  hear  a  word,  and  I  wish  I  may  never  hear 
you  more.  Was  ever  such  impudence,  to  dare,  after  what 
I  have  told  you 

Ear.  Come,  brother ;  perhaps  I  may  give  you  some 
comfort. 

Fred.  I  fear  you  have  destroy 'd  it  for  ever. 


SCENE  XI. 


LOVEGOLD,   MBS,    WISELY,   MARIANA,   CLERMONT. 

Love.  How  shall  I  make  you  amends  for  the  rudeness 
you  have  suffer'd  ?  Poor,  pretty  creature !  had  they 
stolen  my  purse,  I  would  almost  as  soon  have  pardon'd 
them. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Tlie  age  is  come  to  a  fine  pass,  indeed,  if 
children  are  to  control  the  wills  of  their  parents.  If  I 
would  have  consented  to  a  second  match,  I  would  have 
been  glad  to  have  seen  a  child  of  mine  oppose  it. 

Love.  Let  us  be  married  immediately,  my  dear;  and  if 
after  that  they  ever  dare  to  offend  you,  they  shall  stay  no 
longer  under  ray  roof. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Lookee,  Mariana,  I  know  your  consent 
will  appear  a  little  sudden,  and  not  altogether  conform 
to  those  nice  rules  of  decorum,  of  which  I  have  been  all 
my  life  so  strict  an  observer :  but  this  ie  so  prudent  a 
match,  that  the  world  will  be  apt  to  give  you  a  dispensa- 
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tion.  When  women  seem  too  forward  to  run  awaj  with 
idle  young  fellows,  the  world  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  very 
severe  on  them ;  but  when  they  only  consult  their 
interest  in  their  consent,  though  it  be  never  bo  quickly 
given;  we  say.  La!  who  suspected  it?  it  was  mighty 
privately  carried  on. 

Mar.  I  resign  myself  entirely  over  to  your  will, 
Madam,  and  am  at  your  disposal. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Mr.  Lovegold,  my  daughter  is  a  little  shy 
on  this  occasion  :  you  know  your  courtship  has  not  been 
of  any  long  date ;  but  she  has  cousider'd  your  great 
merit,  and  I  believe  I  may  venture  to  give  you  her 
consent. 

Lore.  And  shall  I  ?  hey  !  I  begin  to  find  myself  the 
happiest  man  upon  earth.  Od  !  Madam,  you  shall  be  a 
grandmother  within  these  ten  months.  I  am  a  very 
young  fellow. 

Mar.  If  you  were  five  years  younger,  I  should  utterly 
detest  you. 

Love.  The  very  creature  she  was  describ'd  to  be.  No 
one,  sure,  ever  so  luckily  found  a  mass  of  treasure  as  I 
have.  My  pretty  sweet,  if  you  will  walk  a  few  minutes 
in  the  garden  I  will  wait  on  you ;  I  must  give  some 
necessary  orders  to  my  clerk. 

Mrs.  Wise.  We  shall  expect  you  with  impatience. 


LOVEGOLD,    CLEEMONT. 

Love.  Clermont,  come  hither :  you  see  the  disordo 

house  is  likely  to  be  in  this  evening.  I  must  trust  every 
thing  to  your  care ;  see  that  matters  be  manag'd  with  as 
small  expense  as  possible.     My  extravagant  son  has  i 


for  fruit,  sweetmeats,  and  tokay.  Take  care  what  is  not 
eat  or  drank  be  return'd  to  the  tradespeople.  If  you  can 
save  a  bottle  of  the  wine,  let  that  be  sent  back  too,  and 
put  up  what  is  left ;  if  part  of  a  bottle,  in  a  pint :  that  I 
will  keep  for  my  own  drinking  when  I  am  sick.  Be 
sure  that  the  servants  of  my  guests  be  not  ask'd  to  come 
farther  than  the  hall,  for  fear  some  of  mine  should  ask 
them  to  eat.     I  trust  every  thing  to  you. 

Cler.  I  shall  take  all  the  care  possible,  Sir.  But  there 
is  one  thing  in  this  entertainment  of  yours,  which  gives 
me  inexpressible  pain. 

Love.  What  is  that,  pr'ythee  ? 

Cler.  That  is  the  cause  of  it.  Give  me  leave,  Sir,  to 
be  free  on  this  occasion.  I  am  sorry  a  man  of  your 
years  and  prudence  sliould  be  prevail'd  on  to  so  indis- 
creet an  action,  as  I  fear  this  marriage  will  be  called. 

Love.  I  know  she  has  not  quite  so  great  a  fortune  as  I 
might  expect. 

Cler.  Has  she  any  fortune,  Sir  ? 

Love.  Oh  I  yes,  yes,  I  have  been  very  well  assur'd  that 
her  mother  is  in  very  good  circumstances  ;  and  you  know 
she  is  her  only  daughter.  Besides,  she  has  several  quali- 
ties which  will  save  a  fortune.  And  a  penny  sav'd  is  a 
penny  got.  Since  I  find  I  have  great  occasion  for  a  wife 
I  might  have  search'd  all  over  this  town,  and  not  have 
got  one  cheaper. 

Cler.  Sure,  you  are  in  a  dream,  Sir;  dhe  save  a 
fortune ! 

Love.  In  the  article  of  a  table,  at  least  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year. 

Cler.  Sure,  Sir,  you  do  not  know 

Love.  In  clothes,  two  hundred  more 

Cler.  There  is  not.  Sir,  in  the  whole  town 

Love.  In  jewels,  one  hundred ;  play,  five  hundred ; 
these  have  been  all  prov'd  to  me  ;  besides  all  that  her 
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mother  is  ■worth.     In  short,  I  have  made  a  very  \ 
choice. 

Cler.  Do  but  hear  me.  Sir. 

Love.  Take  a  particular  care  of  the  family,  my  good 
boy.     Pray,  let  there  be  nothing  wasted. 


very  prao^^H 


SCENE  xin. 
CLBBUONT  alone. 
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How  vainly  do  we  spend  our  breath,  while  passion 
shuts  the  ears  of  those  we  talk  to.  I  thought  it  impos- 
sible for  any  thing  to  have  surmounted  his  avarice ;  but 
I  find  there  is  one  little  passion,  which  reigns  triumphant 
in  every  mind  it  creeps  into ;  and  whether  a  man  be 
covetous,  proud,  or  cowardly,  it  is  in  the  power  of  woman 
to  make  him  liberal,  humble,  and  brave.  Sure  this 
young  lady  will  not  let  her  fury  carry  her  into  the  arms 
of  a  wretch  she  despises  ;  but,  as  she  is  a  coquette,  there 
is  no  answering  for  any  of  her  actions.  I  will  hasten  to 
acquaint  Frederick  with  what  I  have  heard.  Poor  man, 
how  little  satisfaction  he  finds  in  his  mistress,  compared 
to  what  I  meet  in  Harriet.  Love  to  him  is  misery,  to 
me  perfect  happiness.  Women  are  always  one  or  1 
other ;  they  are  never  indifferent. 

Wlioever  takes  for  better  and  for  worse 

Meets  with  the  greatest  blessing  or  the  greatest  curj 


ACT  IV.— SCEICE  I. 
SCENE,  a  Hall  in  lotbgold's  House. 

FREDERICK,  HAMILIE. 
FBEDEEICK. 

How  I  Lappet  my  enemy  I  and  can  she  attempt  to 
forward  Mariana's  marriage  with  my  father  ! 

Ramil.  Sir,  upon  my  honour  it  is  true.  She  told  it  me 
in  the  highest  confidence  ;  a  trust.  Sir,  which  nothing  but 
the  inviolable  friendship  I  have  for  you  could  have  pre- 
vail'd  with  me  to  have  broken. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  am  your  most  humble  servant;  I  am 
infinitely  oblig'd  to  your  friendship. 

Ramil.  Oh!  Sir;  but  really  I  did  withstand  pretty 
considerable  otTers:  for,  would  you  think  it,  Sir,  the  jade 
had  the  impudence  to  attempt  to  engage  me  too  in  the 
affair :  I  believe,  Sir,  you  wou'd  have  been  pleas'd  to 
have  heard  the  answer  I  gave  her.  Madam,  says  I,  do 
you  think,  if  I  had  no  more  honour,  I  should  have 
no  greater  regard  to  my  interest?  It  is  my  interest. 
Madam,  says  I,  to  be  honest ;  for  my  master  is  a  man  of 
that  generosity,  that  liberality,  that  bounty,  that  I  am 
sure  he  will  never  suffer  any  servant  of  his  to  be  a 
loser  by  being  true  to  him.  No,  no,  says  I;  let  him 
alone  for  rewarding  a  servant,  when  he  is  but  once 
assur'd  of  his  fidelity. 

Fred.  No  demands  now,  Bamilie ;  I  shall  find  a  time 
to  reward  you, 

Ramil.  That  was  what  I  told  her,  Sir.  Do  you  think, 
says  I,  this  old  rascal  (I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir,)  that  this 
Hunks,  my  master's  father,  will  live  for  ever?    And 
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then,  says  I,  do  you  think  my  master  will  not 
his  old  friends  ? 

Fred.  Well,  but,  dear  Sir,  let  us  have  no  more 
rhetoric — go  and  fetch  Lappet  hitlier.     I'll  try  if  I  can't 
bring  her  over. 

Ramil.  Bring  her  over !     a  fig  for  her,  Sir.     I  have 
a  plot  worth  fifty  of  yours.     I'll  blow  her  up  with  your 
father.    I'll  make  him  believe  just  the  contrary  of  evi 
word  she  has  told  him. 

Fred.  Can  you  do  that  ? 

Ramil.  Never  fear  it,  Sir;  I'll  warrant  my  lies  keq 
even  pace  with  hers.  But,  Sir,  I  have  another  plot ;  I 
don't  question  but  before  you  sleep,  I  shall  put  you  in 
possession  of  some  thousands  of  your  father's  money. 

Fred.  He  has  done  all  in  his  power  to  provoke  me  to 
it ;  but  I  am  afraid  that  will  be  carrying  the  jest  too  far. 

Ramil.  Sir,  I  will  undertake  to  make  it  out  that 
robbing  him  is  a  downright  meritorious  act.  Besides, 
Sir,  if  you  have  any  qualms  of  conscience,  you  may 
return  it  him  again.  Your  having  possession  of  it  will 
bring  him  to  any  terms. 

Fred.  Well,  well.  I  believe  there  is  little  danger  of 
thy  stealing  any  thing  from  him.  So  about  the  first 
affair.     It  is  that  only  which  causes  my  present  pain. 

Ramil.  Fear    nothing,    Sir,    whilst    Ramilie    is 
friend. 


,^..  FBBDEBICS,  CLSBUOm.-. 

Fred.  If  impudence  can.  give  a  title  to  successj 
BUrfe  thou  hast  a  good  one. 

^ler.  Oh !  Frederick,  I  have  been  looking  for  you  all 
over  the  house.     I  have  news  for  you,  which  will  giyi 
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me  pain  to  discover,  though  it  is  necessary  you  should 
know  it.  In  short,  Mariana  has  determin'd  to  marry 
your  father  this  evening ! 

Fred.  How !  Oh  !  Clermont,  is  it  possible  ?  Cursed 
be  the  politics  of  my  sister,  she  is  the  innocent  occasion 
of  this.  And  can  Mariana  from  a  pique  to  her  throw 
herself  away !  Dear  Clermont,  give  me  some  advice, 
think  on  some  method  by  which  I  may  prevent,  at 
least  defer,  this  match ;  for  that  moment  which  gives 
her  to  my  father  will  strike  a  thousand  daggers  in  my 
heart. 

Cler.  Would  I  could  advise  you :  but  here  comes  one 
who  is  more  likely  to  invent  some  means  for  your 
deliverance. 

Fred,  Ha  !  Lappet  I 

SCENE  HI. 

LAFFET,  FKEDERICK,  CLERMOPfT. 

Lap.  Heyday  1  Mr.  Frederick,  you  stand  with  your 
arms  across,  and  look  as  melancholy  as  if  there  was  a 
funeral  going  on  in  the  house,  instead  of  a  wedding. 

Fred.  This  wedding,  Madam,  will  prove  the  occasion 
of  my  funeral;  I  am  oblig'd  to  you  for  being  instru- 
mental to  it. 

Lap.  Why,  truly,  if  you  consider  the  case  rightly,  I 
think  you  are.    It  wiU  be  much  more  to  your  interest 


Fred.  Mistress,  undo  immediately  what  you  have  done ; 
I  prevent  this  match  which  you  have  forwarded,  or  by  all 
►  the  devils  which  inhabit  that  heart  of  yours 

Lap.  Tor  Heaven's  sake.  Sir,  you  do  not  intend  to  kill 
\  me  I 

Fred.  What  could  drive  your  villainy  to  attempt  to  rob 
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me  of  the  woman  I  dote  on  more  than  life  ?  What  could 
urge  thee  when  I  trusted  thee  with  my  passion,  when 
I  have  paid  the  most  extravagant  usury  for  money  to 
bribe  thee  to  be  my  friend,  what  could  sway  thee  to 
betray  me  ? 

Lap.  Ab  I  hope  to  be  sav'd,  Sir,  whatever  I  have  done 
was  intended  for  your  service. 

Fred.  It  is  in  vain  to  deny  it ;  I  know  thou  hast  us'd 
thy  utmost  art  to  persuade  my  father  iuto  this  match. 

Lap.  If  I  did,  Sir,  it  was  all  with  a  view  towards  your 
interest ;  if  I  have  done  any  thing  to  prevent  your  having 
her,  it  was  because  I  thought  you  would  do  better  with- 
out her, 

Fred.  Wou'dst  thou,  to  save  my  life,  tear  out  my 
heart  ?  And  dost  thou,  like  an  impudent  inquisitor,  while 
thou  art  destroying  me,  assert  it  is  for  my  own  sake  ? 

Lap.  Be  but  appeas'd.  Sir,  and  let  me  recover  out 
of  this  terrible  fright  you  have  put  me  into,  and  I  will 
engage  to  make  you  easy  yet. 

Cler.  Dear  Frederick,  adjourn  your  anger  for  a  while 
at  least ;  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Lappet  is  not  your  enemy  in 
her  heart ;  and  whatever  she  has  done,  if  it  has  not  been 
for  your  sake,  this  I  dare  confidently  affirm,  it  has  been 
for  her  own.  And  I  have  ao  good  an  opinion  of  her, 
that  the  moment  you  show  her  it  will  be  more  her 
interest  to  serve  you,  than  to  oppose  you,  you  may  be 
secure  of  her  friendship. 

Fred.  But  has  she  not  already  carried  it  beyond 
retrieval  ? 

Lap.  Alas  !  Sir,  I  never  did  any  thing  yet  so  effectually 
but  that  I  have  been  capable  of  undoing  it;  nor  have 
I  ever  said  any  thing  so  positively,  but  that  I  have  been 
able  as  positively  to  misay  it  again.  As  for  truth,  I 
have  neglected  it  so  long,  that  I  often  forget  which  side 
of  the  question  it  is  of.     Besides,  I  look  on  it  to  be  so 
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very  insignificant  towards  success,  that  I  am  indifferent 
whether  it  is  for  me  or  against  me. 

Fred.  Let  me  intreat  you,  dear  Madam,  to  lose  no 
time  in  informing  us  of  your  many  excellent  qualities ; 
but  consider  how  very  precious  our  time  is,  since  the 
marriage  Is  intended  this  very  evening. 

Lap.  That  cannot  be. 

Cler.  My  own  ears  were  witnesses  to  her  consent. 

Lap.  That  indeed  may  be — but  for  the  marriage  it 
cannot  be,  nor  it  shall  not  be. 

Fred.  How !  how  will  you  prevent  it  ? 

Lap.  By  aa  infallible  rule  I  have.  But,  Sir,  Mr. 
Clermont  was  mentioning  a  certain  Uttle  word  called 
Interest,  just  now.  I  should  not  repeat  it  to  you,  Sir, 
but  that  really  one  goes  about  a  thing  with  so  much 
a  better  will,  and  one  has  so  much  better  luck  in  it  too, 
when  one  has  got  some  little  matter  by  it. 

Fred.  Here,  take  all  the  money  I  have  in  my  pocket, 
and  on  ray  maniage  with  Mariana,  thou  shalt  have  fifly 
more. 

Lap.  That  is  enough.  Sir;  if  they  were  half-married 
already,  I  would  unmarry  them  again.  I  am  impatient 
till  I  am  about  it — Oh  I  there  is  uolhing  like  gold  to 
quicken  a  woman's  capacity. 

SCENE  rv.  ^^ 

FOEDEBICK,  CLEBMONT.  ^^^| 

Fred.  Dost  thou  think  I  may  place  any  confidence 
in  what  this  woman  says  ? 

Cler.  Faith  1  I  think  so.  I  have  told  you  how  dexter- 
ously she  manag'd  my  affairs.     I  have  seen  such  proofs 

her  capacity,  that  I  am  much  easier  on  your  account 
than  I  was. 
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Fred.  My  own  heart  is  something  lighter  too.  Oh, 
Clermont !  how  dearly  do  we  buy  all  the  joys  which 
we  receive  from  women  ! 

Cler.  A  coquette's  lover  generally  pays  very  severely, 
indeed.  His  game  is  sure  to  lead  him  a  long  chase,  and 
if  he  catches  her  at  last,  she  is  hardly  worth  carrying 
home You  will  excuse  me. 

Fred.  It  does  not  affect  me ;  for  what  appears  a 
coquette  in  Mariana,  is  rather  the  effects  of  sprightliness 
and  youth,  than  any  fixed  habit  of  mind ;  she  has  good 
sense  and  good  nature  at  the  bottom. 

Cler.  If  she  has  good  nature,  it  is  at  the  bottom 
indeed ;  for  I  think  she  has  never  discover'd  any  to 
you. 

Fred.  Women  of  her  beauty  and  merit  have  such  a 
variety  of  admirers,  that  they  are  shocked  to  think  of 
giving  up  all  the  rest  by  fixing  on  one.  Besides,  so 
many  pretty  gentlemen  are  continually  attending  them, 
and  whispering  soft  things  in  their  ears,  who  think  all 
their  services  well  repaid  by  a  curtsey  or  a  smile,  that 
they  are  startled,  and  think  a  lover  a  most  unreason- 
able creature,  who  can  imagine  he  merits  their  whole 
person. 

Cler.  They  are  of  all  people  my  aversion ;  they  are 
a  sort  of  spaniels,  who  though  they  have  no  chance  of 
running  down  the  hare  themselves,  often  spoil  the  chace. 
I  have  known  one  of  these  fellows  pursue  half  the  fine 
women  in  town,  without  any  other  design  than  of  enjoy- 
ing them  all  in  the  arms  of  a  strumpet.  It  is  pleasant 
enough  to  see  them  watching  the  eyes  of  a  woman  of 
quahty  half  an  hour,  to  get  an  opportunity  of  making 
a  bow  to  her. 

Fred.  Which  she  often  returns  with  a  smile,  or  some 
other  extraordinary  mark  of  affection  ;  from  a  charitable 
design  of  giving  pain  to  her  real  admirer,  who  though 


I  he  can't  be  jealous  of  the    animal,  is 
her  condescend  to  take  notice  of  him. 
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concerned   to  see 


HASBIBT,  FBEDEBICK,   CLERMONT. 

Har.  I  suppose,  brother,  you  have  heard  of  my  good 
father's  economy,  that  he  has  resolv'd  to  join  two  enter- 
tainments in  one — and  prevent  giving  an  extraordinary 
wedding  supper. 

Fred.  Yes,  I  have  heard  it and  I  hope  have  taken 

measures  to  prevent  it. 

Sar.  Why,  did  you  believe  it  then  ? 

Fred.  I  think  I  had  no  longer  room  to  doubt. 

Har.  I  would  not  believe  it,  if  I  were  to  see  them 
in  bed  together. 

Fred.  Heaven  forbid  it ! 

Har.  So   say  I   too.     Heaven  forbid  I    should    have 
Buch  a  roother-in-law ;  but  I  think,  if  she  were  wedded 
into  any  other    family,  you    would    have    no    reason  to 
lament  the  loss  of  so  constant  a  mistress. 
■    Fred.  Bear  Harriet,  indulge  my  weakness. 

Har.  I  win  indulge  your  weakness  with  all  my  heart 

but  the  men  ought  not ;  for  they    are  such  lovers 

as   you,  who   spoil   the   women. Come,  if  you    will 

bring   Mr.    Clermont  into   my   apartment,  I'll  give   you 

dish  of  tea,  and  you  shall  have  some  Sal  Volatile  in 
it,  though  you  have  no  real  cause  for  any  depression  of 
your  spirit ;  for  I  dare  swear  your  mistress  is  very  safe, 
jind  I  am  sure,  if  she  were  to  be  lost  in  the  manner 
you  apprehend,  she  would  be  the  best  loss  you  ever 
had  in  your  hfe. 

Cler.  Oh,  Frederick !  if  your  mistress  were  but  equal 
to  your  sister,  you  might  be  well  called  the  happiest 
of  mankind.  \_Exeunt. 


I 


HAKIAMA,   LAPPET. 

Lap.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  and  so  you  have  persuaded  the 
old  lady  that  you  really  intend  to  have  him. 

Mar.  I  tell  you,  I  do  really  intend  to  have  him. 

Lap.  Have  him !  ha,  ha,  ha  I  For  what  do  you 
intend  to  have  him  ? 

Mar.  Have  I  not  told  you  already  that  I  will  marry 
him? 

Lap.  Indeed,  you  will  not. 

Mar.  How,  Mrs.  Impertinence,  has  your  mistress  told 
you  so?  and  did  she  send  you  hither  to  persuade  me 
against  the  match. 

Lap.  What  should  you  marry  him  for?  As  for  his 
riches,  you  might  as  well  think  of  going  hungry  to  a 
fine  entertainmeat,  where  you  are  sure  of  not  being 
suffer'd  to  eat.  The  very  income  of  your  own  fortune 
will  be  more  than  he  will  allow  you.  Adieu  fine 
clothes,  operas,  plays,  assemblies ;  adieu  dear  Quadrille 

— and  to  what  have  you  sacrificed  all  these  ? not  to 

a  husbaud — for  whatever  you  make  of  him,  you  will 
never  make  a  husband  of  him,  I'm  sure. 

Mar.  This  is  a  liberty.  Madam,  I  shall  not  allow  yoD; 
If  you  intend  to  stay  in  this  house,  you  must  leave  ofi 

these  pretty   airs  you   have  lately  given  yourself 

Eemember  you  are  a  servant  here,  not  the  mistress,  U 
you  have  been  suffer'd  to  affect. 

Lap.  You  may  lay  aside  your  airs  too,  good  Madam, 
if  you  come  to  that ;  for  I  shall  not  desire  to  stay  in 
this  house  when  you  are  the  mistress  of  it. 

Mar.  It  will  be  prudent  in  you  not  to  put  on  yonr 
usual  insolence  to  me ;  for,  if  you  do,  your  master  dull 
punish  you  for  it. 
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Lap.  I  have  one  comfort ;  he  will  not  be  able  to 
punish  me  half  so  much  aa  he  will  you.    The  worst  he 

can  do  to  me  is  to  turn  me  out  of  the  house but  you 

he  can  keep  in  it.    Wife  to  an  old  fellow  I  faugh  ! 

Mar.  If  Miss  Harriet  sent  you  on  this  errand,  you 
may  return,  and  tell  her,  her  wit  is  shallower  than  I 
imagin'd  it — and,  since  she  has  no  more  experience,  I 
"believe  I  shall  send  my  daughter-in-law  to  school  again. 

[Exit. 

Lap.  Hum!  you  will   have   a  schoolmaster  at  home. 

begin  to  doubt  whether  this  sweet-tempered  creature 
will  not  marry  in  spite  at  last.  I  have  one  project  more 
to  prevent  her,  and  that  I  will  about  instantly. 


SCENE  VII.     The  Garden. 
LOVEGOLD,   UHS.  WISELY. 

Love.  I  cannot  be  easy.    I  must  settle  something  upon 

tr. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Believe  me,  Mr.  Lovegold,  it  ia  unneces- 
lary  ;  when  you  die,  you  will  leave  your  wife  very  well 
provided  for. 

Love.  Indeed,  I  have  known  several  lawsuits  happen 
on  these  accounts;  and  sometimes  the  whole  has  been 
thrown  away  in  disputing  to  which  party  it  belong'd.  I 
■hall  not  sleep  in  my  grave  while  a  set  of  villainous 
lawyers  are  dividing  the  little  money  I  have  among  them. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  know  this  old  fool  is  fond  enough  now  to 
yome  to  any  terms !  but  it  is  ill  trusting  him  ;  violent 
passions  can  never  last  long  at  his  years, 

[Aside. 

Love.  What  are  you  considering  ? 

Mrs.  Wise.  Mr.  Lovegold,  I  am  sure,  knows  the  world 
»o  well  to  have  the  worse  opinion  of  any  woman  from 
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her  prudence ;  therefore  I  must  tell  you,  this  delay  of 
the  match  does  not  at  all  please  rae.  It  seems  to  argue 
your  inclinations  abated,  and  so  it  is  better  to  let  the 
treaty  end  here.  My  daughter  has  a  very  good,  offer  ( 
now,  which  were  she  to  refuse  on  your  account,  she 
would  make  a  very  ridiculous  figure  in  the  world  after 
you  had  left  her. 

Luve.  Alas !  Madam,  I  love  her  better  than  any  thing 
almost  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  this  delay  ia  to  secure 
her  a  good  jointure :  I  am  not  worth  the  money  the 
world  says  ;  I  am  not  indeed. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Well,  Sir,  then  there  can  be  no  harm,  for 
the  satisfaction  of  both  her  mind  and  mine,  in  your  sign- 
ing a  small  contract  which  can  be  prepared  immediately. 

Love.  What  signifies  signing.  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  see.  Sir,  you  don't  care  for  it.  So  there 
is'  no  harm  done ;  and  really  this  other  is  so  very  advan- 
tageous an  offer,  that  I  don't  know  whether  I  shall  not  be 
blam'd  for  refusing  him  on  any  account. 

Love.  Nay,  but  be  not  in  haste ;  what  would  you  have 
me  sign  ? 

Mrs.  Wise.  Only  to  perform  your  promise  of  marriage. 

Love.  Well,  well,  let  your  lawj'er  draw  it  up  then,  and 
mine  shall  look  over  it. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  beheve  my  lawyer  is  in  the  house ;  I'll 
go  to  him,  and  get  it  done  instantly ;  and  then  we  will 
give  this  gentleman  a  final  answer.  I  assure  you,  he  is 
a  very  advantageous  offer.  [Esii. 

Love.  As  I  intend  to  marry  this  girl,  there  can  be  no 
harm  in  signing  the  contract ;  her  lawyer  draws  it  up, 
flo  I  shall  be  at  no  expense ;  for  I  can  get  mine  to  look  it 
over  for  nothing.  I  should  have  done  very  wisely, 
indeed,  to  have  entitled  her  to  a  third  of  my  fortune, 
whereas  I  will  not  make  her  jointure  above  a  tenth.  1 
protest  it  is  with  some   difficulty  that  I  have  prevail'd 
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with  myself  to  put  off  the  match ;  I  am  more  in  love,  I 
find,  than  I  suspected. 


SCENE  vin. 

LAPPET,   LOTESOLD. 

Lap.  Oh  1   unhappy,   miserable   creature  that  I   am ! 
what  shall  I  do  p  whither  shall  I  go  ? 

Lore.  What's  the  matter,  Lappet  ? 

Lap.  To  have  been  innocently  assisting  In   betraying 
so  good  a  man !  so  good  a  master  I  so  good  a  friend ! 

Love.  Lappet,  I  say. 

Lap.  I  shall  never  forgive  myself,  I  shall  never  out- 
live it,  I  shall  never  eat,  drink,  sleep 

[Runs  against  him. 

Love.  One  would   think  you    were   walking   in  your 
Bleep,  now.     What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Lap.  Oh  1   Sir ! you   are    undone,  Sir,   and  I  am 

undone. 

Love.  How !  what !  has    any   one   robb'd  me  ?  have  I 
lost  any  thing. 

Lap.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  got  something. 

Love.  What?  what? 

Lap.  A  wife,  Sir. 

Love.  No,  I  have  not  yet but  why — 

Lap.  How,  Sir,  are  you  not  married? 

Love.  No. 

Lap.  That  is  the  happiest  word  I  ever  heard  come  out 
of  your  mouth. 

Love.  I  have,  for  some  particular  reasons,  put  off  the 
match  for  a  few  days. 

Lap.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  for  some  particular  reasons,  you 
shall  put  off  the  match  for  a  few  years. 

Love.  What  do  you  say  ? 
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Lap.  Oh!  Sir,  this  affair  has  almost  detennin'd  me 
never  to  engage  in  matrimonial  matters  again.  I  have 
been  finely  deceiv'd  in  this  lady.  I  told  you,  Sir,  she 
had  an  estate  in  a  certain  country ;  but  I  find  it  is  all  a 
cheat,  Sir ;  the  devil  of  any  estate  has  she. 

ioi-e.  How  !  not  any  estate  at  all !  How  can  she  live 
then? 

Lap.  Nay,  Sir.  Heaven  knows  how  half  the  people 
in  this  town  live. 

Love.  However,  it  is  an  excellent  good  quality  in  a 
■woman  to  be  able  to  live  without  an  estate.  She  that 
can  make  something  out  of  nothing,  will  make  a  little 
go  a  great  way.  I  am  sorry  she  has  no  fortune ;  but 
considering  all  her  saving  qualities.  Lappet 

Lap.  All  an  imposition.  Sir ;  she  is  the  most  ex- 
travagant wretch  upon  earth. 

Lave.  How  !  how  !  extravagant ! 

Lap.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  she  is  downright  extravagance  itself. 

Love.  Can  it  be  possible  after  what  you  told  me  ? 

Lap.  Alas,  Sir,  that  was  only  a  clo^  thrown  over  her 
real  inclinations. 

Love.  How  was  it  possible  for  you  to  be  so  deceiv'd  in 
her? 

Lap.  Alas !  Sir,  she  would  have  deceiv'd  anyone  upon 
earth,  even  yourself:  for.  Sir,  during  a  whole  fortnight 
since  you  have  been  in  love  with  her  she  has  made  it  her 
whole  business  to  conceal  her  extravagance  and  appear 
thrifty. 

Love.  That  is  a  good  sign,  tho' ;  Lappet,  let  me  tell 
you,  that  is  a  good  sign ;  right  habits  as  well  as  wrong 
are  got  by  affecting  them.  And  she  who  could  be 
thrifty  a  whole  fortnight  gives  lively  hopes  that  she  may 
be  brought  to  be  so  as  long  as  she  lives. 

Lap.  She  loves  play  to  distraction:  it  is  the  only 
visible  way  in  the  world  she  has  of  a  hving. 
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Love.  She  must  win  then,  Lappet ;  and  play,  when 
people  play  the  best  of  the  game,  is  no  such  very  bad 
thing.  Besides,  as  she  plays  only  to  support  herself, 
vhen  she  can  be  supported  without  it,  she  may  leave 
it  off. 

Lap.  To  support  her  extravagance,  in  dress  par- 
ticularly ;  why,  don't  you  see.  Sir,  she  ia  dress'd  out 
to-day  lite  a  princess  ? 

Love.  It  may  be  an  effect  of  prudence  in  a  young 
woman  to  dress,  in  order  to  get  a  husband.  And  as  that 
ia  apparently  her  motive,  when  she  is  married  that 
motive  ceases ;  and  to  say  the  truth,  she  is  in  discourse 
a  very  prudent  young  woman. 

Lap.  Think  of  her  extravagance. 

Loi-e.  A  woman  of  the  greatest  modesty  1 

Lap.  And  extravagance. 

Love.  She  has  really  a  very  fine  set  of  teeth. 

Lap.  She  will  have  all  the  teeth  out  of  your  head. 

Love.  I  never  saw  finer  eyes. 

Lap.  She  will  eat  you  cut  of  house  and  home. 

Love.  Charming  hair! 

Lap.  She  will  ruin  you  ! 

Loi'e.  Sweet  kissing  lips,  swelling  breasts,  and  the 
finest  shape  that  ever  was  embraced. 

[Catching  Lappet  in  his  arms. 

Lap.  0,  Sir!  I  am  not  the  lady. Was  ever  such 

an  old  goat ! Well,  Sir,  I  see  you  are  determined  on 

the  match,  and  so  I  desire  you  would  pay  me  my  wages. 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  the  ruin  of  a  family  in  which  I  have 
liv'd  so  long,  that  X  have  contracted  as  great  a  friend- 
ship for  it  as  if  it  was  my  own :  I  can't  bear  to  see 
■waste,  riot,  and  extravagance;  to  see  all  the  wealth  a 
poor,  honest,  industrious  gentleman  has  been  raising  all 
his  lifetime,  squander 'd  away  in  a  year  or  two  in  feasts, 
balls,  music,  cards,  clothes,  jewels — It  would  break  my 

VOL.  II.  u  n 
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heart  to  see  my  poor  old  master  eat  out  by  a  set  of 
singers,  fiddlers,  milliners,  mautua-makers,  mercers,  toy- 
men, jewellers,  fops,  cheats,  rakes To  see  his  guineas 

fly  about  Uke  dust ;  all  his  ready  money  paid  in  one 
morning  to  one  tradesman  ;  his  whole  stock  in  the  funds 
spent  in  one  half-year ;  all  his  land  swallowed  down  in 
another ;  all  his  old  gold,  nay,  the  very  plate  which  he 
has  had  in  his  family,  time  out  of  mind,  which  has 
descended  from  father  to  son  ever  since  the  flood,  to  see 
even  that  disposed  of  What  will  they  have  next,  I 
wonder,  when  they  have  had  all  that  he  is  worth  in  the 
world,  and  left  the  poor  old  man  without  any  thing  to 
furnish  his  old  age  with  the  necessaries  of  life — Will 
they  be  contented  then,  or  will  they  tear  out  his  bowels, 
and  eat  them  too  ?  [Both  burst  into  tears.]  The  laws 
are  cruel  to  put  it  in  the  power  of  a  wife  to  ruin  her 

husband  in  this  manner And  will  any  one    tell  me 

that  such  a  woman  as  this  is  handsome  ? — What  are  a 
pair  of  shining  eyes,  when  they  must  be  bought  with 
the  loss  of  all  one's  shining  gold  P 

Love.  Oh !  my  poor  old  gold. 

Lap.  Perhaps  she  has  a  fine  set  of  teeth. 

Love.    My  poor  plate,  that  I  have  hoarded  with  so 
much  care  1 

Lap.   Or  I'll  grant  she  may  have  a  most  beautiful 
shape. 

Love.  My  dear  land  and  tenements. 

Lap.  What  are  the  roses  on    her  cheeks,  or  lilies  in 
her  neck  ? 

Love.  My  poor  India  bonds,  bearing  at  least  three  and 
a  half  per  cent. 

Lap.  A  fine  excuse,  indeed,  when  a  man  is  ruinedj 
his  wife,  to  tell  us  he  has  married  a  beauty. 
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Law.  Sir,  the  contract  is  ready ;  my  client  has  sent 
for  the  counsel  on  the  other  side,  and  he  is  now  below 
examining  it. 

Love.  Get  you  out  of  my  doors,  you  villain,  you  and 
your  client  too  ;  I'll  contract  you,  with  a  pox. 

Law.  Heyday !  sure  you  are  non  compos  mentis  ! 

Love.  No,  sirrah,  I  had  like  to  have  been  non  compos 
mentis  ;  but  I  have  had  the  good  luck  to  escape  it.  Go 
and  tell  your  client  I  have  discover'd  her:  bid  her  take 
her  advantageous  offer ;  for  I  shall  sign  no  contracts. 

Law.  This  is  ihe  strangest  thing  I  have  met  with  in 
my  whole  course  of  practice. 

L^ve.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  Tjappet  ; 
indeed,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

iMp.  I  am  sure,  Sir,  I  have  a  very  great  satisfaction 
in  serving  you,  and  I  hope  you  will  consider  of  that 
little  affair  that  I  mentioned  to  you  to-day  about  my 
lawsuit. 

Love.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

Lap.  T  hope.  Sir,  you  won't  suffer  me  to  be  ruined 
when  I  have  preserved  you  from  it. 

Love.  Hey  1  [^Appeanng  deaf. 

Lap.  You  know,  Sir,  that  in  Westminster-hall  money 
and  right  are  always  on  the  same  side. 

Love,  ky,  so  they  are ;  very  true,  so  they  are ;  and 
therefore  no  one  can  take  too  much  care  of  his  money. 

Lap.  The  smallest  matter  of  money,  Sir,  would  do  me 
an  infinite  service. 

Love.  Hey  I  what?    ■'    m--.  .^'    i  Ay-.i  ■    . 
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Lap.  A  small  matter  of  money.  Sir,  would  do 
great  kindness. 

Love.  Oho !  I  have  a  very  great  kindness  for  you ; 
indeed,  I  have  a  very  great  kindness  for  you. 

Lap.  Per  take  your  kindness  !  I'm  only  losing  time : 
there's  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  him.  So  111  ev'n  to 
Frederick,  and  see  what  the  report  of  my  success  will  do 
there  :  Ah  I  would  I  were  married  to  thee  myself  I 

Love.  What  a  prodigious  escape  have  I  had !  I  can- 
not look  at  the  precipice  without  being  giddy. 

SCENE  X. 
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R.iMIUB,   LOVEOOLD. 

Love.  Who   is   that  ?    Oh,   is  it    you,   sirrah  ? 
dare  you  enter  within  these  walls  ? 

Hamil.  Truly,  Sir,  I  can  scarcely  reconcile  it 
myself ;  I  think,  after  what  has  happened,  you  have 
great  title  to  ray  friendship.  But  I  don't  know  how  it 
is,  Sir,  there  is  something  or  other  about  you  which 
strangely  engages  my  aflections,  and  wliich,  together 
with  the  friendship  I  have  for  your  son,  won't  let  me 
suffer  you  to  be  impos'd  upon ;  and  to  prevent  that.  Sir, 
is  the  whole  and  sole  occasion  of  my  coming  within  your 
doors.  Did  not  a  certain  lady,  Sir,  called  Mrs.  Lappet, 
depart  from  you  just  now  ? 

Love.  What  if  she  did,  sirrah  ? 

Ramil.  Has  she  not.  Sir,  been  talking  to  you  about 
young  lady  whose  name  is  Mariana  ? 

Love.  Well,  and  what  then  p 

Ramil.  Why,  then.  Sir,  every  single  syllable  she  has 
told  you  has  been  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  most 
confounded  lie ;  as  is,  indeed,  every  word  she  says :  for 
I  don't  beUeve,  upon  a  modest  calculation,  she  has 
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six  truths  since  she  has  been  in  the  house.  She  is  made 
up  of  lies ;  her  father  was  an  attorney,  and  her  mother 
was  chambermaid  to  a  maid  of  honour.  The  first  word 
she  spoke  was  a  lie,  and  so  will  be  the  last.  I  know  she 
has  pretended  a  great  affection  for  you,  that's  one  Ue ; 
and  every  thing  she  has  said  of  Mariana  is  another. 

Love.  How !  how !  are  you  sure  of  this  ? 

Ramil.  Why,  Sir,  she  and  I  laid  the  plot  together ; 
that  one  time,  indeed,  I  myself  was  forced  to  deviate  a 
little  from  the  truth  ;  but  it  was  with  a  good  design  :  the 
jade  pretended  to  me  that  it  was  out  of  friendship  to  my 
master;  that  it  was  because  she  thought  such  a  match 
would  not  be  at  all  to  his  interest ;  but  alas !  Sir,  I  know 
her  friendship  begins  and  ends  at  home ;  and  that  she 
has  friendship  for  no  person  living  but  herself.  Why, 
Sir,  do  but  look  at  Mariana,  Sir,  and  see  whether  you 
can  think  her  such  a  sort  of  woman  as  she  has  described 
her  to  yoa. 

Love.  Indeed  she  has  appeared  to  me  always  in  a 
different  light.  I  do  believe  what  you  say.  This  jade 
has  been  bribed  by  my  children  to  impose  upon  me.  I 
forgive  thee  all  that  thou  hast  done  for  this  one  service. 
I  will  go  deny  all  that  I  said  to  the  lawyer,  and  put  an 
end  to  everything  this  moment.  I  knew  it  was  impos- 
sible she  could  be  such  a  sort  of  a  woman.  \Exit. 

Ramil.  And  I  will  go  find  out  my  master,  make  him 
the  happiest  of  mankind,  squeeze  his  purse,  and  then 
get  drunk  for  the  honour  of  all  party-coloured  poli- 
ticians. 

SCENE  XI.     The  Hall. 

FREDERICK,    L.VPPET. 

Fred.  Excellent  Lappet!  I  shall  never  thmk  I  have 
sufficiently  rewarded  you  for  what  you  have  done. 
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Lap.  I  have  only  done  half  the  business  yet.  I  have, 
I  believe,  effectually  broke  off  the  match  with  your 
father.  Now,  Sir,  I  shall  make  up  the  matter  between 
you  and  her. 

Fred.  Do  bat  that,  dear  girl,  and  I'll  coin  myself  into 
guineas. 

Lap.  Keep  yourself  for  your  lady,  Sir ;  she  wiU  take 
all  that  sort  of  coin,  I  warrant  her :  as  for  me,  I  shall  be 
much  more  easily  contented. 

Fred.  But  what  hopes  canst  thou  have  ?  for  I,  alas ! 
see  none. 

.  Lap.  Oh,  Sir !  it  is  more  easy  to  make  half  a  dozen 
matches,  than  to  break  one ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  it  is 
an  office  I  myself  Uke  better.  There  is  something, 
methinks,  so  pretty  in  bringing  young  people  together 
that  are  fond  of  one  another.  I  protest,  Sir,  you  will  be 
a  mighty  handsome  couple.  How  fond  will  you  be  of  a 
little  girl  the  exact  picture  of  her  mother !  and  how 
fond  will  she  be  of  a  boy  to  put  her  in  mind  of  his 
father  I 

Fred.  Death  I  you  jade,  you  have  fir'd  my  imagina- 
tion. 

Lap.  But,  methinks,  I  want  to  have  the  hurricane 
begin,  hugely ;  I  am  eurpriz'd  they  are  not  altogether 
by  the  ears  already ! 
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Ramil.  Oh  1  Madam,  I  little  expected  to  have  found 
you  and  my  master  together,  after  what  has  happened  ; 
I  did  not  think  you  had  the  assurance — 

Fred.  Peace,  Eamilie,  all  is  well,  and  Lappet  is  the 
best  friend  I  have  in  the  world. 
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Ramil.  Yes,  Sir,  all  is  well,  iodeed ;  no  thanks  to 
her :  happy  ia  the  master  that  has  a  good  servant ;  a 
good  servant  is  certainly  the  greatest  treasure  in  this 
world ;  I  have  done  your  business  for  you,  Sir ;  I  have 
frustrated  all  she  has  been  doing,  denied  all  she  has  been 
telling  him ;  in  short,  Sir,  I  observed  her  ladyship  in  a 
long  conference  with  the  old  gentleman,  mightily  to 
.your  interest,  as  you  may  imagine.  No  sooner  was  she 
gone,  than  I  steps  in,  and  made  the  old  gentleman  believe 
every  single  syllable  she  had  told  him,  to  be  a  most 
confounded  lie ;  and  away  he  is  gone,  fully  determined 
to  put  an  end  to  the  affair. 

Lap.  And  sign  the  contract ;  so,  now.  Sir,  you  are 
ruined  without  reprieve. 

Fred.  Death  and  damnation  !  fool  I  villain  1 

Ramil.  Heyday !  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
Have  I  done  any  more  than  you  commanded  me  ? 

Fred.  Nothing  but  my  cursed  stars  could  have  cou- 
triv'd  so  damn'd  an  accident. 

Ramil.  You  cannot  blame  me,  Sir,  whatever  has  hap- 
pened. 

Fred.  I  don't  blame  you,  Sir ;  nor  myself,  nor  any 
one :  Fortune  has  marked  me  out  for  misery.  But  I 
will  be  no  longer  idle ;  since  I  am  to  be  ruin'd  I  will 
meet  my  destruction. 


SCENE  xin. 


UPPET,   HASIILIE. 

[They  stand  some  time  silent,  looking  at  each  other.'] 

Lap.  I    ^ve  you  joy,  Sir,   of  the  success  of   your 
negociation ;   you  have   approved  yourself  a  most  able 
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person,  truly ;  and  I  dare  swear,  when  your  sk: 
known,  will  not  waut  employment, 

Ramil.  Do  not  triumph,  good  Mrs.  Lappet ;  a  poli- 
tician may  make  a  blunder ;  I  am  sure  no  one  can  avoid 
it  that  13  employ'd  with  you ;  for  you  change  sides  so 
often,  that  'tis  impossible  to  tell  at  any  time  which  side 
you  are  on. 

Lap.  And  pray,  sirrah,  what  was  the  occasion  of  your 
betraying  me  to  your  master,  for  he  has  told  me  all  ? 

Ramil.  Conscience,  conscience,  Mrs.  Lappet,  the  great 
guide  of  all  my  actions  ;  I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to 
let  him  lose  his  mistress. 

Lap.  Your  master  is  very  much  obliged  to  you, 
indeed,  to  lose  your  own,  in  order  to  preserve  his;  for 
henceforth  I  forbid  all  your  addresses,  I  disown  all 
obligations,  I  revoke  all  promises ;  henceforth  I  would 
advise  you  never  to  open  your  lips  to  me,  for  if  you  do, 
it  will  be  in  vain ;  I  shall  be  deaf  to  all  your  little  false, 
mean,  treacherous,  base  insinuations.  I  would  have  you 
know,  Sir,  a  woman  injur'd  as  I  am  never  can  nor  ought 
to  forgive.    Never  see  my  face  again.  [£inV, 

Ramil.  Huh !  now  would  some  lovers  think  them- 
selves very  unhappy ;  but  I,  who  have  had  experience  in 
the  sex,  am  never  frighten'd  at  the  frowns  of  a  mistress, 
nor  ravish'd  with  her  smiles  ;  they  both  naturally  succeed 
one  another ;  and  a  woman,  generally,  is  as  sure  to 
perform  what  she  threatens,  as  she  is  what  she  promises. 
But  now  I'll  to  my  lurking-place.  I'm  sure  this  old 
rogue  has  money  hid  in  the  garden;  if  I  can  but  dis- 
cover it,  I  shall  handsomely  quit  all  scores  with  the  old 
gentleman,  and  make  my  master  a  sufficient  return  for 
the  loss  of  his  niistress. 
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SCENE  XIV".    Another  Apartment. 

FBGDERICK,   UBS.   W18ELV',   MAEIANA. 

Fred.  No,  Madam,  I  have  no  words  to  upbraid  you 
with,  nor  shall  I  attempt  it. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  think,  Sir,  a  respect  to  your  father 
should  keep  you  now  within  the  rules  of  decency;  as 
for  my  daughter,  after  what  has  happened,  I  think  she 
cannot  expect  it  on  any  other  account. 

3Iar.  Dear  mamma,  don't  be  serious,  when,  I  dare  say, 
Mr.  Frederick  is  in  jest. 

Fred.  This  exceeds  all  you  have  done ;  to  insult  the 
person  you  have  made  miserable,  ib  more  cruel  than 
having  made  him  so. 

Mar.  Come,  come,  you  may  not  be  so  miserable  as 
you  expect.  I  know  the  word  Mother-in-law  has  a 
terrible  sound ;  but  perhaps  I  may  make  a  better  than 
you  imagine.  Believe  me,  you  will  see  a  change  in  this 
house  which  will  not  be  disagreeable  to  a  man  of  Mr. 
Frederick's  gay  temper. 

Fred.  All  changes  to  me  are  henceforth  equal.  When 
fortune  robbed  me  of  you,  she  made  her  utmost  effort ; 
I  now  despise  all  in  her  power. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  must  insist.  Sir,  on  your  behaving  in  a 
different  manner  to  my  daughter.  The  world  is  apt  to 
be  censorious.  Oh,  heavens !  I  shudder  at  tlie  appre- 
hensions of  liaving  cast  a  reflection  on  my  family,  which 
has  hitherto  past  unblemished. 

Fred.  I  shall  take  care,  Madam,  to  shun  any  possi- 
bility of  giving  you  such  a  fear ;  for  from  this  night  I 
never  will  behold  those  dear,  those  fatal  eyes  again. 

Mar.  Nay,  that  I  am  sure  will  cast  a  reflection  on  me. 
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What  a  person  will  the  world  think  me  to  be,  when  you 
could  not  live  with  me. 

Fred.  Live  with  you  I  Oh,  Mariana !  those  words 
bring  back  a  thousand  tender  ideas  to  my  mind.  Oh ! 
had  that  been  my  blest  fortune. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Let  me  beg.  Sir,  you  would  keep  a  greater 
distance.  The  young  fellows  of  this  age  are  so  ram- 
pant, that  even  degrees  of  kindred  can't  restrain  them. 

Fred.  There  are  yet  no  such  degrees  between  us 

Oh,  Mariana !  while  it  is  in  your  power,  while  the  irre- 
vocable wax  remains  unstamped,  consider,  and  do  not 
fieal  my  ruin. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Come  with  me,  daughter;  you  shall  not 
fitay  a  moment  longer  with  him — a  rude  fellow. 

SCENE  XV. 

RAMILIS,   FREDERICK. 

Ramil.  Follow  me,  Sir,  follow  me  this  instant. 

Fred.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ramil.  Follow  me,  Sir ;  we  are  in  the  right  box ;  the 
business  is  done. 

Fred.  Wliat  done  ? 

Ramil.  I  have  it  under  my  arm,  Sir, — here  it  is  ! 

Fred.  What?  what? 

Ramil.  Your  father's  soul.  Sir;  his  money Follow 

me.  Sir,  this  moment,  before  we  are  overtaken. 

Fred.  Ha  I  this  ms^y  preserve  me  yet. 

SCENE  XVI. 

LOVEQOLD  in  the  utmost  distraction. 

Thieves !    thieves !   assassination !   murder !   I  am   un- 
done !  all  my  money  is  gone !    Who  is  the  thief?  where 
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is  tlie  villain  ?  where  shall  I  find  him  ?  Give  me  my 
money  again,  villain,  [Catching  himself  hy  the  aj'Tn,]  I 
am  distracted !  I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I 
am,  nor  what  I  do.  Oh  1  my  money,  my  money  1  Ha  I 
"what  say  you  ?  Alack-a-day !  here  is  no  one.  The 
villain  must  have  watch'd  his  time  carefully;  he  must 
have  done  it  whilst  I  was  signing  that  d — n'd  contract. 
I  will  go  to  a  justice,  and  have  all  ray  house  put  to 
their  oaths,  my  servants,  my  children,  my  mistress,  and 
myself  too ;  all  tlie  people  in  the  house,  aud  in  the 
street,  and  in  the  town :  I  will  have  them  all  executed ; 
I  will  hang  all  the  world  ;  and  if  I  don't  find  my  money 
I  will  Iiang  myself  afterwards. 


ACT  v.— SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  the  Hall. 

SEVEEAL     SEEVANTS. 


There  will  be  rare  doings  now ;  Madam's  an  excellent 
woman,  faith !  Things  won't  go  as  they  have  done ; 
she  has  order 'd  something  hke  a  supper;  here  will  be 
victuals  enough  for  the  whole  town. 

Thomas.  She's  a  sweet-humour 'd  lady,  I  can  tell  you 
that.  I  have  had  a  very  good  place  on't  with  her. 
You  will  have  no  more  use  for  locks  and  keys  in  this 
house  now. 

James.  This  is  the  luckiest  day  I  ever  saw ;  as  soon 
-as  supper  is  over  I  will  get  drunk  to  her  good  health, 
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I  am  resolv'd ;  and  that's  more  than  ever  I  could  have 
done  before. 

Thomas.  You  shan't  want  liquor,  for  here  are  ten 
hogsheads  of  strong  beer  coming  in. 

James.  Bless  her  heart !  good  lady !  I  wish  she  had 
a  better  bridegroom. 

Tliomas.  Ah !  never  mind  that,  he  has  a  good  purse ; 
and  for  other  things,  let  her  alone,  Master  James. 

Wheed.  Thomas,  you  must  go  to  Mr.  Mixture's  the 
■vrine-merchant,  and  order  him  to  send  in  twelve  dozen 
of  his  best  Champagne,  twelve  dozen  of  Burgundy, 
and  twelve  dozen  of  Hermitage.  And  you  must  call 
at  the  wax-chandler's,  and  bid  him  send  in  a  chest 
of  candles ;  and  at  Mr.  Lambert's,  the  confectioner  in 
Pall  Mall,  and  order  the  finest  dessert  he  can  furnish; 
and  you,  Will,  must  go  to  Mr.  Grey's,  the  horse- 
jockey,  and  order  him  to  buy  my  lady  three  of  the 
finest  geldings  for  her  coach,  to-morrow  morning ;  and 
here  you  must  take  this  roll,  and  invite  all  the  people 
in  it  to  supper;  then  you  must  go  to  the  playhouse 
in  Drury-Lane,  and  engage  all  the  music,  for  my  lady 
intends  to  have  a  ball. 

James.  O  brave,  Mrs.  Wheedle  !  here  are  fine  times ! 

Wheed.  My  lady  desires  that  supper  may  be  kept  back 
as  much  as  possible  ;  and  if  you  can  think  of  any  thing 
to  add  to  it,  she  desires  you  would. 

James.  She  is  the  best  of  ladies. 

Wlieed.  So  you  will  say  when  you  know  her  better: 
she  has  thought  of  nothing  ever  since  matters  have 
been  made  up  between  her  and  your  master,  but  how 
to  lay  out  as  much  money  as  she  could ;  we  shall  have 
all  rare  places. 

James.  I  thought  to  have  given  warning  to-morroff 
morning,  but  I  believe  I  shall  not  be  in  haste  now. 

Wheed.  See  what  it  is  to  have  a  woman  at  the  head 
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^of  a  house.     But  here  she   Comes,     Go  you   mto   the 
kitchen,  and  see  that  all  things  be  in  the  nicest  order. 
James.  I  am  ready  to  leap  out  of  my  skin  for  joy. 


SCENE  n. 

MARIANA,  WHEEDLE,   UPHOLSTEEEE,   MRS.    WISELY. 

Mar.  Wheedle,  have  yon  dispatched  the  servants 
according  to  my  orders  ? 

Wkeed.  Yes,  Madam. 

Mar.  You  will  take  care,  Mr.  Furnish,  and  let  me 
have  those  two  beds  with  the  utmost  expedition  ? 

Uphol.  I  shall  take  a  particular  care,  Madam.  I  shall 
put  them  both  in  hand  to-morrow  morning ;  I  shall  put 
off  some  work.  Madam,  on  that  account. 

Mar.  That  tapestry  in  the  dining-room  does  not  at 
ftll  please  me. 

Uphol.  Your  ladyship  is  very  much  in  the  right. 
Madam ;  It  is  quite  out  of  fashion ;  no  one  hangs  a 
room  now  with  tapestry. 

Mar.  Oh !  I  have  the  greatest  fondness  for  tapestry 
in  the  world !  yon  must  positively  get  me  some  of  a 
newer  pattern. 

Uphol.  Truly,  Madam,  as  you  say,  tapestry  is  one  of 
the  prettiest  sorts  of  furniture  for  a  room  that  I  know 
of.     I  beheve   I    can  shew   you    some    that   will   please 

you. 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  protest,  child,  I  can't  see  any  reason  for 
this  alteration. 

Mar.  Dear  Mamma,  let  me  have  my  will.  There  is 
Jiot  any  one  thing  in  the  whole  house  that  I  shall  be  able 
to  leave  in  it,  every  thing  has  so  much  of  antiquity  about 
it ;  and  I  cannot  endure  the  sight  of  any  thing  that  is  not 
perfectly  modern. 


in 


T3E  MISBS. 


Vphol.  Your  ladyship  is  in  the  right,  Kadam;  there 
is  no  possibility  of  being  in  the  fashion  without  new^ 
furnishing  a  house  at  least  once  in  twenty  years ;  and 
indeed  to  be  at  the  very  top  of  the  fashion  you  will  have 
need  of  almost  ccniinual  alterations. 

Mrs.  Wise.  That  is  an  extravagance  I  would  never 
submit  to.  I  have  no  notion  of  destroying  one's  goods 
before  they  are  half  worn  out,  by  following  the  ridiculous 
whims  of  two  or  three  people  of  quality. 

Vphol.  Hal  hal  Madam,  I  believe  her  ladyship  Is  of 
a  different  opinion — I  have  many  a  set  of  goods  entirely 
whole,  that  I  would  be  very  loth  to  put  into  your  hands. 


SCENE  m. 
To  them  MSBCEB,  jgwelleb. 

have  you  brought  those 
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Mar.  Oh,  Mr.  Sattin! 
stuffs  I  ordered  you  ? 

Merc.  Yes,  Madam,  I  have  brought  your  lad3fBhip 
some  of  the  finest  patterns  that  were  ever  made. 

Mar.  Well,  Mr.  Sparkle,  have  you  the  necklace  and 
ear-rings  with  you  ? 

Jeicel.  Yes,  Madam ;  and  I  defy  any  jeweller  in  town 
to  shew  you  their  equals ;  they  are,  1  think,  the  finest 
water  I  ever  saw ;  they  are  finer  than  the  Duchess  of 
Glitter's,  which  have  been  so  much  admired,  I  have 
brought  you  a  solitaire  too.  Madam ;  my  Lady  Baffle 
bouglit  the  fellow  of  it  yesterday. 

Mar.  Sure,  it  has  a  flaw  in  it,  Sir. 

JeweU  Has  it,  Madam  ?  then  there  never  was  a  bril- 
liant without  one ;  I  am  sure.  Madam,  I  bought  it  for  a 
good  stone,  and,  if  it  be  not  a  good  stone,  you  shall  have 
it  for  nothing. 
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LOVEQOID,   MARIANA,   MRS.   WISELY,   JEWELLER,   MEBCER, 
UPHOLSTERER. 

L,ove.  It's  lost,  it's  gone,  it's  irrecoverable ;  I  shall 
never  see  it  more  ! 

Mar.  And  what  will  be  the  lowest  price  of  the  neck- 
lace and  ear-ring3  ? 

Jewel.  If  you  were  my  sister.  Madam,  I  could  not 
"bate  you  one  farthing  of  three  thousand  guineas. 

Love.  What  do  you  say  of  three  thousand  guineas, 
villain  ?     Have  you  my  three  thousand  guineas  ? 

Mra.  Wise.  Bless  me,  Mr.  Lovegold!  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Love.  I  am  undone !  I  am  ruin'd  1  my  money  is 
stolen !  my  dear  three  thousand  guineas,  that  I  received 
but  yesterday,  are  taken  away  from  the  place  I  had  put 
them  in,  and  I  shall  never  see  them  again. 

Mar.  Don't  let  them  make  you  uneasy,  you  may 
possibly  recover  them ;  or  if  you  should  not,  the  loss  is 
but  a  trifle. 

Love.  How !  a  trifle  !  Do  you  call  three  thousand 
guineas  a  trifle  ? 

Mrs.  Wise.  She  sees  you  so  disturbed,  that  she  is 
willing  to  make  as  light  of  your  loss  as  possibles  in 
order  to  comfort  you. 

Love.  To  comfort  me !  Can  she  comfort  me  by 
calling  three  thousand  guineas  a  trifle  P  But  tell  me 
■what  you  were  saying  of  them  ?  Have  you  seen 
them? 

Jewel.  Really,  Sir,  I  do  not  understand  you.     I  was 
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telling  the  lady  the  price  of  a  necklace  and  a  pur  of 
ear-rings,  which  were  as  cheap  at  three  thousand  goineai 
as 

Love.  How?    What  J     What? 

Mar.  I  can't  think  them  very  cheap.  However,  I  am 
resolved  to  have  them;  so  let  him  have  the  money,  Sir, 
if  you  please. 

Love.  I  am  in  a  dream. 

Mar.  You  will  be  paid  immediately,  Sir.  Well,  Ifir. 
Sattin,  and  pray  what  is  the  highest  priced  gold  stuff  job 
have  brought  ? 

Merc.  Madam,  I  have  one  of  twelve  pounds  a  yard. 

Mar.  It  must  be  pretty  at  that  price.  Let  me  have  a 
gown  and  petticoat  cut  off. 

Love.  You  shall  cut  off  my  head  first.  What  are  you 
doing  ?    Are  you  mad  ? 

Mar.  I  am  only  preparing  a  proper  dress  to  appear  in 
as  your  wife. 

Love.  Sirrah,  offer  to  open  any  of  your  pick-pocket 
trinkets  here,  and  I'll  make  an  example  of  you. 

Mar.  Mr,  Lovegold,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you  this  is 
a  behaviour  I  don't  understand.  You  give  me  a  fine 
pattern  before  marriage  of  the  usage  I  am  to  es^iecl 
after  it. 

Love.  Here  are  fine  patterns  of  what  I  am  to  expect 
after  it. 

Mar.  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  shall  insist  on  all  the  privi- 
leges of  an  English  wife.  I  shall  not  be  taught  to  dress 
by  my  husband.  I  am  myself  the  best  judge  of  what 
you  can  afford ;  and  if  I  do  stretch  your  purae  a  little,  it 
is  for  your  own  honour.  Sir.  The  world  will  know  it  is 
your  wife  that  makes  such  a  figure. 

lA)ve.  Can  yon  bear  to  hear  this,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Wise.  I  should  not  countenance  my  daughter  in 
any  extravagance,  Sir ;  but  the  honour  of  my  family,  u 
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well  as  yours,  is  concerned  in  her  appearing  handsomely. 
Let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  Lovegold,  the  whole  world  is  very 
sensible  of  your  fondness  for  money,  I  think  it  a  very 
great  blessing  to  you  that  you  have  met  with  a  woman 
of  a  different  temper,  one  who  will  preserve  your  reputa- 
tion in  the  world  whether  you  will  or  no.  Not  that  I 
would  insinuate  to  you  that  my  daughter  will  ever  run 
you  into  unnecessary  expenses;  bo  far  from  it,  that,  if 
you  will  but  generously  make  her  a  present  of  five 
thousand  pounds  to  fit  herself  out  at  first  in  clothes  and 
jewels,  I  dare  swear  you  will  not  have  any  other  demand 
on  those  accounts ^I  don't  know  when. 

Mai'.  No,  unless  a  birthnight  suit  or  two,  I  shall 
scarce  want  any  thing  more  this  twelvemonth. 

Love.  I  am  undone,  plundered,  murdered !  However, 
there  is  one  comfort ;  I  am  not  married  yet. 

Mar.  And  free  to  choose  whether  you  will  marry  at 
all,  or  no. 

Mrs.  Wise.  The  consequence,  you  know,  will  be  no 
more  than  a  poor  ten  thousand  pound,  which  is  all  the 
forfeiture  of  the  breach  of  contract. 

Loire.  But,  Madam,  I  have  one  way  yet.  I  have  not 
bound  my  heirs  and  executors  ;  and  so,  if  I  hang  myself 

I  am  off  the  bargain In   the  meanwhile  III  try  if  I 

cannot  rid  my  house  of  this  nest  of  thieves Get  out  of 

my  doors,  you  cut-purses. 

Jewel.  Pay  me  for  my  jewels,  Sir,  or  return  'em  me. 

Love.  Give  him  his  baubles  ;  give  them  him. 

Mar.  I  shall  not,  I  assure  you.  You  need  be  under 
no  apprehension,  Sir ;  you  see  Mr.  Lovegold  is  a  little 
disordered  at  present;  but  if  you  will  come  to-morrow, 
you  shall  have  your  money. 

Jewel.  111  depend  on  your  ladyship.  Madam. 

Love.  Who  the  devil  are  you  ?    What  have  you  to  do 
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Uphol.  I  am  an  upholsterer.  Sir,  and  am  come  to 
new-fumish  your  house. 

Love.  Out  of  my  doors  this  instant,  or  I  will  disfumish 
your  head  for  you  ;  Fll  beat  out  your  brains. 

Mrs.  Wise.  Sure,  Sir,  you  are  mad. 

Lave.  I  was  when  I  signed  the  contract.  Oh  !  that  I 
had  never  learnt  to  write  my  name. 


SCENE  V. 

CHARLES  BUBBLEBOT,  LOYEGOLD,  MARIANA,   MBS.    WISELY. 

Cha,  Your  most  obedient  servant,  Madam. 

Love.  Who  are  you.  Sir  ?    What  do  you  want  here  ? 

Cha.  Sir,  my  name  is  Charles  Bubbleboy. 

Love.  What's  your  business  ? 

Cha.  Sir,  I  was  ordered  to  bring  some  snuff-boxes 
and  rings.  Will  you  please.  Sir,  to  look  at  that  snuff- 
box ;  there  is  but  one  person  in  England,  Sir,  can  work 
in  this  manner.  If  he  was  but  as  diligent  as  he  is 
able,  he  would  get  an  immense  estate,  Sir ;  if  he  had  an 
hundred  thousand  hands,  I  could  keep  them  all  employed. 
I  have  brought  you  a  pair  of  the  new  invented  snuffers 
too,  Madam.  Be  pleas'd  to  look  at  them  :  they  are  my 
own  invention ;  the  nicest  lady  in  the  world  may  make 
use  of  them. 

Love.  Who  the  devil  sent  for  you,  Sir  ? 

Mar.  I  sent  for  him,  Sir. 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir ;  I  was  told  it  was  a  lady  sent  for  me : 
will  you  please.  Madam,  to  look  at  the  snuff-boxes  or 
rings  first? 

Love.  Will  you  please  to  go  to  the  devil.  Sir,  first,  or 
shall  I-send  you  ? 

Cha.  Sir? 
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Love.  Get  you  out  of  my  house  this  instant,  or  I'll 
break  your  anuff-boxes,  and  your  bones  too. 

Cha.  Sir,  I  was  sent  for,  or  I  should  not  have  come. 
Charles  Bubbleboy  does  not  want  custom.  Madam,  your 
moat  obedient  servant. 


AtARIANA,   MBS.    WISELY,    LOVEGOLD,   WHEEDLE. 

^far.  I  suppose,  Sir,  you  expect  to  be  finely  spoken  of 
abroad  for  this  ;  you  will  get  an  excellent  character  in 
the  world  by  this  behaviour. 

Afrs.  Wise.  Is  this  your  gratitude  to  a  woman  who  has 
refused  so  much  better  offers  on  your  account  ? 

Love.  Oh !  would  she  had  taken  them.  Give  me  up 
my  contract,  and  I  will  gladly  resign  all  right  and  title 
whatsoever. 

Mrs.  Wise.  It  is  too  late  now,  the  gentlemen  have  had 
their  answers :  a  good  offer,  once  refused,  is  not  to  be 
had  again. 

Wheed.  Madam,  the  tailor  whom  your  ladyship  sent 
for  is  come. 

^far.  Bid  him  come  in.  This  is  an  instance  of  the 
regard  I  have  for  you.  I  have  sent  for  one  of  the  best 
tailors  in  town  to  make  you  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  that 
you  may  appear  like  a  gentleman ;  for  as  it  is  for  your 
honour  that  I  should  be  well  dress'd,  so  it  is  for  mine 
that  you  should.  Come,  Madam,  we  wdl  go  in  and  give 
farther  orders  concerning  the  entertainment. 
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SCENE  vn. 

LOVEGOLD,   LIST. 

Love.  Oh,  Lappet,  Lappet  I  the  time  thou  hast  pro- 
phesy'd  of  is  come  to  pass. 

List.  I  am  your  honour's  most  humble  servant.  My 
name  is  List.  I  presume  I  am  the  person  you  sent  for — 
the  laceman  will  be  here  immediately.  Will  your  honour 
be  pleased  to  be  taken  measure  of  first,  or  look  over  the 
patterns ;  if  you  please,  we  will  take  measure  first.  I 
do  not  know.  Sir,  who  was  so  kind  as  to  recommend  me 
to  you,  but  I  believe  I  shall  give  you  entire  satisfaction. 
I  may  defy  any  tailor  in  England  to  understand  the 
fashion  better  than  myself ;  the  thing  is  impossible.  Sir. 
I  always  visit  France  twice  a  year ;  and  though  I  say  it, 

that  should  not  say  it Stand  upright,  if  you  please, 

Sir 

Love.  I'll   take   measure   of  your  back,  sirrah I'll 

teach  such  pickpockets  as  you  are  to  come  here Out 

of  my  doors,  you  villain. 

List.  Heyday !  Sir ;  did  you  send  for  me  for  this,  Sir  ? 
— ^I  shall  bring  you  in  a  bill  without  any  clothes. 

SCENE  vni. 

LOVEGOLD,  JAMES,  POKTER. 

Love.  Where  are  you  going  ? — ^What  have  you  there  ? 

James.  Some  fine  wine.  Sir,  that  my  lady  sent  for  to 
Mr.  Mixture's. — ^But,  Sir,  it  will  be  impossible  for  me  to 
get  supper  ready  by  twelve,  as  it  is  ordered,  unless  I 
have  more  assistance.       I  want  half  a  dozen  kitchens. 
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r  too.    The  very  wildfowl  that  my  lady  has  sent  for  will 

I  take  up  a  dozen  spits. 

Love.  Oh!  oh  I  it  ia  in  vain  to  oppose  it:  her  extra- 

I  vagance  is  like  a  violent  fire,  that  is  no  sooner  stopped  in 

one  place  than  it  breaks  out  in  another. [Dnims  beat 

icitkout.'\  Ha !  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Is  my 
house  besieged  ?  Would  they  would  set  it  on  fire,  and 
burn  all  in  it. 

Drum.  [Without.^  Heavens  bless  your  honour !    Squire 
Lovegold,   Madam   Lovegold ;  long   life    and  happiness, 

and  many  children  attend  you and  so  God  save  the 

King.  [DruTns  beat. 

[Love,  goes  out,  and  soon  after  the  drums  cease. 
James.  So,  he  has  quieted  the  drums,  I  find — this  is 
the  roguery  of  some  well-wisliing  neighbours  of  his. 
Well,  we  shall  soon  see  which  will  get  the  better,  my 
master  or  my  mistress.  If  my  master  does,  away  go  I ; 
if  my  mistress,  I'll  stay  while  there  is  any  housekeeping, 
which  can't  be  long ;  for  the  riches  of  my  lord  mayor 
will  never  hold  it  out  at  this  rate. 

SCENE  IX. 


LOVEGOLD,  JAMES. 

Love.  James !  I  shall  be  destroy'd ;  in  one  week  I 
shall  not  be  worth  a  groat  upon  earth.  Go,  send  all  the 
provisions  back  to  the  tradesmen  ;  put  out  all  the  fires  ; 
leave  not  so  much  as  a  candle  burning. 

James.  Sir,  I  don't  know  how  to  do  it :  Madam  com- 
manded me,  and  I  dare  not  disobey  her. 

Love.  How  !  not  when  I  command  thee  ? 

James.  I  have  lost  several  places,  Sir,  by  obeying  the 
f  master  against  the  mistress,  but  never  lost  one  by  obey- 
I  ing  the  mistress  against  the  master.    Besides,  Sir,  she  is 
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80  good  and  generous  a  lady,  that  it  would  go  against  my 
very  heart  to  offend  her. 

Ijove.  The  devil  take  her  generosity  I 

James.  And  I  don't  believe  she  has  provided  one 
morsel  more  than  will  be  eat ;  why,  Sir,  she  has  invited 
above  five  hundred  people  to  supper ;  within  this  hoar, 
your  house  will  be  as  full  as  Westminster  Hall  the  last 
day  of  term ^But  I  have  no  time  to  lose. 

Love.  Oh !  oh  1    What  shall  I  do  ? 


SCENE  X. 

LAPPET,   LOVEGOLD. 

Lap .  Where  is  my  poor  master  ?  Oh,  Sir !  I  cannot 
express  the  aflBiction  I  am  in  to  see  you  devoured  in  this 
manner.  How  could  you.  Sir,  when  I  told  you  what  a 
woman  she  was — how  could  you  undo  yourself  with  your 
eyes  open  ? 

lA}ve.  Poor  Lappet !  had  I  taken  thy  advice,  I  had 
been  happy. 

Lap,  And  I  too,  Sir !  for  alack-a-day,  I  am  as  miser- 
able as  you  are  ;  I  feel  every  thing  for  you.  Sir ;  indeed 
I  shall  break  my  heart  upon  your  account. 

Love.  I  shall  be  much  obliged  to  you  if  you  do.  Lappet. 

Lap  How  could  a  man  of  your  sense,  Sir,  marry  in  so 
precipitate  a  manner  ? 

Love,  I  am  not  married ;  I  am  not  married. 

Lap,  Not  married! 

Love,  No,  no,  no. 

Lap,  All's  safe  yet.  No  man  is  quite  undone  till  he  is 
married. 

Love,  I  am,  I  am  undone.     Oh,  Lappet !  I  cannot  tell 
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it  ttee.     I  have  given  her  a  bond,  a  bond,  a  bond  of  ten 
thousand  pound  to  marry  her. 

Lap.  Tou  shall  forfeit  it 

Love.  Forfeit  what  ?  my  life  and  soul,  and  blood,  and 
heart P 

Lap.  You  shall  forfeit  it 

Loiie.  I'll  be  buried  aUve  sooner ;  no,  I  am  detennined 
111  marry  her  first,  and  hang  myself  afterwards  to  save 
my  money. 

Lap.  I  see.  Sir,  you  are  undone ;  and  if  you  should 
hang  yourself,  I  could  not  blame  you. 

Love.  Could  I  but  save  one  thouBand  by  it,  I  would 
hang  myself  with  all  my  soul.  Shall  I  live  to  die  not 
worth  a  groat  ? 

£<ip.  Oh  !  my  poor  master  !  my  poor  master  ! 

[Crying. 

Love.  Why  did  I  not  die  a  year  ago  !  what  a  deal  hfiid 
I  saved  by  dying  a  year  ago  !  [.,4  noi^e  icitliont^^  Oh ! 
Oh  \  dear  Lappet,  see  what  it  is ;  I  shall  be  undone  ir 
an  hour — Oh ! 


LOVEGOLD,  CLERMONT,  nchhj  dress'd. 

Love.  What  is  here  ?— Some  of  the  people  who  are  to 
eat  me  up  ? 

Cler.  Don't  you  know  me.  Sir  ? 

Lore.  Kuow  you  !  Ha!  What  is  the  meaning  of  this? 
— Oh  !  it  is  plain,  it  is  too  plain  ;  my  money  has  paid  for 
all  this  finer;-.  Ah  !  base  wretch,  could  I  have  suspected 
you  of  such  an  action,  of  lurking  in  my  house  to  use  me 
in  such  a  manner  P 

Cler.  Sir,  I  come  to  confess  the  fact  to  you  ;    and  if 


k 


488  THE  MISER. 

you  will  but  give  me  leave  to  reason  with  you,  you  will' 
not  find  yourself  bo  much  injured  as  you  imagine. 

Love.  Not  injured  1  when  you  have  stolen  away  niy 
blood! 

Cler.  Your  blood  is  not  fallen  into  bad  hands ;  I  am  a 
gentleman.  Sir. 

Love.  Here's  impudence !  a  fellow  robs  me,  and  tells 
me  he  is  a  gentleman Tell  me  who  tempted  you  to 

Cler.  Ah,  Sir !  need  I  say Love.  ^H 

Love.  Love !  ^ 

CUt.  Yes,  love.  Sir. 

iMve.  Very  pretty  love,  indeed ;  the  love  of  my 
guineas. 

Cler.  Ah,  Sir !  think  not  bo  I  Do  but  grant  me  the 
free  possession  of  what  I  have,  and,  by  Heaven,  111 
never  ask  you  more. 

Love.  Oh,  most  unequall'd  impudence !  waa  ever  so 
modest  a  request ! 

Cler.  All  your  efforts  to  separate  us  will  be  vain ;  we 
have  sworn  never  to  forsake  each  other ;  and  nothing 
but  death  can  part  us. 

Love.  I  don't  question.  Sir,  the  very  great  atfection 
on  your  side ;  but  I  beheve  I  shall  find  methods  to 
recover 

Cler.  By  Heavens!  I'll  die  in  defending  my  right: 
and  if  that  were  the  case,  think  not,  when  I  am  gone, 
you  ever  could  possess  what  you  liave  robb"d  me  of 

Love.  Ha !  that's  true ;  he  may  find  ways  to  prevent 
the  restoring  it.  Well,  well,  let  me  dehght  my  eyes  at 
least ;  let  me  see  my  treasure,  and  perhaps  I  mi^  give  it 
you ;  perhaps  I  may. 

Cler.  Then  I  am  blest  I  Well  may  you  say  treasure, 
or  to  possess  that  treasure  is  to  be  rich  indeed. 

Lpve.  Yes,  truly,  I  think  three  thousand  ponnds  may 
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be  well  call'd  a  treasure. — Go,  go,  fetch  it  hither ; 
perhaps  I  may  give  it  you — fetch  it  hither. 

Cler.  To  shew  you.  Sir,  the  confidence  I  place  in  you, 
I  will  fetch  hither  all  that  I  love  and  adore.  [Exit. 

Love.  Sure,  never  was  so  impudent  a  fellow;  to  confess 
his  robbery  before  my  face,  and  to  desire  to  keep  what 
he  has  stolen,  as  if  he  had  a  right  to  it. 


SCENE  XII. 


LOVEGOLD,    LAPPET. 

Love.  Oh,  Lappet !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lap.  Oh,  Sir  I  I  am  scarce  able  to  tell  you.  It  is 
spread  about  the  town  that  you  are  married,  and  your 
wife's  creditors  are  coming  in  whole  flocks.  There  is 
one  single  debt  for  five  thousand  pounds,  which  an 
attorney  is  without  to  demand. 

Love.    Oh  !    Oh  !    let  them  cut  my  throat. 

Lap.  Think  what  an  escape  you  have  had;  think  if 
you  had  married  her 

Love.   X  am  as  bad  as  married  to  her. 

Lap.  It  is  impossible,  Sir ;  nothing  can  be  bo  bad : 
what,  you  are  to  pay  her  ten  thousand  pounds  ! — Well 

and  ten  thousand  pounds  are  a  sum they  are  a 

sum,  I  own  it — they  are  a  sum  ;  but  what  is  such  a  sum, 
compared  with  such  a  wife  ?  Had  you  married  her,  in 
one  week  you  would  have  been  in  a  prison.  Sir 

Love.  If  I  am,  I  can  keep  my  money ;  they  can't  take 
that  from  me. 

Lap.  Why,  Sir,  you  will  lose  twice  the  value  of  your 
contract  before  you  know  how  to  turn  yourself :  and  if 
you  have  no  value  for  liberty,  yet  consider.  Sir,  such  is 
the  great  goodness  of  our  laws,  that  a  prison  is  one  of 
the  dearest  places  you  can  live  in. 
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Love.  Ten  thoasand  pounds ! No- 

I'U  be  hang'd. 

Lap.  Suppose,  Sir,  it  were  possible,  (not  that  I  believe 
it  is)  but  suppose  it  were  possible  to  make  her  abate  a 
little ;  suppose  one  could  bring  her  to  eight  thousand 

Love.  Eight  thousand  devils  take  her 

Lap.  But,  dear  Sir,  consider;  nay,  consider  imme- 
diately ;  for  every  minute  you  lose,  you  lose  a  sum 

Let  me  beg  you,  intreat  you,  my  dear  good  master,  let 
me  prevail  on  you  not  to  be  ruin'd.  Be  resolute.  Sir ; 
consider,  every  giiineayou  give  saves  a  score. 

Lore.  Well,  if  she  will  consent  to,  to,  to  eight  hundred. 
But  trj',  do,  try  if  you  can  make  her  'bate  any  thing  of 

that if  you  can you  shall  have  a  twentieth  part  of 

what  she  'bates  for  yourself. 

iMp.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  could  get  you  off  at  eight  thousand, 
you  ought  to  leap  out  of  your  skin  for  joy. 

Love.  Would  I  were  out  of  my  skin 

Lap.  You  will  have  more  reason  to  wish  so  when  you 
are  in  the  hands  of  bailiffs  for  your  wife's  debts 

Love.  Wliy  was  I  begotten  !  Why  was  I  bom  !  Why 
was  I  brought  up  !  Why  was  I  not  knock'd  o'  th'  head, 
before  I  knew  the  value  of  money  ? 

Lap.  [Knocking  tcithout.']  So,  so,  more  duns,  I  sup- 
pose  Go  but  into  the  kitchen.  Sir,  or  the  hall,  and  it 

will  have  a  better  effect  on  you  than  all  I  can  say. 

Love.  What  have  I  brought  myself  to !  What  shall 
I  do !  part  with  eight  thousand  pounds  !  Misery, 
destruction,  beggary,  prisons !  But  then  on  the  other 
side  are  wife,  ruin,  chains,  slavery,  torment !  I  shall 
run  distracted  either  way  ! 

Lap.  Ah  I  would  we  could  once  prove  you  so,  you. 
old  covetous  good-for-nothing. 
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SCENE  xm. 


MARIANA,   LAPPET. 


Mar.  Well,  what  Buccesa  ? 

Lap.  It  is  impossible  to  tell;  he  is  just  gone  into  the 
kitchen,  where  if  he  is  not  frighten'd  into  our  design,  I 
shall  begin  to  despair.  They  say,  fear  will  make  a 
coward  brave  ;  but  nothing  can  make  him  generous  :  the 
very  fear  of  losing  all  he  is  worth,  will  scarce  bring  him 
to  part  with  a  penny. 

Mar.  And  have  you  acquainted  neither  Frederick  nor 
Harriet  with  my  intentions  ? 

Laj).  Neither,  I  assure  you.  Ah,  Madam,  had  I  not 
been  able  to  have  kept  a  secret,  I  had  never  brought 
about  those  affairs  that  I  have.  Were  I  not  secret,  lud 
have  mercy  upon  many  a  virtuous  woman's  reputation  in 
this  town. 

Mar.  And  don't  you  think  I  have  kept  my  real  inten- 
tions very  secret  ? 

Lap.  From  every  one  but  me,  I  beheve  you  have.  I 
assure  you  I  knew  them  long  before  you  sent  for  me 
this  afternoon  to  discover  them  to  me. 

Mar.  But  could  you  bring  him  to  no  terms,  no  pro- 
posals ?    Did  he  make  no  offer  ? 

Lap.  It  must  be  done  all  at  once,  and  while  you 
are  by. 

Mar.  So  you  think  he  must  see  me,  to  give  any  thing 
to  be  rid  of  me. 

Lap.  Hush,  hush,  I  hear  him  coming  again. 


492 


THE  MI8EB. 


SCENE    XIV. 


LOVEGOLD,    LAPPET,  MABIANA. 


I  Loi'e.  I  am   undone !     I  am  undone  !    I  am  eat  up ! 

I  I  am  devour'd !    I  have  an  army  of  cooka  in  my  house. 

I  Lap.  Dear  Madam,  consider ;    I  know  eight  thousand 

pounds  are  a  trifle.  I  know  they  are  nothing ;  my 
master  can  very  well  afford  them ;  tliey  will  make  no 
hole  in  his  purse :  and  if  you  should  stand  out,  you  will 
get  more. 

Love.  [Puttimj  his  hand  before  Lappet's  Ttwuth.']  You 
lie,  you  lie,  you  lie,  you  lie,  you  lie.  She  never  could 
get  more,  never  should  get  more :  it  is  more  than  I  am 
worth ;  it  is  an  immense  sum  ;  and  I  will  be  starv'd, 
drown'd,  shot,  hang"d,  burnt,  before  I  part  with  a  penny 
of  it. 

Lap,  Por  Heaven's  sake.  Sir,  you   will   ruin   all 

Madam,  let  me  beg  you,  intreat  you,  to  'bate  these  two 
thousand  pounds.  Suppose  a  lawsuit  should  be  the  con- 
sequence, I  know  my  master  would  be  cast,  I  know  it 
would  cost  him  an  immense  sum  of  money,  and  that  he 
would  pay  the  charges  of  both  in  the  end  ;  but  you 
might  be  kept  out  of  it  a  long  time.  Eight  tliousand 
pounds  now,  are  better  than  ten  five  yeara  hence. 

Mar.  No ;  the  satisfaction  of  my  revenge  on  a  man 
who  basely  departs  from  liis  word,  will  make  me  amends 
for  the  delay;  and  whatever  I  suffer,  as  long  as  I  know 
his  ruin  will  be  the  consequence,  I  shall  be  easy. 
Love.  Oh,  bloody-minded  wretch ! 
Lap.  Why,  Sir,  since  she  insists  on  it,  what  does  it 
signify  P  You  know  you  are  in  her  power,  and  it  will 
be  only  throwing  away  more  money  to  be  compell'd,  t 
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at  last :  get  rid  of  her  at  once  ;  what  are  two  thousand 
pounds  ?  Why,  Sir,  the  Court  of  Chancery  will  eat  it 
up  for  a  breakfast.  It  has  been  given  for  a  mistress,  and 
will  you  not  give  it  to  be  rid  of  a  wife  ? 

SCENE  XV.  I 

THOMAS,   JAMES,   MARIANA,   LOVEQOLD,    LAPPET. 

[lovegold  and  lappet  talk  apart] 

Thomas.  Madam,  the  music  is  come  which  your  lady- 
ship order'd ;  and  most  of  the  company  will  be  here 
immediately. 

James.  Where  will  your  ladyship  be  pleas'd  the 
servants  shall  eat  ?  for  there  is  no  room  in  the  house  that 
will  be  large  enough  to  entertain  'em. 

Mar.  Then  beat  down  the  partition,  and  turn  two 
rooms  into  one. 

James.  There  is  no  service  in  the  house  proper  for  the 
dessert.  Madam. 

Mar.  Send  immediately  to  the  great  china-shop  in  the 
Strand  for  the  finest  that  is  there. 

Love.  How !  and  will  yoa  swear  a  robbery  against 
her  ?  that  she  has  robb'd  me  of  what  I  shall  give  her. 

Lap.  Depend  on  it,  Sir. 

Love.  I'll  break  open  a  bureau,  to  make  it  look  the 
more  likely. 

Lap.  Do  so.  Sir ;  but  lose  no  time :  give  it  her  this 
d  moment.  Madam,  my  master  has  consented,  and,  if  you 
j  have  the  contract,  he  is  ready  to  pay  the  money.  Be 
sure  to  break  open  the  bureau,  Sir. 

Mar.  Here  is  the  contract. 

Love.  I'll  fetch  the  money.  It  is  all  I  am  worth  in 
the  world. 
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SCENE  XVL 


MABIANA,   LAPFBT. 


Mar.  Sure,  he  will  never  be  brought  to  it  yet. 

Lap.  I  warrant  him.  But  you  are  to  pay  dearer  for 
it  than  you  imagine ;  for  I  am  to  swear  a  robbery 
against  you.  What  will  you  give  me,  Madam,  to  buy 
off  my  evidence  ? 

Mar.  And  is  it  possible  that  the  old  rogue  would 
consent  to  such  a  villainy! 

Lap.  Ay,  Madam ;  for  half  that  sum  he  would  hang 
half  the  town.  But,  truly,  I  can  never  be  made  amends 
for  all  the  pains  I  have  taken  on  your  account.  Were  I 
to  receive  a  single  guinea  a  lie  for  every  one  I  have  told 
this  day,  it  would  make  me  a  pretty  tolerable  fortune. 
Ah!  Madam,  what  a  pity  it  is  that  a  woman  of  my 
excellent  talents  should  be  confin'd  to  so  low  a  sphere 
of  life  as  I  am  !  Had  I  been  bom  a  great  lady,  what  a 
deal  of  good  should  I  have  done  in  the  world  ! 


SCENE  xvn. 

MARIANA,   LAPPET,    LOVEGOLD. 

Love.  Here,  here  they  are — all  in  bank-notes — all 
the  money  I  am  worth  in  the  world. — — (I  have  sent  for 
a  constable ;  she  must  not  go  out  of  sight  before  we 
have  her  taken  into  custody.)  [Aside  to  Lappet. 

Lap.  [To  Lovegold.]  You  have  done  very  wisely. 

Mar.  There,  Sir,  is  your  contract.  And  now.  Sir,  I 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  make  myself  as  easy  as  I 
can  in  my  loss. 


THE  MISER. 


4«6  I 


SCENE  xvin. 


LOVEOOLD,   FREDERICK,  CLERMONT,  MARIANA,   LAPPET, 
HARRIET. 

Love.  Where  is  that  you  promis'd  me  ?  where  is  my 
treasure  ? 

Cler.  Here,  Sir,  Is  all  the  treasure  I  am  worth.  A 
treasure  which  the  whole  world's  worth  should  not 
purchase. 

Love.  Give  me  the  money,  Sir,  give  me  the  money ; 
I  say  give  me  the  money  you  stole  from  me. 

Cler.  I  understand  you  not. 

Love.  Did  you  not  confess  you  robb'd  me  of  my 
treasure  ? 

Cler.  This,  Sir,  is  the  inestimable  treasure  I  meant ! 
Tour  daughter,  Sir,  has  this  day  blest  me  by  making 
me  her  husband. 

Love.  How  I  Oh,  wicked,  vile  wretch  1  to  run  away 
thus  with  a  pitiful  mean  fellow,  thy  father's  clerk ! 

Cler.  Think  not  your  family  disgrac'd.  Sir.  I  am 
at  least  your  equal  born ;  and  though  my  fortune  be  not 
BO  large  as  for  my  dearest  Harriet's  sake  I  wish,  still 
it  is  such  as  will  put  it  out  of  your  power  to  make  us 
miserable. 

Love.   Oh  !   my  money,  my  money,  my  money  1 

Fred.  If  this  lady  does  not  make  you  amends  for  the 
loss  of  your  money,  resign  over  all  pretensions  in  her 
to  me,  and  I  will  engage  to  get  it  restored  to  you. 

Love.  How,  sirrah !  are  you  a  confederate  ?  Have 
you  help'd  to  rob  me  ? 

Fred.  Softly,  Sir,  or  you  shall  never  see  your  guineas 
Lagain. 
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Love.  I  resign  her  over  to  you  entirely,  and  may  you 
both  starve  together.     So,  go  fetch  my  gold — 

Mar.  You  are  easily  prevail'd  upon,  I  see,  to  resign 
a  right  which  you  have  not.  But  were  I  to  resign  over 
myself,  it  would  hardly  be  the  man's  fortune  to  starve, 
whose  wife  brought  him  ten  thousand  pounds. 

Love.  Bear  witness,  she  has  confess'd  she  has  the 
money;  and  I  shall  prove  she  stole  it  from  me.  She 
has  broken  open  my  bureau ;  Lappet  is  my  evidence. 

Lap.  I  hope  I  shall  have  all  your  pardons,  and  par- 
ticularly yours.  Madam,  whom  I  have  most  injured. 

Love.  A  fig  for  her  pardon ;  you  are  doing  a  right 
action. 

Lap.  Then,  if  there  was  any  robbery,  you  must  have 
robb'd  yourself.  This  lady  can  be  only  a  receiver  of 
stolen  goods ;  for  I  saw  you  give  her  the  money  with 
your  own  hands. 

Love.  How !  1 1  you  !    What  1  What ! 

Lap.  And  I  must  own  it,  with  shame   I  must  own 

it that  the  money    you  gave  her  in   exchange  for 

the   contract,  I  promised  to  swear  she  h  ad  stole  from 
you. 

Cler.  Is  it  possible  Mr.  Lovegold  could  be  capable 
of  such  an  action  as  this  ? 

Love.  I  am  undone,  undone,  undone  1 

Fred.  No,  Sir,  your  three  thousand  guineas  are  safe 
yet!  depend  upon  it,  within  an  hour,  you  shall  find 
them  in  the  same  place  they  were  first  deposited.  I 
thought  to  have  purchased  a  reprieve  with  them ;  but 
I  find  my  fortune  has  of  itself  bestowed  that  on  me. 

Love.  Give  'em  me,  give  'em  me,  this  instant — but 
then  the  ten  thousand,  where  are  they  ? 

Mar.  Where  they  ought  to  be,  in  the  hands  of  one 
who  I  think  deserves  them.  [Gives  them  to  Frederick.] 
You  see.  Sir,  I  had  no  design  to  the  prejudice  of  your 
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family.  Nay,  I  have  prov'd  the  best  friend  you  ever 
had ;  for,  I  presume,  you  are  now  thoroughly  cur'd  of 
your  lomrimr  for  a  youmr  wife. 

Lavel^^  give  me  my  notes,  give  me  my  notes. 

Fred.  You  must  excuse  me.  Sir;  I  can  part  with 
nothing  I  receive  from  this  lady. 

Love.  Then  I  will  go  to  law  with  that  lady,  and  you, 
and  all  of  you ;  for  I  will  have  them  again,  if  law,  or 
justice,  or  injustice,  will  give  them  me. 

Cler.  Be  satisfied.  Sir;  I  think  the  lady  has  acted 
nobly,  in  givimr  that  back  again  into  your  family  which 
she  iight  have  carried  outTf  it. 

Love.  My  family  be  hang'd ;  if  I  am  robbed,  I  don't 
care  who  robs  me.    I  would  as  soon  hamr  my  son   as 

another and  I  will  hang  hun,  if  he  does  not  restore 

me  all  I  have  lost:  for  I  would  not  give  half  the  sum 
to  save  the  whole  world — ^I  will  go  and  employ  all  the 
lawyers  in  town:  for  I  will  have  my  money  again,  or 
never  sleep  more. 

Fred.  I  am  resolv'd  we  will  get  the  better  of  him 
now.  But  Oh,  Mariana  !  your  generosity  is  much 
greater  in  bestowing  this  sum  than  my  happiness  in 
receiving  it.  I  am  an  unconscionable  beggar,  and 
shall  never  be  satisfied  while  you  have  any  thing  to 
bestow. 

Mar.  Do  you  hear  him 

Har.  Yes,  and  begin  to  approve  him — for  your  late 
behaviour  has  convinced  me — 

Mar.  Dear  girl,  no  more ;  you  have  frightened  me 
already  so  much  to-day,  that  rather  than  venture  a 
second  lecture,  I  would  do  whatever  you  wish'd — So, 
Sir,  if  I  do  bestow  all  on  you,  here  is  the  lady  you  are 
to  thank  for  it. 

Har.  Well,  this  I  will  say,  when  you  do  a  good- 
natur  d  thing,  you  have  the  prettiest  way  of  doing  it. 
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And  now,  Mariana,  I  am  ready  to  ask  your  pardon  fof 
all  I  said  to-day. 

Mar.  Dear  Harriet,  no   apologies :    all    you    said  ■ 
deserv'd. 


SCENE  the  last. 

LAPPET,     BAMILIE,     FREDERICK,     MARIANA,     CLEHMONTj 
HARRIET. 

Lap.  Treaties  are  going  on,  on  both  aides,  while  you 
and  I  Beem  forgotten. 

Samil.  Why,  have  we  not  done  them  all  the  service 
we  can  ?  What  farther  have  they  to  do  with  us  ? — 
Sir,  there  are  some  people  in  masquerading  habits 
without. 

Mar.  Some  I  sent  for  to  assist  in  my  design  on  your 
father :  I  think  we  will  give  them  admittance,  though  we 
have  done  without  'em. 

All.   Oh!  by  all  means. 

Fred.  Mrs.  Lappet,  be  assur'd  I  have  a  just  sense  of 
your  favours ;  and  both  you  and  Bamilie  shall  find  niy 
gratitude. 


[Dmice  here.'\ 
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Fred.  Dear  Clermont,  be  satisfied  1  shall  make  no 
peace  with  the  old  gentleman,  in  which  you  shall  not 
be  included.  I  hope  my  sister  will  prove  a  fortune 
equal  to  your  great  deserts. 

Cler.  While  I  am  enabled  to  support  her  in  an 
affluence  equal  to  her  desires  1  sliall  desire  no  more, 
From  what  I  have  seen  lately,  I  think  riches  are  rather 
to  be  fear'd  than    wish'd ;  at  least,  I    am    sure,  avarice 
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which  too  often  attends  wealth,  is  a  greater  evil  than 
any  that  is  found  in  poverty.  Misery  is  generally  the 
end  of  all  vice :  but  it  is  the  very  mark  at  which 
avarice  seems  to  aim;  the  miser  endeavours  to  be 
wretched. 

He  hoards  eternal  cares  within  his  purse ; 

And  what  he  wishes  most,  proves  most  his  curse. 


/ 


EPILOGUE: 


Wmimil  BT  COLLBT  CIBBIB,  BBQ.  ;  •POKBM  BT  MXM  BATTOB. 


Our  Author's  sure  bewitch'd !    The  senseless  rogue 
Insists  no  good  play  wants  an  Epilogue. 
Suppose  that  true,  said  I,  what's  that  to  this  ? 

Is  your's  a  good  one  ? No,  but  Moliere's  is, 

He  cry'd,  and  zounds  !  no  Epilogue  was  tack'd  to  his. 

Besides,  your  modem  Epilogues,  said  he. 

Are  but  ragouts  of  smut  and  ribaldry. 

Where  the  false  jests  are  dwindled  to  so  few. 

There's  scarce  one  double  entendre  left  that's  new. 

Nor  would  I  in  that  lovely  circle  raise 

One  blush,  to  gain  a  thousand  coxcombs'  praise. 

Then  for  the  threadbare  joke  of  cit  and  wit,  \ 

Whose  foreknown  rhyme  is  echo'd  from  the  pit,  j- 

'Till  of  their  laugh  the  galleries  are  bit.  ) 

Then  to  reproach  the  critics  with  ill-nature. 

And  charge  their  malice  to  his  stinging  satire : 

And  thence  appealing  to  the  nicer  boxes, 

Tho'  talking  stuff  might  dash  the  Drury  doxies. 

If  these,  he  cry'd,  the  choice  ingredients  be 

For  epilogues,  they  shall  have  none  for  me. 

Lord,  Sir,  says  I,  the  gallery  will  so  bawl ; 

Let  'em,  he  cry'd,  a  bad  one's  worse  than  none  at  all. 

Madam,  these  things  than  you  I'm  more  expert  in  \ 

Nor  do  I  see  no  Epilogue  much  hurt  in, 

Zounds !  when  the  play  is  ended — Drop  the  curtain.         J 
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